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EPILOGUE. 

IVritttn  by  MiLEs  Peter  Andrews,  Efq. 
And  Spoken  by  Mr.  Lewis,  ///  the  Chara^rofl^oMiSAL. 

Once  more,  my  friends,  here's  Nominal  the  glorious, 
AgJiin  attempting  to  be  more  notorious. 

What's  life  without  it  ?   Afk  the  Buck,  the  Wit  ; 
The  faQiion'd  Peer,  and  the  no-fafhion'd  Cit. 
Renown's  the  word — Men,  Women,  Girls  and  Boys, 
Write,  fight,  game,  drink,  and  drefs  to  make  anoife. 
**  Djm'rne,  I'm  up  to  that,  cries  Bobby  Crop, 
"  No  fellow  in  the  town  (hdll  mc  out-top  j 
"  I'll  have  a  dock  as  dole  as  young  Lord  Wizen, 
**  Fordam'me,  an't  mv  heal  as  thick  as  his'n  ?" 
Then,  like  a  fighting  cock,  rrimm'd  (hortand  bare. 
He  mounts  his  fpurs,  and  crows  away— -look  there  f 
What  crowds  of  defp'rate  heroes  fall  for  fame, 
And  lofe  their  characters  to  raife  a  name. 

See  the  fine  wife  of  fome  plain  country  'Squire, 
To  ev'ry  town^bred  folly  fwift  afpire — 
Sec  her  each  night,  with  all  the  force  (he's  able. 
Fly  to  be  talk'd  of  at  the  Faro  table — 
Fat  Mrs.  Duckleg  whifpers  to  her  fpoufe. 
Why,  Hubby,  love,  I  knows  now  what  I  knows. 
Look  what  a  thriving  man  is  neighbour  Wiitle, 
It's  all  becaufe  his  wife  (hows  ofFa  little. 
Had  I  fine  clothes,  I  have  a  manner  too. 
And  you  might  hold  your  head  as  others  do. 
But  coopt  up  thus,  like  a  meer  hoddy-doddy, 
Nobody  knows  that  one  is  any  body, 

Thus 
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Thus  wide  diffused  thro'  all  this  buftling  town 
keigns  the  ftrong  principle  of  being  known—. 
Above  the  refty— amongft  the  wits  moft  witty, 
In  drefs  and  talk/s  your  Jemmy  from  the  city. 
His  coat,  by  fome  unlu  Ay  taylor  trufted^ 
Hangs  ofFhis  back,  as  going  to  be  dufted; 
While  in  the  Upper  Boxes,  fully  known. 
He  fports  a  language  which  is  quite  his  own. 
**  Eh,  Jack!  On  Change  to  day  ?  How  goes  Lot.  Tick  ? 
^  Ha— feen  Bob's  Curricle — it  goes  curft  quick. 
**  The  Builder  fays — 'twixt  us— it  goes  on  tick— 
"  Been  dipping,  hey,  at  Margate  or  at  Brighton  ? 
*'  Touched  ten  laft  night,  andev'ry  one  flight  one. 
**  Hey,  Tom,  how  do?— Ob,  is  that  you,Dick  Docket! 
"  You've  ftole  my  ftick— No,  damme,  it's  inmy  pocket/* 
There's  proof  enough,  we  truft  you  will  agree, 
That  life's  great  aim,  is  Notoriety. 
Our  Bard  and  1,  acknowledge  both  this  feature. 
And  hope  wc  (hall  be  known  by  your  good  nature* 
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PROLOGUE. 

JFritten  by  Robert  Merry,  Efq. 

Of  all  profefEons  which  have  claim  to  pity. 

The  worft  is  bis,  who  lives  by  being  witty  ; 

For  with  light  purfe,  fpare  diet,  and  fmall  glee^ 

^is  very  hard  to  make  a  Comedy. 

Rich  men,  and  Lords,  may  writo  extremly  fine. 

Give  Claret  and  Champaigne  in  ev'ry  line  3 

But  our  poor  Author,  of  a  different  ibrt, 

Fears  he  can  only  offer  humble  Port. 

Yet,  as  his  guefts  have  fometimes  (hown  him  favour. 

He  hopes,  tho'  it  be  new,  you'll  like  the  flavour. 

Oh  !  think  an  inflant  on  a  writer's  pains. 

Who,  for  your  entertainment,  racks  his  brains  i 

Whole  months  alone,  in  chamber  full  of  (inoke. 

He  fits  with  fighs  to  meditate  the  joke  j 

And  far  remov'd  from  mirthful  recreation. 

Labours  to  find  a  comic  fituation. 

'T  is  furely  fomewhat  difficult  tofeize 

The  moment  tuhetty  the  manner  bow  to  pleafe; 

For  fnarling  Critics,  wond'rous  wife  and  able. 

Pronounce  it  trick  to  hide  beneath  a  table  -, 

Or  if  a  buck-bafket  we  now  fhould  fhow. 

They'd  fay,  ♦*  the  fad  buffoonery  was  low.'* 

To  make  you  laugh  they  deem  a  heinous  crime. 

Condemn  all  flage-effecS,  as  Pantomime; 

Andflill  demand,  what  never  was  difplay'd, 

A  perfc<5i  piece,  or  light  without  afhade. 
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In  fpite  of  this,  our  agonizing  Bard, 
Seeks  from  your  hands,  his  nobleft,  beft  reward; 
And  dares,  regardlefs  of  illibVal  ftrife, 
Expofe  the  fopperies  of  modem  life. 
But  if  (that  you  fome  novelty  may  fee) 
He  (houldoutftep  fair  nature's  modefty, 
Refied  how  often  the  Dramatic  mines 
Have  ranfack'd  been,  of  ev'ry  gem  that  (bines 
Nor  let  on  him  your  hafty  cenfures  ^1, 
Who  woidd  be,  if  hecou'd^  criginaL 


NOTORIETY: 


C      O     M     E     D     ¥• 


I. 


SCENE,   jIn  Apartment  at  Sir  Andrew^s— 
T'wo  Doors  open  in  Flat — Bells  ring. 

Enter  J  aiaes  from  Door,  and  another  Servant. 

James. 

SU  N — fly— fcamper — Don't  you  hear  the 
company  arc  breaking  up  ? — Call  Lord 
>n*s  carriage. 

Lady  Acid  appears  at  Door,  iurt/jing  as  if  taking 
leave  ofjomebody. 

Lady  A.  Good  night,  my  Lord — Delightful 
man !    I  am  determined  he  (hall  be  in  pofleflion 

B  of 
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of  Honoria — if  it's  only  in  return  for  his  attach- 
ment to  me. — James,  call  up  the  carriages,  and 
fee  the  company  difpofed  of— Tm  fo  fatigued  ! 
— Heigho  ! — Seven  o'clock  again  !  I  hav'nt 
been  to  bed  any  fooner  this  fortnight. 

•    ;>  .S/r  Andrew  (without). 

Sir  Jndr.  Where  arc  all  the  fervants  ? 

(Without) 

Lady  A,  Here's  my  fretful  hufband  juft  got 
up !  He's  fo  old-fafhioned,  and  fo  four — He's 
never  pleafed,  but  when  others  are  vexed — and 
never  unhappy,  but  when  his  friends  are  happy. 

Enter  Sir  Andb  ew,  in  Night-Gown  and  Cap. 

So,  my  life  !-^juft  got  up,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Sir  Andr.  So,  my  foul-—-juft  going  to  bed,  I 
fuppofe  > — What!  at  the  old  work — Rout,  ball, 
or  concert,  heh  !  Making  fools  happy  with  my 
money  ? 

Lady  A.  Pflia  !  you've  no  idea  of  life. 

Sir  Andr.  No— but  I  have  of  death — It  would 
kill  me  in  a  fortnight — Befides,  every  body 
laughs  at  you — Not  one  of  your  acquaintance — 
who,  by  the  bye,  have  loved  and  hated  each 
other  all' round — but,  on  leaving  the  room,  ex- 
claims— **  Well !  it's  very  fine !  mighty  grand ! 
But  will  it  laft  ?  Won't  diere  be  a  cru(h  by  and 
bye?" 

Lady  A.  Ridiculous,  Sir  Andrew  !  An't  I 
vifited  by  every  body  ?  Don't  all  the  beau- 
monde  attend  Lady  Acid's  parties  ? 

Sir  Andr.  The  beau-monde  !  Why,  they'll 
vifit  any  body  that  is  fool  enough  to  inv4te  them. 
— Let  who  will  give  an  expenfive  entertainment, 

they'll 
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they*ll  flock  to  it,  like  rooks  about  a  ruin. — But 
this  won'c  do — It's  feven  o'clock,  and  I  muft 
be  eating. — Here — you  Sir  {Enter  James)^  bring 
my  brcnkfall. 

James.  Breakfaft !— What,  here.  Sir  ?    lExit. 

Sir  yindr.  Yes  ; — here.  Sir. — I  am  fure  the 
beau-munde  (as  your  Ladyfliip  calls  them)  will 
have  no  objedtion  to  fometiiing  fubftantial.  Poor 
devils !  at  thefe  fort  of  parties  they  get  nothing 
to  feed  on  but  fcandal  and  faro. 

Lady  A.  Provoking,  Sir  Andrew  ! — YouVe 
always  teafing  and  vexing  me;  and  1  infill  on 
knowing  what  part  of  my  conduft 

Sir  jfndr.  Hold — don't  fuppofe  I  fufpedt  your 
charade r.-:— No — 'midft  all  your  gaieties,  I  ftill 
believe  yog  to  be  fo  conftant  and  honourable, 
that  there's  no  iniiulging  onefelf  in  finding  fault 
with  ypu. 

Lady  A.  If  you  don't  think  fo,  your  coufin 
Colqnel  Hubbub  dees,  or  he  would  never  have 
trufted  me  with  the  care  of  his  niece  Honoria. 
—But  I  leave  you  to  your  ill-nature. 

Sir  Andr.  Ay ;  go  to  bed — You  to  your  pil- 
low— I  to  my  coffee. 

Lady  A.  Mind  rrve.  Sir— If  you  fee  Honoria, 
give  her  the  advice  I  defired  you. — Tell  her  the 
Colonel  has  written  for  his  ward,  Mr.  Nominal, 
to  challenge  that  wohch  Clairville,  and  that  I 
(hall  do  all  in  my  power  to  give  her  to  Lord 
Jargon— And  fo,  good  nig^t,  mod  good-hu- 
mour'd  bufband  ! 

Sir  Andr.  And  fo,  good  morning,  moft  fwect* 

temper'd  wife !  [Exit  Lady  A.^  Tve  made  her 

unhappy,  however. — 'Gad,  I  don't  know  how  it 

is,  I  like  to  fee  every  body's  face  as  long  as  my 

B  2  own.— 
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own. — {Breakfafi  brought  in)  Here  it  comes— 
And  here's  the  paper.  {Sits  down^  and  takes  up 
neivjpaper.)  Now  for  it ! — Now  for  bad  news  \ 
"  Theatre  Royal— New  Comedy/*— Pttia!  mak- 
ing people  grin  and  diftort  their  faces. — Give 
me  a  deep,  horrible,  agreeable  Tragedy — 
"  Bankrupts.*' — Ay,  here  they  are—"  One— . 
'*  two— three — thirteen.*'— Come,  very  well  J 
— that's  very  well  1—**  Promotions.*' — ^There 
they  are  with  their  curft  joy  again  !—"  Stocks 
fallen  one  and  a  half."— 5om|?  lame  ducks,  how- 
:evcr — *'  Marriages — ten." — Well !  long  life  to 
youj  for  you'll  be  as  miferable-^'f-^ 

Enter  Honoria  (from  Doors). 

Hott.  Dear  Sir,  ten  thoufand  p'^ons— »I 
thought  to  have  found  your  ward  Mifs  Strange- 
ways  here.  \ 

Sir  Andr.  Sit  down*  Honoria,  fit  down — ^I 
want  to  talk  to  you — Come,  take  fome  breakfaft^ 

Hon.  Breakfaft  1 — I  hav'n't  been  to  reft  yet— ^ 
You  forget  the  joys  of  high  life,,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Andr.  Joys  ! — She's  happy  too  ! — Um  ! 
— Silly,  ignorant  girl,  to  take  pleafure  in  fuch 
unmeaning  fcenes  1 

Hon.  Pleafure  !  They  give  me  pain.  Sir— mi- 
fcry. 

Six  Andr.  Do  they?  T^ke  fome  breakfaft. 
(fiffirs  her  fome.) 

Hbn^  What  have  I  been  doing  to-night.  Sir  ? 
— ^Talkingto  meni  deteft,  and  liftening  to  women 
I  dcfpife — mixing  with  people  who  have  neither 
feeliag,  amity,  nor  fenfe. — This  I  have  done  for 
years^  and  this  I  muft  ftill  perfevere  in  ;  for  my 

educatioix 
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cdgcation  has  taught  me  to  fmile  when  I  was 
miferable,  and  to  be  falhionable  at  the  expcnce 
of  my  peace. 

SirAndr.  Sweet  creature  !  How  prettily  (he 
prattles !    Go  on. 

Hon.  Yes,  Sir ;  with  a  rrt nd  naturally  attached 
to  domeftic  happinefs,  1  am  compelled  to  de- 
ride all  peaceful  fcenes,  becaufe  my  uncle,  tha 
Colonel,  who  has  cruelly  delivered  me  to  the 
care  of  your  wife,  Sir — But  I  interrupt  you — I 
ice  I  do — I'll  keep  my  forrows  to  myfelf. 

Sir  Jndr.  Don't — don't  keep  them  to  your- 
felf — I  like  to  hear  you  talk  about  forrow  and 
mifery ;  and  if  you  know  of  any  more  elfewhere, 
you'll  not  offend  me  by  imparting  it !  But  now 
1  think  on't,  tell  me  that  unlucky  ftory  of  the 
fellow  afcending  your  window  by  a  rope  ladder, 

Hon.  Fellow !  Sir  Andrew  !  When  you  are 
more  refpedful,  TU  talk  to  you — till  when — 
(Going.) 

Sir  Jndr.  (flops  her.)  Stay — be  not  offended 
— ril  Sympathize  with  you,  Honoria — Fll  give 
you  figh  for  figh,  and  tear  for  tear.  Come^ 
make  me  your  confidant,  and  you  fhan't  re- 
pent it. — Nay,  you  muft-p— you  (hall — I  do  love 
;o  hear  a  tale  of  woe ! 

Hon.  (fitting.)  Oh,  Sir !  how  have  I  been 
ilandered  and  defamed  !  I  never  knew  Mr. 
Clairville  but  as  a  friend — as  a  proteftor  :  that 
we  had  fecret  meetings  I  cannot  deny;  but  I 
was  never  alone — your  ward  Sophia  was  always 
prefent — and  (he  will  witnefs  to  the  world  that 
he  was  too  honourable  to  make  bafe  propofals, 
^nd  I  too  unfa(hionable  to  accept  them. 

Sir  4ndr.  Go  on — I  like  to  hear  you,  Honoria. 

If 
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If  I  remember,  your  acquaintance  began  at  the 
Colonel's  villa  in  the  Ifle  of  Wight,  when  you 
were  failing,  and  fell  from  the  velfel. 

Hon.  Yes,  Sir;  and  while  his  brother.  Lord 
Jargon,  and  other  foplings  of  ihe  party,  who 
before  had  offered  up  their  lives  to  ferve  me, 
while  they  flood  idly  on  the  deck,  and  faw  me 
juft  expiring — Clairville,  then  a  ftranger,  leaped 
from  another  veffel,  and,  plunging  midft  the 
waves,  caught  me  in  his  arms,  and  brought  me 
fafe  to  land. — Then  c^me  the  conflid:— The 
Colonel's  boat,  by  adverfe  winds,  was  blown 
from  (hore ;  and  I  and  my  deliverer  remained 
part  of  that  day  alone. — I  faw,  compared,  and 
loved — his  heart  beat  in  unifon  with  mine  j  and 
now.  Sir,  do  you  pity  or  condemn  me  ? 

Sir  Andr.  I  pity  you,  pity  you  fincerely,  and 
cuife  the  Colonel  for  placing  you  under  the  care 
of  my  wife,  becaufe  I  know  (he  defigns  you  fof 
Lord  Jargon — But  Nominal,  whom  your  uncle 
intends  for  your  hufband,  is  hourly  expeftcd 
from  France. 

Hen.  Talk  not  of  that,  Sir;  for  I  dread  the 
confcquenccs  of  his  arrival. — The  night  Clair- 
ville was  difcovered  in  my  apartment,  the  Colonel 
told  him  he  would  fend  for  his  ward  Nominal, 
to  avenge  the  injured  honour  of  his  family  !  Oh, 
Sir,  if  a  duel  fliould  enfue  ! — Yet,  if  Clairville 
receives  my  letter,  that  and  other  ills  may  be 
prevented  {afide) — Butfomebody  is  coming.  Sir 
— allow  me  to  retire. 

Sir  ArJr,  Do,  and  depend  on  my  protedtion, 
Honoria — I  am  always  a  friend  to  the  unhappy. 
—Good  morning.  [^^^'^  Honoria.']  So,  there 
goes  anctlier  long  face  I — Here's  my  ward,  the 

cele- 
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celebrated  MifsStrangeways— She's  an  authorefs, 
an  aftrefs,  a  mufician,  a  painter,  and,  in  (hort, 
every  thing. — I  know  (he's  in  love  with  me, 
and  rU  have  the  fatisfaftion  of  teafing  her 
foul  out. 

Enter  Mi/s  Strangeways  (with  n  Taper  in  her 
Hand). 

Sophia.  Poficively,  I  will  be  revenged. — The 
Colonel  does  nothing  but  make  love  to  me. — 
Heigho !  I'm  fo  fatigued,  Guardy — and  it's  in 
vain  going  to  bed,  I've  fo  many  places  to 
call  at. 

Sir  Andr.  What !  all  over  the  town,  as  ufual  ? 

Sophia.  Yes ;  firft  I'm  going  to  Lady  Buftle's, 
to  finifli  my  piAure  of  her  little  French  lap- 
dog — then  to  call  at  the  bookfeller's,  and  corre6t 
the  prefs — then  to  leave  this  farewell  ode  to 
my  dear  Jugglamintha,  at  the  newfpaper  office* 
(Reading.) 

**  Oh  !  thou,  whofe  amaranthine  feelings  know 
"  The  iron  agonies  of  copper  woe." 

Sir  Andr.  Iron  agonies  of  copper  woe!  That's 
a  fine  line,  and  charmingly  diftreffing. 

Sophia.  Yes  5  and  then  I'm  going  to  rchearfc 
a  new  tragedy  at  the  private  Theatre;  and,  if 
you'll  believe  me,  my  dying  fcene  is  yet  un- 
settled. 

Sir  Jndr.  That's  a  great  pity,  Sophia — for  I 
think  the  dying  fcene  the  bcft  part  of  the 
play. 

Sophia.  Yes;  but  one  infifts  on  my  dying  on 
one  fide  of  the  ftage,  another,  on  the  other.— 
Now,  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Aftdr.  Why,  what  many  great  politicians 
have  done  before  you — die  between  both  fides. 
— But,  my  angel,  when  am  I  to  be  honoured 
with  an  affignation — a  tete-a-tete,  heh  ? 

Sophia.  Fie,  Guardy  ! — You  know  I  told  you 

I  loved  you  better  than  the  Colonel,  and 

that  rd  make  fools  of  you  both  before  Td  done 
with  you.     (JJide.J 

CWhack  C  without  J. 

O'Whack.  (without.)  Arrah  !  (land  by  now ! 
I  am  the  valet  de  chambre  to  Mr.  Nominal. 

Sir  Jndr.  As  I  live.  Nominal  is  arrived  !  This 
is  his  Irifh  fervant,  who,  to  his  brogue,  has 
joined  a  fmattering  of  French— Do  (lay  and 
hear  hJm* 

Sophia.  What !  mix  Irifli  with  French ! 

Sir  Jndr.  So  it  feems  ;  and  he  fo  confounds 
the  two  languages,  he  is  fcarcely  intelligible— 
But  here  he  comes. 

Enter  O'^UkCKj  followed  hy  James. 

O^ Whack.  Mon  Dieu  !  you  dirty  blackguard  J 
don't  you  know  me  by  my  politefle  ?  Jomlc- 
man  and  lady,  your  moft  obedient — By  the  red 
nofe  of  Saint  Patrick  I  am  toutc  nouveau  ;  and, 
d*ye  fee,  I  would  be  after  fpaking  to  my  maftcr*s 
guardian,  Colonel  Hubbub. 

Sir  Aidr.  How  is  your  matter  ?  Is  he  as  An- 
gular as  his  guardian  defcribes  him  ? 

Sophia.  Singular !  What,  is  he  Ukc  the  Co- 
lond.  Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  Andr.  The  image  of  him — ^While  at  col- 
lege his  love  of  notoriety  firft  difplaycd  itfelf ; 
4  but 
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but  by  living  entirely  with  Englifli  abroad,  hd 
is  become  as  eccentric  and  abfurd  as  the  Colonel 
"Wilbeshim. 

O'fFback.  By  the  powers !  you've  hit  it — ^Ma 
foi !  he  is  toujours  wanting  to  get  into  notice ; 
and  between  our  three  felves,  he  keeps  me  as  his 
valet,  frizeur,  and  all  that,  only  becafe  I  per- 
plex, and  make  a  noife,  and  am  quite  au  fait  at 
botheration  wherever  I  go. 

Svpbia.  Pray,  what  brings  Mr.  Nominal  fo 
fuddenly  from  France  ?  Isn't  it  fomething  about 
an  affair  of  honour  ? 

O'fyback.  Oui;  you  may  fay  that — He  is 
come  to^  challenge  one  Clairville  for  getting  intc^ 
the  window  of  Mademoifelle  Honoria :  and  to 
be  fure  he  won*t  give  the  young  feducer  a  little 
fnug  dejeun6  of  cold  lead. 

Sophia.  'Tis  fo  then— Poof  Clairville  ! 

Sir  jindr.  Tell  us  now,  had  you  a  pleafant 
journey  ? 

O^fVhacL  Pleafant !  Oh !  bythe  eternal  powers^ 
tout  au  contraire,  my  dear  :  we  were  flopped,  and 
robbed,  and  murdered  ;  that  is,  we  fliould  havd 
been,  but  for  a  fine  young  haroe,  who  came  and 
refcued  us !  Marbleu  !  he  made  them  fkip  like 
frogs. 

Sir  Andr.  A  robbery  and  a  duel !  This  jour-^ 
ney  may  produce  much  pleafing  diftrefs — Pray^ 
who  was  this  young  haroe  ? 

O'fFhack.  Je  ne  f^jai  pas,  honey— But  you  may 
talk  of  your  Cafars,  Cleopatras,  and  Paddy- 
Whacks — he  beat?  all  your  champions  of  pofte- 
rity, — Oh  !  had  you  feen,  when  my  mafter  and  I 
were  fprawling,  how  he  laid  about  him  with  his 
bit  of  timber-— Depend  on't,  as  our  fiUc  de  ch^m- 

C  bre 
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bre  faid,  the  (hillaly  is  the  true  jc  ne  f^ai  qiiol^ 
after  alK 

Sophia^  A  very  entertaining  fellow.  Sir  An- 
drew.— ^What's  your  name,  friend  ? 

O'mack.  Blunder  O'Whack,  Jontleman  ! 
The  Blunders  are  the  oldeft  family  in  Ireland-^ 
We  were  planted  there  like  fo  many  potatys, 
by  a  great  General,  who  was  afterwards  Lord 
Lieutenant  to  King — What  d'ye  call  the  old 
monarque  ?— Oh  !  King  Lear — Ay,  that's  it- 
King  Learv 

Sophia.  King  Lear! 

O'H^back.  C'^  vrai,  Mifs — and  after  that, 
the  family  got  a  curft  tumble  about  the  reign  of 
Jack  Cade— Pardonnez  moi,  tho' — I  forget  my 
bufinefs — I  muft  be  after  informing  the  Colonel 
of  his  ward's  arrival. 

Sir  Andr*  Spare  yourfclf  the  trouble,  Mr. 
O'Whack — Colonel  Hubbub  is  not  here — but 
I'll  take  care  to  inform  him. 

O'lVback.  Je  vous  remercie,  my  dear-~But 
doyou  mindnow — depechez- vous,  and  tell  him, 
my  matter's  fo  particular  in  his  perfonand  man- 
ners, that  you  may  hear  of  him  any  where— 
Monfieur,  good  luck  to  you  ! — My  Lady,  j'ai 
I'honneur  d'etre  tres-humble  ferviteur  ! — Oh  ! 
by  my  foul !  the  true  comme  il  faut's  better 
than  whifkey.  {Exit. 

Sophia.  If  the  fervant  is  a  piAure  of  the  matter. 
Nominal  will  have  too  much  good  humour  to 
quarrel  with  Clairville. — 'Faith  !  I  almott  love 
him  by  defcription — But  I  muft  leave  you— 
Guardy,  adieu  ! 

Sir  Andr.  Nay,  don't  hurry,  my  angel — it's 
too  foon  for  the  dying  fcene« 

2  Sophia, 
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Sophia.  I  know  k  ;— but  firftrm  going  to  fee 
a  friend. 

Sir  Jndr.  See  a  friend  !  Then  pmy  let  me  go 
\yith  you  ;  for  that's  a  thing  I  never  faw  in  my 
life.  lExcunt. 


SCENE,     The  Park. 

Enf^  O'Whack,  wifb  Books  under  bis  Arm. 

O'Wback.  By  Saint  Dennis !  thcfe  law  gen- 
tiemen  are  as  heavy — I  wonder  what  my  mafter 
would  be  after  with  them.  Ce  me  fait  rien-^I 
mud  take  them  home  as  he  ordered  me. 

Enter    Saunter    (Joying   and   hekin^    mt  at 
Nominal). 

Sam,  Aftonifliing!  Ineverfawamaxifodrefled 
walk  the  ftreets  before.  Who  can  it  be  ?  (7irr»- 
mg  rounds  Jees  O^JVbackj  who  bows  to  bimJ^^HsL ! 
O'Whack  !  how  came  you  here  ?  What,  is  your 
mafter,  my  old  college  friend,  returned  from 
his  travels  ? 

O'fVback.  Oui,  your  honour-*-ec  la  voilal 
there  he  is ! 

Saun.  What,  is  that  Nomii^  ?  Well,  this  is 
excellent ! — ^I  knew  Nominal  always  Ipved  fin- 
eukrity ;  but  I  never  thought  he'd  make  him* 
k\i  io  particular,  that  his  friends  (hou'dn't  know 
him. 

O'fVback.  C'eft  extraordinaire,  my  dear— but 

with  all  his  oddities,  yau  can't  helpjpving  him. 

Ca  -OhI 


U  NOTORIETY: 

ns^h !  his  heart  is  as  warm  as  Teau  de  vie^  and 
his  foiil— by  Su  Patrick,  the  reft  of  the  world's 
4U  blarney  to  him ! 

Enter  Nominal. 

Nom.  Ah,  Saunter,  my  dear  fellow !  Well, 
what  do  you  think  ?  Won't  it  do  ?  Sha'n't  I 
take,  hch  ? — ^Harkye,  I  have  them  already. 

Saun.  Have  !  Whom  ? 

Norn.  Every  body,  you  dog,  every  body! 
Fve  got  a  name — they  flare  at  me— point  at 
me — Taugh  at  me  every  where.  An't  I  a  happy 
fellow,  heh  ? 

Saun.  If  happinefs  confifls  in  being  laughe4 
at,  you  arc — But,  Nominal,  wouldn't  it  be  as 
well  to  be  known  for  being  rational,  as  being 
ridiculous  ? 

Nom.  Rational!  Pftioo !  A  plainfenfibleman 
is  never  thought  of  now.  Who  the  devil  ever 
thinks  or  cares  about  fuch  a  fober,  honeft  fellow 
as  you — who  pay  every  body,  and  offend  no- 
body ? — But  I  now—- fuch  a  rogue  as  I,  who  pay 
nobody,  and  offend  every  body — why,  they  all 
like  me.  They  court  me  as  a  new  acquaintance, 
not  cut  me  as  an  old  friend,  my  boy. 

Saun.  Well,  every  man  in  his  way — For  my 
part,  I  detefl  fingularity. 

Nom.  Then  you're  an  undone  man ;  for,  by 
being  fingular  in  nothing,  you'll  be  defpifed  in 
every  thing.— For  inftance  now,  George— When 
you  go  into  company,  and  inquilitive  people 
fay_«  Who  is  he?— What,  Mr.  Saunter?'' 
nobody  can  defcribe  you — You  have  been 
guilty  of  no  abfurdities— no  improprieties. 
But  when  I  condefcend  to  enter  a  room,  there's 

a  ge. 
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«  general  buz  ofapplaufe,  and  the  women  all 
whifper,  "  That's  he,  the  famous  Ned  Nominal  I 
**  who  games,  who  drinks,  who  fights,  who 
**  intrigues.  Oh!  the  fprightly,  vicious  fel- 
**  low !"  In  (hort,  George, — Fm  a  public  cha-. 
rafter. 

Saun.  A  public  charader !    What  then  ? 

Norn.  Why,  then,  I  make  a  damned  noife  with- 
out any  meaning, 

Saun.  Believe  me,  Nominal,  you  are  deceived. 
—A  charafter  fo  ufelefs  can  neither  excite  ad- 
ipiration,  nor  attention. 

Norn.  Ufelefs  !  Oh,  George,  George ! — how 
little  doft  thou  know  of  modern  life  ! — Ufelefs ! 
— That's  the  very  thing  that  makes  me.  ^  Now, 
let  me  put  a  plain  and  limple  queftion  to  you — 
Isn't  a  cat  that  walks  on  four  legs  aufeful  animal  ? 

Saun.  A  cat  on  four  legs  ufeful? — ^'Tisan  odd 
queftion — Certainly. 

Norn.  Very  well.  And  what  do  you  think  of 
a  cat  with  only  two  lega^  ?  Why,  it's  ufelefs ; 
and  yet  you  and  the  reft  of  the  world  (hall  give 
it  twice  the  admiration,  and  attention.  And 
there's  the  difference  between  us,  George. — ^You 
are  a  very  ufeful,  worthy  fellow,  and  confe- 
quently  are  defpifed — I  am  a  very  ufelefs,  mif- 
chievous  fellow,  and,  of  courfe,  am  admired—* 
Therefore,  my  dear  boy,  take  my  advice— ex<^ 
pofe  yourfelf,  and  get  into  notice. 

Saun.  Why,  you  aFc  the  counterpart  of  your 
guardian,  the  Colonel ;  and  when  he  finds  you 
thus  bitten  with  the  love  of  notoriety,  he'll  be 
delighted — ^tranfported. 

Nom.  Yes ;  but  I  mean  to  difappoint  him. 

Saun.  Diiappoint  him ! 

Norn. 


f#  NOTORIETY: 

Nm.  Ay ;  and  for  three  reafons^  Geor^*— 
Firft,  becaufe  he  wants  me  to  marry  Hoooria^  a 
girt  I  don^t  care  for — Secondly,  becaufe  he  has 
brought  me  to  fight  one  Clairville,  a  poor  devil 
1  never  faw— And  thirdly^  becaufe  being  in  Op- 
j>ofttton  makes  more  noife  than  being  under 
.Government.-— You  underftand  me-^— I  mean  to 
quarrel  with  him. 

Saun.  And  how  will  you  contrive  it  ? 

Nom^  His  greateft  antipathy  is  to  law  and 
lawyers.     I'll  pafs  on  him  as  a  (ludent. 

Saun.  Student !  Why,  you  don't  underftand 
the  prafticc. 

Nom.  No ;  who  the  devil  does  ?  But  a  little 
goes  a  great  way,  George — ^fo  never  fear. 

Ssun*  Well,  I  muft  leave  you  for  the  prefent, 
for  I  have  bufinefs  elfewbere. — Fll  fee  you  to- 
morrow ;  and  in  the  mean  time  fuccefs  to  your 
ftudies,  your  fports,  and  fingularities  \        [Exit^ 

Nom.  (locking  after  him.)  What  an  oM- 
fafcioned  appearance  !  I  wi(h  I  had  him  a  little— 
Yd  foon  teach  him  how  to  expc^  himfelf.— 
aWhack ! 

0*lVback^  Toujours  prfit,  your  honour. 

ftwn.  Take  thefe  law  books  home— put  them 
on  the  table,  and  give  the  room  a  ftudious  ap- 

?rarance  for  the  reception  of  my  guardian^ — 
ou  know  wliat  I  intend. 
O'fVback.  Oh  !  leave  me  alone  for  catching 
the  old  fox — ril  do  it  fans  cercmonie. — Your 
honour — fet  who's  coming  this  way— By  my 
falvation,  it's  the  fweet  young  haroe  that  faved 
us  and  our  cbapeaiis  from  the  robbers  ! 

Nom.  That's  lucky.  1  want  to  thank  him. — 
Befides,  if  the  robbery  is  well  introduced  in  the 

papers. 
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papers,  it  may  give  an  eclat  to  my  arrival ;  and» 
fome  way  or  other,  I  muft  be  before  the  public 
every  day* 

Enter  Cl airville,  wilb  a  Letter  in  bis  Hand. 

Clair.  Joy  !  Give  me  joy.  Sir ! — Excufe  this 
freedom  from  a  ftranger ;  but  blifs  fo  unexpefted 
— fo  exquifite,  was  never  known  before. 

Nom.  What !  it's  all  in  print,  is  it  ?  The  wholo 
robbery !     Well ;  what  do  they  fay  of  me  ? 

Clair^  Oh,  Sir  1  when  we  parted  laft  night,  I 
was  milerable — I  fancied  I  had  loft  the  lovelicft 
creature  the  world  e*er  wondered  at— but  pidure 
the  reverfe ! 

Nom.  Curfe  the  reverfe !  So,  I'm  to  be  robbed^ 
and  get  nothing  by  it  ! 

Clair.  In  this  letter  (he  tells  me,  that,  to-night, 
(he  will  give  me  a  private  interview !— Yes ; 
tho'  my  father  left,  with  his  title,  his  eftate  to  my 
brother,  and  that  brother  has  cruelly  deferted 
me^— yet,  at  this  moment,  I'm  the  happieft  man 
alive.  But  excufe  me — I  am  all  hafte,  all  anxi-^ 
ety  to  prepare  for  the  appointment.  [GcMg'. 

Nom.  Hold,  Sir,  hold  !  'Gad,  who  knows  but 
this  private  interview  may  lead  to  a  public  up- 
roar? and  as  he  did  me  a  fervice— (^<j/Fi/<fJ  Sir,  I 
am  much  indebted  to  you— and  if  I  can  be  of 
any  ufe — 

Clair.  None  in  the  leaft ;  I  thank  yoiu — Yet, 
now  I  think  on't,  Honoria  is  fo  narrowly 
watched,  that  a  friend  may  be  neceflary. — He 
feems  a  Gentleman,  tho'  an  odd  one-^I'lLac*" 
cept  his  offer.  (4fide)  Sir,  you  may  affift  me. 

Nom.  How,  how  ? 

Qair.  The  Lady,  Sir,  whofe  name,  as  well 

as 
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OS  my  own,  I  muft  beg  leave  to  conceal.  Is  C6 
much  fufpefted  by  her  family,  that,  alone,  I 
may  be  interrupted  in  the  interview,---If,  there** 
fore,  you  will  meet  me  at  Grofvenor  Gate  at  ten 
o'clock,  I  will  conduft  you  to  the  houfe,  which 
is  a  fhort  way  from  town — But  if  we  arc  dif- 
covered,  and  the  bufinefs  becomes  public — 

Nom.  Why,  then,  I  (hall  be  doubly  obliged 
to  you. 

Oair.  Well ;  but  if  your  name  is  brought 
forward  and  abufed  ? 

Nom.  Why,  then  the  obligation  will  be 
trebled.  I  like  abufe,  and  Til  tell  you  why — It 
brings  one  into  notice;  and  if  fomebody  doesn't 
cut  me  up,  I  mean  to  do  it  myfelf. 

Clair.  How  !  abufe  yourfelf ! 

Norn.  Certainly — for,  if  I  don't  let  people 
know  what  a  Angular,  abfurd,  ufelefs  fort  of 
fellow  I  am,  how  will  they  find  it  out  ?  Silence 
finks  you  into  obfcurity,  my  boy ;  and  for  my 
part,  I  had  rather  be  laughed  at  for  (landing  in 
the  pillory,  than  not  noticed  at  all. 

Oair.  Well;  this  is  the  ftrangeft  fyftem ! 
What,  you  want  to  get  a  name,  I  fuppofe  ? 

Norn.  I  do  J  and,  Heaven  be  praifed,  *tis  ea(ier 
now  to  be  obtained  than  in  days  of  yore.  Then, 
conqucft,  patriot ifm  and  virtue  were  the  only 
paths  to  fame;  but  now-a-days,  eccentricity, 
impudence  and  diflSpation  fettle  the  bufinefs — 
And  if  I  don't  cut  out  Csefar  or  Mark  Antony 
to-morrow— —But  come  along — I  have  fome 
law  bufinefs  with  my  guardian  ;  and,  after  that, 
for  you  and  your  interview. 

Clair.  Ten  thoufand  thanks. — ^But  may  I  a(k 
how  you  intend  getting  a  name  to-morrow  ? 

Nom. 
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Nom*  rU  tell  you — I  mean  to  fight  a  duel^ 
commence  an  intrigue,  and  complete  an  elope* 
ment — But  inhere  are  the  Ladies,  or  who  is 
the  Gentleman,  I  neither  know,  nor  can  inform 
you-— only  be  aflfured,  Til  accomplifh  it,  and 
then,  my  boy!  when  I  lack  wit.  Til  boaftof 
my  Exploits ;  and  when  I  want  money— why.  Til 
(hew  myielf  a9  a  curioGty !  So  allon3 ! 

{Exeunt. 
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ACT    IL     .; 

SCENE^  NoMiwAL's  Lodgings  ^Tabk  ivitb 
Books  en  //]—.0' Whack  dijco'oerid placing  the 
Books;- 

O'V/hach.  The  Colonel  will  be  here  dans  une 
moment— if  my  m^ftcr  hadn't  Targcnt  enough  of 
his  own,  he  wouldn't  be  after  tazing  his  old 
Guardian  in  this  manner — Voila!  tout  eft  arrange, 
and  now  to  receive  him  a  la  mode  dc  Francois, 
as  we  fay  in  Ireland. 

Enter  Colonel  Hubbub^  and  Sir  Avdkew  Aclh. 

Col.  [Dancing  andfwging']    Ti,  di,  di,  di ! 

Sir  Andr.  Keep  quiet,  1  tell  you — Oh,  curfe 
your  joy. 

Col.  Tu  di,  di,  di !  The  lad  of  fpirit!  The  boy 
after  his  Guardian's  own  heart ! — «ere,  here's  a 
contraft  to  marry  my  niece  Honoria. 

Sir  Andr.  Be  ferious,  I  tell  you,  grinning  don't 
become  you. 

CoL  Here,  thisgiveshimmy  niece  with  thirty 
thoufand  pounds,  and  if  he  had  returned  a  folid, 
ftudious,  good  for  nothing  fort  of  young  man, 
do  you  think  I'd  have  (igned  it  ?  No !  but  to 
have  him  come  home  a  dafhing  dog  !— a  choice 
fpirit!  Odsheart  J  if  his  uncle,  the  old  General, 
was  alive,  he'd  die  with  joy  ! 

Sir  Andr.  Old  General,  indeed  !  A  pretty  uncle 
he  was  to  leave  his  nephew  to  the  care  of  fuch  a 
Guardian  as  you-— But  I  icmemberhim,  he  loved 
diflipacion,  and  defpifed  prudence  as  much  as 
yourfclf. 

CcL 
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Col.  He  did ;  and  he  appointed  me  Guardian 
to  the  dear  boy,  that  I  might  fee  the  glorious 
breed  prefer v'd  !  and  now  he  is  a  choice  fpirit. 

SirAndr.  A  choice  devil !  What,  you  want 
him  to  be  a  fcUow  who  can  fight  adud  in  one  fidd, 
and  be  fecond  in  another  ?  who  drinks  hard, 
and  rides  harder ;  who  talks  much,  thinks  little, 
and  reads  lefs  ;  who  carries  off  young  wonwn, 
and  runs  away  from  old  ones  I — In  fliorr,  who 
loves  notoriety,  and  makes  ooife  and  confufion 
wherever  he  goes  \ 

Col.  That's  it !  You've  hit  it  exaftly— only 
with  this  difference,  that,  tho*  I  dcfpife  prudence, 
I  dcteft  knavery  %  and  if  ever  he  behaves  like  a 
villain,  if  ever  he  does  a  di  (honorable  aft  ion,  TH 
cut  him  off  with  a  (hilling,  and  I  know  the  old 
General  would  have  done  the  fame — Buf  wlierc 
is  he  ?  Ti,  di,  di,  di !  Od,  I'm  fo  happy — 
f  Offers  to  takijnuff  out  of  Sir  k}iDKiLVi*s  iox,  wba 
refufes  1/.]  Why  what's  the  matter  with  you,  cou.- 
fin  ?  You  don't  feem  to  partake  my  joy. 

Sir  Jndr.  Yes,  I  do—nothing  fo  pleafant  as 
to  fee  ev'ry  body  on  the  broad  grin.  I  hope  it 
will  laft,  that's  all !  But  I  know  you  mean  to 
ruin  him,  as  you  have  your  Niece  Honoria,  in- 
ftead  of  improving  her  mind,  teaching  her  the 
languages — 

C$L  Her  the  languages?  Why,  oldboy,havVt 
you  found  ou;  that  one  tongue  is  enough  for  a 
woman  ? — No,  no  i  I  have  brought  her  into  high 
life — fent  her  to  Concerns — Operas — 

Sir  Andr.  Operas  !  Now  that's  a  pretty  bu- 
fmefs — to  pay  a  piece  of  gold  to  fct  five  or  fix 
hours  in  a  houfe,  where  you  fall  afieep  to  favc 
hearing  what  you  don't  underftand. 

D  a  Col. 
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Col.  Five  or  fix  hours!  PIha!  that's  nothing 
to  what  I  do — I  pay  fome  thoufand  pieces  of 
gold,  to  fit  fevcn  years  in  another  houfe,  where 
I  muft:  fall  afleep;  for>  hang  me,  if  ever  I  heard 
a  word  I  underftood ! 

O'fnack.  Bon !  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Sir  And.  So  here^s  another  merry  rafcal !  Ay, 
do  look  at  each  other,  and  fmile — I  never  faw 
one  fool  look  at  another  in  the  face  without  grin* 
ning  [Exit  0'lPl>ack'\ — ^And  give  nnc  leave  to  tcU 
you.  Colonel — 

Col.  Well  !  don't  be  angry — Isn't  it  ftrangc 
you  can't  bear  to  fee  every  body  happy  ?  But 
come,  Where's  the  boy,  the  Heart  of  Oak  ? 
[looking  over  books  on  tuble^'\  Why,  what's  here  ? 
A  Law  Diftionary  \ 

Sir  Andr.  A  Law  Diftionary  !  Something 
ferious  at  laft  !  [reads]  "  A6to  Quinto  Jacobo 
primp!" — No  hazard  table  ! 

Col.  Hazard!  Ay,  that's  right — making  him- 
felf  ipafter  of  that  fine  art  Law !  'Sblood !  if  he 
had  the  leafi:  inclination  for  that  folemn,  fable 
profeifion,  I'd  break  his  t)ones!  Td — but  he 
comes!  the  dear  profligate  comes!  Ti,  di,  di, 
di !  My  boy,  my  life  | 

Enter  Nominal^  in  a  dreffing  gown,  reading  a  book. 

Nom,  C.  cuu  oflF  the  remainder,  and  D.  lofes 
his  tail. 

CoL  Come,  my  darling — Let's  hear  of  your 
frolics— Mine  and  the  General's  old  tricks ! 

Norn.  [Still  reading]  That  infernal  tail ! — Ha, 
Guardian  !  Sir  Andrew !  Both  welcome  !  Been 
at  the  Hall  lately  ?  [To  Colonel.] 

Col.  Been  at  the  devil  !-^Come,  let's  hear  of 
your  pranks  1 
•    *  •  Sir 
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Sir  Andr.  Gad,  if  he  fliou'd  turn  out  ftudious 
after  all ! 

Norn.  Curious  caufe  this  morning — ^Friend 
Paul  Prig  for  Plaintiff— tcU  you  his  fpccch* 

CoL  Why,  wh^c  are  you  at ! 

Norn.  Hc'rofc,  twirl'd  his  band — began — ^^  My 
"  Lord  ! — Hem  ! — Gcmmen  of  the  Jury— 
"  hem  ! —  I'm  for  Plaintiff— -I  think — I  know— 
*'  I've  read  my  brief— hem  I"— Nodding  and 
cocking  his  eye  to  the  Jury. 

Sir  Andr.  Cocking  his  eye  to  Jury  ? 

Nom.  Yes,  better  than  any  talking—'*  Mjr 
Lord — hem !  I  fee — I  fee,  1  know  Tm  right" — 
cocking  again  —  Tvc  done  —  hem ! — Foreman 
winks— Judge  fums  up— Vcrdift  for  Paul— Client 
ruin*d — ^All  the  young  Prigs  laugh  —Any  thing 
makes  them  laugh — hem  ! 

Col.  Zounds !  What  is  all  this  ?  Let^s  hear. 

l^om.  Hear  1  Never  without  fee — Name  your 
c\{t — JointTruftees  perhaps — if  not,  why  not  ?— 
What  are  your  ages  ? 

Col.  What  are  our  ages  ? 

Nom.  Infants  very  like. 

Sir  Andr.  I  an  infant !  Why,  I  was  never 
more  deceived  in  my  life.  Colonel,  this  is  the 
moft  ftudious  choice  fpirit  I  ever  faw — I  give  you 
joy  !  {Offering  bim  Snuff) — Young  man,  this 
capering  grinning  gentleman  defcribed  you  as  a 
perfedt  rake — I  expeftcd  to  fee  you  reading 
Hoyle—  Do  you  mean  to  purfue  theprofeflion  ? 

Nom.  Certainly  —  Student  now — hereafter 
Counfel — Been  at  the  Old  Baily  lately  ?  [To  Col.^ 

Col.  Old  Baily  !  Look  ye,  you  dog  I  leave 
off  this  foolery^  or— 

Sir 


%%  NOTORIETY: 

Sir  Andr.  I'm  delighted,  CQvfm .!  Now,  why 
don't  you  partake  my  joy  ? — Faith  I  I.muft  go 
and  tdimy  wife  wd  ward  of  this — MnNominal, 
I'm  farry  I'm  obliged  to  leave  you. — 

Col.  Leave  him  \  Why  don't  you  go  then  ? 
'  $ir-jlndr. .  Give  me  your  han4  [/<?  A^<w?ai-]  per- 
fevercln  your  ftudies,  and  I  and  Lady  Acid  (hall 
be  always  happy  in  your  cqmpany-^Good.  day- 
Colonel,  don't  make  long  faces,  .he'll  make  full 
as  much  noife  and  confufion  in^this  prefent  pro« 
feflion — Tho'  he  won't  fire  a  piftol,  he  can  file 
a  Bill  in  Chancery  ;  and  which  is  the  leaft  mif* 
chievous,  I  leave  you  to  determine  —  hem ! 

[Offers  Snuff' again  and  Exit. 

Col.  Rat  you !  I'm  glad  you're  gone.  —  Now, 
my  dear  boy,  it's  all  very  well  to  appear  prudent 
and  fludious  before  that  ftupid  old  fool;  but 
fincc  he's  gone,  lay  afidc  this  ti-ifling.  —  Come, 
leave  o6F.ulking  about  fuch  low,  dull  nonfenfe, 
as  Counfellors  and  Weftminfter  Hall,  and  let's 
hear  you  fpeak  like  a  man  of  fenfe,  about  fight- 
ing, drinking,  racing — 

N$m.  Racing !  as  I  hope  for  the  fcaK  here's 
the  cafe-~Look!  [Shews  a  iookJ] 

Qfl.  What !  do  you  perfifl:  in  your  ignorance  ? 

Nof9K  Never  read  PuffendrofF!  Hch !  fine 
book — better  than  army  lift. 

Col.  Look  ye,  I  have  done  with  you  forever— < 
Oh,  you  fenfelefs  blockhead!  to  be  making 
money  inftead  of  fpending  it—  to  be  following  a 
prudent,  ftale,  old-faftiioncd  profcffion,  inftead 
of  being  ruin'd  and  getting,  into  high  life,  you 
dog  I — /bn  avenge  Honoria's  honour  !  'Sdeath  ! 
ril  beat  Clairvillc  myfclf,  -and  'tjcforc  I  hear  of 

you, 
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you,  PuffcfldrtfF,  or  Paul  Prig  again,  rttmarrjr 
her  to  a  drummer,  or  a  cdmmon  trooper— I  witt, 
you  ftupid  inflcxiblcj  upright  rafcal ! 
Nom.  Now  I  am  fatisfied     (afide.) 

Enter  6'WvikcK. 

■f 

O'fVback.  Ecoutcz,  your  honor — thcftrange, 
young  Haroe  is  .ifsucirig  for  you  at  Grofvcnor 
Gate. 

Nam.  I'll  come  diriftly*-*-leave  my  travellings 
coat  in  the  iiall— ^-Guardy,  adku — Brother  Prig 
waiting. 

Cril  Ssay ;  one  rationil  word  before  you  go — 
wou'd  you-— 

Nom.  Hufb  !  can't  ftay,  reply  another  day- 
Mean  time  find  me  in  the  Hall— Adieu !  Law's 
a  fine  profeRion — puts  an  end  to  grinning,  trani^ 
ports,  cxdacies — Adieu !  Leave  ybu  with  Puffen- 
droflF-.-hcm !  {Exit, 

Coi.  Hcrc^s  treatment!  Leave  a  Colonel  in 
the  army*  alone  with  PuffendrofF!  Ignorant 
puppy!  CO  give  up  fa(hionable  life  for  a  profeflion 
m  which  the  greatnefa  6£  his  reputation  is  chiefly 
known  by  the  fizc  of  his  wig  —  Where !  [Seeing 
O'WkacIc]  You  too,  you  Irifti,  French,  pye- 
bald  rafcai !  You  help'd  this  pretty  reformation, 
I  luppofe ! 

O'fFhack.  Point  de  tout,  your  honor — your 
own  fclf  cou*dn't  have  fer  him  a  more  diflipatcd 
example  than  I  did — Oh  !  a  Paris,  mon  Colonel ! 
to  be  fure  I  didn't  lead  him  into  any  mifchief  at 
all  at  aU  I 

Coi.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

O'lVhack.  Tacez  vous.  Jewel ! — When  I  flept 
out  all  night,    got  drunk  with  ufqucbaugh,  in- 
trigued 
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trigued  with  the  Marchionefs  Tippcrary^  and 
bate  her  poor  hufband ;  it  was  only  to  oblige  your 
honour,  that  I  niight  (land  before  you^  and  fay — 
"  Voila !  Monfieur  O'Whack,  who  kept  it  u^ 
«  to  the  laft  I" 

CoL  Why,  you  impertinent — do  you  mean  to 
laugh  at  me  ?  Marchionefs  Tipperary^  indeed  ! 

Enter  J  AUK. 

James.  Sir,  Sir !  a  word  with  you — Mifs  Ho- 
Aoria's  window  is  open,  and  flie  and  Mifs  So« 
phia  are  waiting  for  Mr.  Clairville. 

CoL  Sophia  with  her !  That's  lucky— Harky', 
ady  Acid  at  home  ? 

James.  No,  Sir  5  (he  and  Sir  Andrew  are  juft 
gone  out  together — But  Mifs  Sophia  alked  me^ 
whether  you  were  expefted  there  to-night. 

CoL  She  did,  did  (he  ? — Oh,  it's  plain  (he 
can't  live  without  me — Poor  lovefick  creature  I 
I'll  go  and  comfort  her— I'll  lock  up  HoDoria^ 
kick  Clairville  out  of  the  houfe^  and  thus  have 
her  all  to  myfelf*— Shew  me  down.  Sirrah,  and 
d'ye  hear  ?  teU  your  (hidious  mafter,  I'm  gone 
to  chaftKe  the  man  I  defired  him  to  challenge — 
Yes,  I'll  fo  fliame  him  by  beating  this  Clairville. 

Q^fVbaik.  Ay,  by  St-  Patrick,  bate  him,  your 
honor,  as  I  did  the  Marquis  de  Tipperary — Par 
ici— this  way!-^  Exeunt. 


SCENE-^ 
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SCEbiE—tbe  Outftde  of  Sir  Andrew's  Houft 
in  the  Country — Stage  darkened. 

Enter  CiAiKviLLt. 

Clair.  Where  is  this  friend  who  was  to  have  af-« 
fifted  in  the  cnterprize  ?— I  have  fcnt  my  fervant  to 
look  for  him,  for,  alone,  1  can  undertake  nothing. 
— Oh,  Honoria  !  let  me  but  once  more  fee  you, 
and  know  you  are  my  fiiend,  and  I  will  afk  no 
more — No,  never  while  I  live,  will  I  think  of 
deluding  her  from  her  family;  with  them,  flic 
has  all  that  wealth  and  fplendour  can  afford ;  and 
with  me,  how  fcvere  will  be  the  rcvcrfe  !  I  know 
the  Colonel  has  brought  his  ward  Nominal  from 
France,  to  call  me  to  account  for  my  preRimp- 
tion — but  of  that,  I  think  not — let  me  but  gain 
this  laft  interview — Ha !  here's  the  ftrangcr  I 

Enter  Nominal. 

Nom.  A  thoufand  pardons — I've  been  talking 
law,  fo  no  wonder  at  delay— Well !  —  here  wc 
are  !  and  do  you  know  this  bufinefs  puts  me  in 
mind  of  what  I  came  to  England  for. 

Clair.  What  was  that? 

Nom.  Oh  !  only  to  beat  a  Gentleman  for  fca* 
Kng  a  rope  ladder — that's  all — Some  poor,  ftupid 
fellow !  But  we  won't  talk  of  that — ^Where's  the 
girl  ?  Heh  ? 

Clair.  'Tis  paft  the  time  flie  promifcd  to  ap-, 
pear  at  the  window — But,  underiland  me.  Sir— - 
all  I  wi(h  to  obtain  is  an  interview  -,  to  know 
flie  approves  my  paft  conduft,  and  takes  an  in- 
tereft  in  my  future — Therefore,  what  I  requcft 
of  you  i.s  this  — While  I  guard  the  houfe  with- 

E  iff. 
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ATif  you  watch  the  door  without  -,  don't  let  a  foul 
enter. 

Nom.  Me!  I'll  beat  the  watch,  kick  the 
conftable,  and  cane  all  the  trading  juftices  in 
town^  before  you  (hall  lofe  one  tender  mpment. 

HoNORiA  iJ/  ibe  IVindow. 

Hon.  Sir  !  Sir  1 

Clair.  Ha  !  (he  comes !  Like  a  new  world  fhc 
breaks  upon  me !  Oh,  let  me  fly  to  welcome 
her! 

Nom.  Oh !  let  me  fly  to  welcome  her ! 
[Mimicking]  Now,  who  (he  is,  or  who  the  houfe 
belongs  to,  or  what  it  all  means,  hang  me  if  I 
know  or  care  !  Only  this,  that  if  there  was  a  noilc, 
there  might  be  a  difcovery  ! — if  ^  difcovery,  a 
purfuit !  —  if  a  purfuit,  a  refcue  !  —  and  then. 
Oh  !  what  a  figure  I  (hou'd  cut. 

Hon.  Come  in  inftantly,  or  you  may  be  dif- 
cover'd., 

'  Nom.  [io  Clairville]  Harkye,  if  you  are  dif- 
cover'd^  and  are  afraid  to  mention  your  own 
name,  make  ufe  of  mine. — I'm  not  afham'd  of 
this,  or  any  bufinefs  ! 

Clai^.  I  have  no  fears  [opening  the  door]  Now, 
now.  Sir,  envy  me  !  [£xit  into  Houfe. 

~  Nom.  Envy  you  !  That  I  do. — IJe'U  have  aU 
the  fame  to  himfclf,  and  here  I  (land  as  melan- 
choly as  a  mile-ftone — How  provokingly  quiet 
every  thing  is — 'Sdeath  !  is  there  no  noifc  to 
wake  the  old  Guardian  !  is  there  n©  noife  !  Oh 
for  the  fqucaking  of  a  c  hild,  the  fmafliing  of  a 
lamp,  or  the  howling  of  a  hufband  being  thumpt 
by  his  wife !  No  uproar  ! 

Sophia. 
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Sophia  at  the  window, 

Sophia.  Sir,  as  you  arc  anxious  to  aflift  yotjr 
friend,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  tell  my  fer- 
vant,  who  is  fomewherc  near,  to  come  home— 
for  if  he  is  obferved — 

Ncm.  I  will.  Madam  —  Who  the  devil's  (he, 
tiow  ? 

Sophia.  And,  Sir,  when  you  return,  TUfpeak 
to  you  from  the  window,  and,  on  your  anfwer* 
ing  me,  Til  come  down,  and  let  the  fervant  in 
myfelf. 

Nom,  Ay,  and  me  along  with  him  —  Til  take 
care.  Ma'am,  1*11  take  care. — Stand  by,  ragga- 
muffin  ! — \^Runs  againft  Colonel  Hubbub,  who 
is  entering^  and  exit. 

Enter  Colonel  Hubbub. 

Col  Stand  by,  raggamuffin!  What  noify 
fellow's  that  ?  Ay,  there  it  is,  there's  the  window 
openi  fure  enough  ;  and  I  dare  fay  Sophia  has 
promoted  the  fchcme,  in  hopes  ox  aflifting  her 
amour  with  me !  Sweet,  tender  foul !  I  fliall 
never  forget  her  telling  me,  that  if  I'd  one  more 
Ifair  on  my  left  eye-brow,  I  Ihould  be  the  hand- 
fomeft  man  in  the  army  !  and  another  time, 
when  flie  fainted  away  on  only  touching  the  lip 
pf  my  Epaulette, 

Soph  I A  /r^/w  the  window. 

Sophia.  Is  it  you,  jSir  ? 
Col.  Yes,  here  1  am  !  Oh,  'tis  too  much ! 
Sophia.  rU  come  down,  and  open  the  door* 

[Exit  from  window. 
E  2  CoL 
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CoL  Open  the  door  !  There  !  She  wants  to  be 
touching  the  tip  of  the  Epaulette  again  I  poor 
fond  creature  !  Yes :  I  muft,  I  will ! 

Sophia  opens  the  door. 

Sophia.  Come  in!  [yjr^j  Col.]  Heavens!  the 
Colonel  !        . . 

Col.  Exprefs'of  joy  diflblvesher  I  Don't  giv* 
way  to  your  raptures,  moft  angelic  ! — I  come  to 
give  you  love  for  love.  [Lays  bold  of  her. 

Sophia.  Unhand  me,  Colonel ! 

CoL  Let's  enter  the  houfe — I'll  lock  up  Ho- 
noria,  turn  Clairville  out  of  doors — and  then — 

Sophia.  Letnie  go  this  inftant. 

[Struggling  with  him. 

Re-enter  ]^QMiNAL.  ^ 

Nom.  Ha !  What  are  you  at  I  Retire,  Madam  ! 

[Exit  Sophia  into  houfe. 
Now  ahlWer  me,  feducer !  Would  you  delude 
the  innocent ! 

(^ol.  I  delude  !  Who  the  deuce  are  you ! 

Nom,  A  Juftice  of  peace  !  Come  to  promote 
tranquility — But  your  name  ?  Your  profcflion  ? 
Speak  this  inftant !  [Jhaking  him  ]  Zounds  !  d^ 
you  fulpeft  my  office  ? 

Col.  No,  not  in  the  leaft — I  know  you're  a 
peace  officer  by  the  curft  noife  you  make  ! 
[Nominal Jhakes  him  again"]  Gemly,  and  to  fatisfy 
you,  rU  tell  you  who  1  am— my  name's  Hub-* 
•bub^ — 

Nom.  Hubbub  ! 

Col.  Yes  J  I'm  here  doing  duty* 

Nom.  My  Guardian  I  Fajthj  this  is  better  than 
Paul  Prig! 

Clairvillit. 
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Clairville  at  the  window. 

Clair,  [aftde  to  Nominal]  Detain  him — ^kecp 
him  where  he  is,  or  all's  ruined  ! 

Nom.  I  will.  \^Exit  Clairvillefroni  window. 
Sir,  [bowing]  if  your  name  is  Hubbub,  I  have 
tointreat  your  pardon — IVe  the  honou  of  being 
acquainted  with  part  of  your  worthy  family. 

CoL  Ay,  ay,  I  knew  you'd  perceive  your  oiif- 
take— But  let  me  enter  the  houfe,  and  play  the 
devil. 

Nom.  \boIding  him]  Yes,  Colonel;  I  have 
the  pleafure  of  being  Intimate  with  your  very 
learned  ward,  Mr.  Nominal.  —  Times  arc 
(Irangelv  alcer'd.  Sir. — I  remember  -when  he  was 
the  moft  noify,  extravagant  young  man  in  town. 

CoL  KYj  thoie  were  happy  days  !  But  they -re 
all  over  now !  the  dog  thinks  of  nothing  but 
PufFendorfF,  and  the  Old  Baily. 

Nom.  Yes  i  I  ufed  to  have  a  warrant  againft 
him  once  a  week,  and  he  generally  flept  in  thci 
watch-houfe  every  other  night !  But  now — alas, 
Colqnel !  I'm  afraid  wc  (hall  never  catch  him  in 
a  riot  again  !  [/»  a  melancholy  voice. 

^^^'  [.M^i^l]  No — he  has  loft  all  that  good 
fenfe  and  genius  now !  ^  And  after  the  pains  I 
had  taken  in  inftrii<5ting  and  improving  him! 
It's  hard — very  hard.  Sir  ! 

Nom.  [fighing  with  him]  Ay,  Sir;  to  have 
him  turn  out  ftudious,  fober  and  prudent ! 

CoL  Ah  !  to  difgracc  the  honour  of  the  Hub- 
bubs!— to  vilify  the  glorious  breed  ! — Stupid, 
fenfelefs  dog !  But  let  me  go  into  the  houfe, 
for  I'm  all  eagernefs  to  chaftife  this  Clairville. 

Nom. 
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Notn.  Clairvillc !  What's  he  now.  in  the  houfe  ? 

Col.  Yes;  and  I  brought  my  ward  Nominal 
to  fight  him;— -but  he  dar'n't,  Sir— ;he's  grown 
a  coward — poor  paultry  priggifh  coward ;  and  if 
you  fee  him,  you  may  tell  him  1  fay  fo. 

Norn.  So  !  I  may  tell  Nominal  he*s  a  coward, 
mayl  I 

Cot.  Yes !  or  he*d  have  beat  fomebody  before 
this  time— Od  rat  him  !  I  would  rather  he'd  have 
can'd  me,  than  nobody. 

Nom.  You'd  not  diflike  to  be  can'd  by  him, 
^ou'd  you  ? 

Col.  No  I  I  fhould  have  liked  the  dear  rogue 
the  better  for  it— ^But  now  I  know  him  to  be 
iuch  a  mean,  ftudious,  pitiful  puppy,  that,  hang 
me  If  I  think  he  has  the  courage  to  beat  ajack- 
afs  !  —  \Nomnal  canes  him."]  Holloa !  what  are 
you  about? 

Nom.  ^caning  A/»i]  He'll  beat  ajack-afs  with 
any  man  in  the  army. 

Clairvillb  comes  from  Ilouje. 

Col.  You're  a  ruffian  —  a  common  bravo, 
cmploy'd  by  Clairvillc  to  detain  and  affault  me, 
ana  you  take  advantage  of  my  not  having  a  fword 
oii--but  rU  be  reveng'd ! — 

Nom.  Do,  and  I'll  tell  you  how !  Bring  an 
adton  of  battery,  and  Paul  Prig  and  your  ftudious 
Nephew  (ball  defend  it. — Hem  ! 

Col.  I  don't  care— You're  beneath  my  con- 
tempt-—But  for  your  employer,  I'll  enter  the 
boule,  and  have  fatisfaftion  ;  and  for  that  fneak- 
ing  dog  Nominal — Oh,  the  curft  puppy  !  1 
fcnt  for  him  to  beat  Clairvillc,  and  here  have  I 
been  beat  myfclf.  [Exit. 

Clair. 
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Clair.  My  dear  Sir,  once  more  let  me  thank 
you — I  have  feen  the  Lady,  andallisas  Iwiftied — 
She  has  given  me  this  pidlure  as  a  proof  of  her 
aBtftion,  and  promifed  never  to  marry  another 
man — But, come — why,  what  areyou  thinkingof? 

Norn.  I  was  thinking  when  the  bufinefs  is  found 
out,  whatanoife  itwillmake — B ut, hold, hold.— 
You  and  I  muft  have  fome  converfation — 

Clair.  The  Lady  told  me  what  I  never  heard 
before,  that  her  Uncle's  ward  is  defign'd  for  her 
hufband. 

Norn.  What  Nominal  ?  I  know  him  intimately  ? 
nor  is  there  a  finer  fellow  alive — he  pricks  the 
bladders  of  vanity,  pulls  down  arrogance,  and 
chaftifes  folly  ;  and  what's  more,  he  gives  his 
Guardian  found  law  in  the  morning,  and  a  found 
thrafhing  at  night— Then,  he's  a  man  of  notoriety ! 
has  the  general  ftiout  —  the  popular  huzza,  my 
boy  ! 

Clair.  Popular  huzza !  He'd  have  that  if  he 
was  going  to  be  hang'd. 

Norn.  Well,  and  when  I  die,  give  mc  a  public 
exit,  give  me  the  tower,  ftate  trial,  axe,  fcafFoId, 
and  decapitation  !  Then  my  life  or  hiftory  will 
be  written  with  a  thoufand  extraordinary  anec- 
dotes !  How  I  flept  at  night,  and  woke  in  the 
morning  !  walk'd  and  rode  !  eat  and  drank !  and 
what  was  very  remarkable  and  important,  wore 
my  own  hair  till  thirty,  and  a  wig  ever  after — 
But  come  along — I'll  introduce  you  to  Nominal ; 
and  over  the  bottle  he  (hall  convince  you,  that  he's 
as  popular  as  life,  fpirit,  and  exccntricity  can 
make  him  !  Exemt^ 
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ACT  III. 
SCENE — An  Apartment  in  Sir  Andrew's  Houfe. 

Enter  Sav^stik. 

Saun.  Never  was  vanity  fo  infufFcrable  as  that 
of  Sir  Andrew  and  the  Colonel}  and  unlefs  my 
couQn  Sophia  puts  my  fchcme  in  execution,  they 
will  torment  her  for  ^vcr — Here  comes  Sir  An* 
drew,  juft  as  I  left  him,  teazing  and  fatiguing 
her  with  his  tircfomc  protcftations  of  love. 

Enter  Sophia,  followed  by  Sir  Andrew. 

Sophia.  Do  leave  me.  Sir  Andrew. 

SirAndr,  Well  5  but  hear  me,  my  little 
angel — I  fee  your  paffion  for  me,  and  your  ^ver- 
fion  to  the  Colonel — and  I  pity  you,  and  will 
relieve  you — Hark  ye,  make  an  aflignation— nay, 
don't  be  afraid — 111  not  difappoiht  you,  upon  my 
foul. 

Sophia,  Sir  Andrew,  this  is  beyond  bearing, 
and  if  you  would  attend  Lady  Acid's  concert, 
where  your  company  is  wanted,  it  would  be  more 
agreeable — Aflignation  indeed ! 

Sir  Andr.  Ay ;  you  know  I've  won  your 
tender  little  heart,  and  that  I  could  make  you 
mi/erable  if  I  pleafed  j  but  I  forego  it ;  1  choofe  to 
vex  the  Colonel,  and — 

£»/^  James. 

James.  Sir,  the  concert  is  waiting. 
Sir  Andr.  Concert  I    PIha  I    Curfe  all  har- 
mony, fay  I ! — But  I  muft  go  to  pleafc  my  wife — 

I  fay 
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I  (ky — don't  forget,  Sophia — ^when  and  where 
you  like — I'll  be  punftual — till  when,  farevvclh 

Exit. 
Sophia.  Provoking !  to  fuppofe  me  in  love 
with  him  !  I  that  am  admired  by  the  literati,  the 
cognofcenti,  and  all  the  out  of  the  way  creatures 
in  town  !  Here — ^^m;?^  Saunter  aktier)  look  at 
this,  and  then  fay  if  I  oughtn't  to  be  wretched  ? 

Saunter  readings 

Saun.  "  Lady  Acid  informs  Mifs  Strangeways, 
chat  her  extraordinary  attachment  to  the  Colond 
aitd  Sir  Andrew  is  the  talk  of  the  whole  town — 
that  (he  has  loft  her  character,  and  unlefe  Ibe 
difcontinues  her  advances,  fhe  (hall  be  fent  to 
the  country  and  lock'd  up  for  life.'* — Lock'd  up 
for  life! 

Sopbia  [mournfully]  Ay,  lock'd  up  for  life! 
Think  of  that,  coufin — I,  that  have  painted  my 
ewn  pifturCy  and  had  it  In  the  exhibition  !  That 
CM  read  a  Latin  Virgil,  or  a  French  Voltaire  I 
And,  what's  more,  that  have  written  a  novels 
which  h^s  been  tranflated  into  ieveral  languages  I 

Saun.  Has  it  been  tranflated  into  Englifli  ? 

Sophia.  Ay  j  into  Englifti. — It  was  fo  beauti-* 
folly  obfcure,  that  it  took  a  commentator  twelve 
large  volumes  to  explain  the  meaning  of  it! 
1  coo,  who  have  written  and  compoied  a  fong, 
which  I  have  fung  in  every  company,  without 
being  afked  ordcfired* 

Sauju  Why,  you  have  an  univerfal  genius, 
indeed. 

Sophia.  Univerfal !  I  dare  fay  my  death  will 
tncreate  the  national  debt;  for  after  being  under- 
ground with  my  anceftors,  I  fliall  ht  puU'd  up, 

F  and 


34  NOTORIETY: 

and  rc-buried  at  the  expcncc  of  my  country  ! 
And  after  all  this,  to  have  my  reputation  flander- 
cd  by  two  old  coxcombs;  and  what's  worfe,  to 
be  fent  to  the  country  and  lock'd  up  for  life  !  Oh, 
coufin  !— What  can  I — (hall  I  do  ? 

Saun.  Don't  be  unhappy,  Sophia;  I  have 
thought  of  a  fcheme  by  which  you  may  expofc 
the  vanity  of  thcfe  two  dotards,  and  extricate 
yourfelf  \^giving  her  two  leiters.']  Read  thefe  tw^ 
letters,  and  if  you  approve,  copy  them. 
.  Sophia  [reading]  "  To  Sir  Andrew  Acid. — 
Thou  gay  deceiver— I  adore— ten  o'clock— your 
own  garden— Sophia  Strangeways."— Fie,  coufin ! 
— would  you  have  me  fend  him  an  aflignation  in 
reality  ? 
X   Saun.  Read  the  other. 

Sophia  [reads']  *'  To  Colonel  Hubbub. — Thou 
dear  perfidious---!  idolize  —  ten  o'clock — the 
garden  —  Sophia  Strangeways."  Charming  !  I 
underiland— both  in  the  fame  language,  and  both 
at  the  fame  time  and  place.  I'll  write  them  di- 
rectly. 

.  Saun,  Yes  1  a  double  aflignation — Then  they'll 
meet—  Iheir  expofition  will  be  complete,  and 
Lady  Acid  will  be  convinced  of  your  innocence. 

Sophia.  Ten  thoufand  thanks  —  (goes  to  taile, 

fits  and  writes.)  "  To  Colonel  Hubbub^'— -fo  — 

"  To  Sir  Andrew  Acid  "  (rijes)  There  coufin— 

( g^'^'^^^^g  ^^^^  letters. )  See  them  delivered,  and 

meet  me  in  the  garden.---  At  prefent,'adieu  ! 

Saun,  Nay,  where  are  you  hurrying  to  ? 

Sophia.  Firft,  to  the  concert,  and  after  that  to 
-—But  now  I  recolleft,  don't  forget  your  promife 
of  introducing  me  to  your  friend  Nominal  — 
Heigho  1  I'm  in  love  with  him  only  for  his  drcfs. 

SiUin.  How,  Sophia !  judge  a  man  by  his 
drcf^  ? 

Sophia^ 
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Sophia^  Certainly.  If  I  fee  a  man  plainly 
drefs'd,  I  guefs  him  to  be  juft  fuch  a  good  for  no- 
thing thing  as  yourfelf  j  but  if  I  fee  a  man  drefs'd 
.unlike  all  others,  then  I  know  him  to  be  the  fame 
unaccountable  creature  that  lam  myfelf.  So  five 
me  from  rural  imprifonment,  and  then  introduce 
me  to  your  finguUr  friend  ^s  fopn  as  you  ple^fc. 

Exit. 

Enter  O'Whack  behind. 

Saun.  How  can  I  deliver  the  letters  ?  To  avoid 
fufpicion,  the  beft  way  would  be,  to  give  them 
to  Sophia's  own  maid,  and  if  I  can  find  her 

O'lVhack.  (advancing)  What,  Fanny,  your 
honour  ?  —  Arrah  !  I  am  juft  going  to  her.  Don- 
nez  moi  le  billet-deaux,  and  if  I  don't  put  them 
into  her  own  ruby  hands,  fay  this  is  not  No.  J7, 
that's  all !  (taking/nuff.) 

Saun.  Are  you  fure  you  know  her  ? 

O'PPT^ackj  Know  her  !  ccoutez,  my  dear — 
She  loves  me  fo  tinderly,  that  flie'U  go  to  Kil- 
kenny for  a  fricaflce  for  me. 

Saun.  Well  5 1  believe  I  may  truft  you— Here, 
this  is  for  Sir  Andrew,  and  this  for  Colonel 
Hubbub — T  hey  are  both  at  the  concert ;  and  de- 
firc  her  to  deliver  them  dircdllyr 

OlVhack.  Si  vous  plait,  honey. 

Saun.  And,  d'ye  hear  ?  tell  her  to  bring  me 
the  anfwers — You  undcrftand  me- 

O'fVhack.  Bon  foir,  your  honour. 

[^Exit  Saunter. 
By  the  powers !  fome  people  know  no  more  of 
good  breeding,  than  others  do  of  politefle  !  Eh 
bein  !^  I  fuppofe  it  anfwers  — -  For  Tvc  obfcrved, 
none  jog  fo  fnugly  thro'  life,  as  your  complately 
rude  and  vulgar— rE  very  body  gets  out  of  the  way 
F  2  f  Of 
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for  them — the  fame  as  a  gentleman  with  a  white 
coat  would  for  a  chimney-fweepcr.  Oh,  by  the 
powers!  the  only  place  for  true  etiquette  is 
Ireland;   fwcet,  elegant,  accomplilh*d  Ireland. 

Sovo—0'fnack. 

Tou  may  talk  of  a  hrogta,  and  of  Inland  (Jiaeet  nation) 

Ofbullsandofhowls^  andpolavre^  comme  fa  j 
But^  mon  DieUj  ifs  no  more  to  the  French  ioderattonj 
Than  vin  di  Bourdeauxy  Hie  tofweet  Vjquehaugb^ 
Jf  t  go  hack  again^  blood  and  ouns  !  how  Pll  wriggle^ 

And  conge^  and  caper^  and  make  the  folks  ft  are  \ 
And  injiead  of  potatoes^  hew  Shelagh  will  gtggUj 

When  Icriesy  MamfelUy  band  me  that  fweet  pomme  dt 
tirre* 
WiA  their  petit  chanfins^  fa  ira^  fa  iray  Malbrook^  Mi-^ 

ronton^  and  their  dam  votre  lit ; 
By  the  powers  the/ re  all  nonfenfe  and  bodder^  agrah  !  to  our 
didderoy  bubbero^  whacky  langolee. 

II. 

Oh.  mon  jolly  tight  Sbeelaghj  ah^  how  could  I  [corn  ber^ 

Wl^en  thv^dherfo  dearly^  mafoi^  btibbaboo  ! 
And  go  round  the  glebe j  ay ^  from  corner  to  corner^ 

Forfoup  maigre^  la  dance^  and  for  frogs  and  virtu. 
And  then  to  forjake  magnfque  Tipperary^ 

Forpauvre  Ferfailles^  and  its  capering  throngs 
And  eat  fricaffees^  only  fit  for  afairy^ 

Infteadoffuhftantial  beefroti  de  muttm. 

With  their  petit  chqnfony^c. 

^h 

Ohj  IkifCda  grifette^  who  halloo' d  outj  **  Ah^pd^on*^\ 

And  yet  y  I  confoPd  her  all  night  and  all  day ; 
To  be  fur  e^  and  I  was  not  berfweet  Iri/h  CupidoHf 

Her  petit  mignony  and  mi  Lor  Anglois. 
But  when  Jhe  found  outy  fans  ftxfous  was  poor  Paty  Sir^ 

It  was  *«  allez'miferdble  diable  John  Bullf 
So  1  e*en  gave  this  blarneying  frencbifiei  catj  Sir^ 

Of  good  wbolefeme  $hiUalyy  a  compleatftomachfuIL 

With  tbeir  petit  cbanjfinyVc. 

SCENE 
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SCENE — JS0km,CbandeHers^ 

James,  and  the  other fsroants  waiting. 

James.  Yaw !  (yat/^ning.J  Theft  parties  wil| 
be  thcdcach  of  mc  ! — What,  none  of  the  mufic4 
nobility  come  yet  ?  Stand  by — here's  Lord  Jar- 
gon !  Gad,  I  like  his  plan— he  makes  love  tq 
ILady  Acid  to  fecure  Mifs  Honoria — ^Thc  0I4 
lady  for  the  young  gne-rbut  jnum ! 

Enter  Lord  Jaroov. 

Lord  Jar.  Am  I  the  firft,  James  ?-t-I  though? 
your  concert  began  at  eight. 

James.  No,  my  Lord  —  this  is  our  Sunday 
concert,  and  it  is  generally  nine  before  cheir 
|.iord(hips  begin  playing. 

Lord  Jar.  JLordfliips  !  Ah  !  true  —  At  thefo 
Sunday  concerts,  Lords  become  fiddlers,  an4 
fiddlers  greater  men  —  For  my  part,  I  cannot 
play  or  fine  — "  Donne !  donne  !*'  (bumming  a 
tune.) 

James.  Thus  it  ever  13  with  his  Lordfliip,  one 
word  contradifting  the  odier^ 

En$er  Honoria. 

Hon.  James,  wherc's  Lady  Acid  f— Ha  !  my 
J-ord  Jargon  here ! 

Lord  Jar.  Honoria,  my  Angel ! — I  never  fay 
a  civil  thing— but  youlook  divinely  this  evening 
'* — ^Nay,  why  avoid  me  ?  Api  I  fo  very  difagree- 
able? 

Hon.  Not  in  the  leaft,  my  Lord. — Where  can 
be  Lady  Acid? 

Lord  Jar.  (taking  ber  band)  You  know,  Ho- 
noria, 
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porh,  I  bate  to  h^arjpeoplc  talk  of  themfelves-  • 
of  their  titles — thcirrortuncs — their  talents — No- 
thing C2A  be  fo  (bpcking  Ir^Now  I — I  have  an 
ancient  title,  great  fortune,  and  not  inferior  talents 
—but  I  never  mention  thefe  things^^^you  never 
Jiear  rrtc  talk  of  myfelf. 

Hon.  No,  your  Lordftifp  has  too  much  fenfc 
to  talk  on  a  fubjeft  you  fo  little  underfland. 

Lord  Jar.  True,  Honoria,  and  I  have  re- 
armed— left  off  all  my  old  vices,  the  better  to 
defervc  your  affeAion — Gaming  now — I  hav'n't 
thrown  a  die,  Af  made  a  bett  thefe  fix  months. 

Hon.  Not  gam'd,  my  Lord! 

Lord  Jar.  No  i  Til  bett  any  gentleman  two 
hundred  to  one,  I  hay'n't, 

Hon.  I  fancy  yoiir  Lordfhip  is  one  of  thofe, 
who  think  it  better  tp  lofe  than  not  play  at  all. 

Lord  Jar.  Ho  i  I  have  given  it  up,  Honoria, 
T— But,  talking  of  gaming,  allow  me  (o  apolo- 
gize for  breaking  your  bracelet  laft  night. 

Hon.  It  was  of  no  confcquencc,  ipy  Lord. 

Lord  Jar.  Your  pardon,  Honoria  —  and,  tho- 
I  am  above  making  prefents,  yet  you  mull  allow 
me  to  msik.e  f^i^  poor  return  ir-r  thefe  jewels  — 
{giving  k^  a  cajktt^  open.) 

Hon.  How  !  jewels !  and  of  fuch  value,  my 
I-ord  ! 

Lord  Jar.  Oh,  a  trifle  !  for  my  own  part,  I 
never  wear  diamonds  C^4y  ^^id  enters)  -^-  for 
vhile  other  people  wear  them  for  me  to  look  at^ 
it's  juft  the  fame  as  if  they  were  my  own  —  Bu^ 
think  npt  pf  them,  but  love,  my  Angel ! 

Hon.  Excufc  me,  my  Lord — I  cannot  accept 
them — you  may  employ  them  to  a  better  purpofc, 
(Bering  to  return  them.) 

Ladj 


ACOMEDY.  « 

Lady  A.  Is  this  your  gratitude  for  his  Lord- 
(hip's  policenefs  ?  Ill  bred,  infoknt  girl !  What 
you  are  ftill  hankering  after  chat  wretch,  Clairvtllc 

Hon.  Call  him  by  fome  other  namCj  Madam— 
Wretch  !  What  is  his  brother,  then? 

Lady  A.  How !  have  you  the  impudence  toi 
defend  the  outcaft  ? 

Hon.  Outcaft  1  Shame,  (hame.  Madam !  I 
know  [  talk  a  language,  you  and  your  modilh 
friends  defpife— but  here  I  tell  you,  that  this  out- 
cad  is  the  man  of  my  heart — that  it  loves  hun— 
tenderly  loves  him  —  and  would  rather  iharc  his 
griefs  in  a  prifon,  than  his  Lord(htp's  pleafurc  ia 
a  palace — therefore^  once  more,  let  me  offer 
back   this  prelent. 

Lady  A.  Look  ye,  in  a  word,  let  me  have  no 
more  of  your  ill  breeding.  Accept  his  Lordihip*s 
jewels  dircdtly,  and  retire  to  your  chamber  — 
Take  them,  I  fay,  and  be  gone  this  inftant. 

Hon.  What  can  I  do  ?  The  Colonel's  high 
opinion  of  her  compels  me  to  obey  her  in  everf 
thing — Oh,  Clairville !  why  did  you  fave  a  life 
that's  doom'd,  for  ever  doom'd  to  mix  thy  ruia 
with  its  own  ?  \Exit. 

Lady  A.  So  far,  fo  well,  my  Lord !  For  when 
the  Colonel  hears  Ihe  was  mercenary  enough  to 
receive  jewels,  he'll  own  you  were  warranted  in 
your  deiigns  upon  her  —  and  now— Gncc  we  arc 
alone- -I'll  open  a  great  and  glorious  fchcmc — 
A  fcheme  that  fliall  convince  you  of  my  unaltered 
afFeftion. 

Lord  Jar.  Sweetcft  of  women  !  you  know  my 
determination.  —  Whoever  has  my  hand,  you 
ihall  ftill  have  my  heart. 

Lady  A.  I  believe  it,  my  Lord — and  there- 
fore I  Iball  rifle  the  dangerous  enterprize — So- 
phia 
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phia  and  t  were  at  the  exhibition  of  wax  figures 
this  morning  —  She  was  ftrufck  with,  and  pur- 
chafcd  a  great  theatrical  likcnefs,  which  is  to  be 
brought  here  in  a  chair  this  evening — Now,  if 
you  contrive  to  come  honrie  inftead  of  the  figure — * 

Li&rd  Jar.  I  a  wax  figure !  a  Peer  of  the  realm 
.  a  wax  figure  \ 

tjady  A.  Dear  !  it  happens  every  day — But 
m^nd  me,  the  chair  will  be  brought  to  my  dref- 
ling  room,  which  adjoins  Honoria's  ehambef— 
And  where  you  know  you  can'c  be  admitted  Oii 
account  of  Sir  Andrew's  jealoufy— therefore  wait 
for  the  chair,  bribe  the  man,  and  here  is  a  falfc 
key  (gives  one)  which  locks  and  unlocks  Hono- 
ria's  door. 

•  Lord  Jar.  Lovelieft  of  creatures  !  (ktffes  her 
hand)  Where  Ihall  I  find  the  chair  ? 

Lady  A.  I'll  give  you  the  particulars  by-and* 
by— In  the  mean  time,  remember  you  get  Clair- 
viUe  difpofed  of— — 

Lord  Jar.  What,  my  brother!  Oh,  I've  fo 
great  a  friendlhip  for  him,  that  V\\  have  himar* 

retted  to  prevent  his  being  diftreft 

(flourijh  of  clarionets) 

Lady  A.  Hark!  their  lordOiips,  the  muficians, 
are  arrived. 

Enter  Colonel  Hubbub* 

Col.  There  they  are !  Never  was  Sunday  con* 
cert  fo  fanftified  with  nobility. 

Lady  A.  What  1  they're  all  come  ? 

Col.  Yes ;  and  faith  there's  fb  many  great 
people  turned  fiddlers  now  a  days,  that  I 
fliould  not  be  furprifed,  if  the  Houfe  of 
Lords  (hould  be  turned  into  a  concert  rooox  I 

that 
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that  ^ke^  were  lung  from  the  Wodfack^  and 
tacches  from  the  Cabinet. 

Lord  Jar.  Who  have  we  amongft  us.  Colonel  ? 

Col.  rU  tell  you%—  Firft,  there's  Duk« 
Duett  playing  on  the  violin^-^theo  there's  Gene^ 
ral  Grig  blowing  the  trumpetf  Judge  Jerk  blow- 
ing the  baflbon>  and  Biihop  Bravo  banging  the 
kettle-drums  ! — But  what"^  better,  there's  Sig- 
nor  Uniquo»  who  pats  them  all  familiarly  on  the 
back,  ^nd  fays,  ^^braviflBmo,  my  Lord  Judge  I 
Encora,  Signor  Bi(hop  I"  Then,  the  one  looks 
as  plekfed  as  if  he'd  gQt  the  Chancellorlhip,  and 
the  other,  as  if  he  was  preferred  to  an  Archbifhop- 
rick ! — Pray  is  your  lordfhip  fondof  mufic  ? 

Lord  Jar.  Me !.  I  hate,  I  deteft  it ! 

Laefy  A^  Hate  linufic,  my  Lord  !  Dear  !  I  al- 
ways thought  it  was  one  of  your  favQunte  am\ife« 
iments. 

Lord  Jar.  What,  muficl  Oh,  ceitainijf  — I 
love  It  of  all  things. 

Oil  Well;  for  niy  part  I  fliaHnot  liften  to 
their  ioif-dfliips  till  Uniquo  gets  them'  engaged 
at  the  opera  —  As  to  you.  Lady  Acid,  I  know 
your  fenfe  and  virtue  defpifes  this  trifling  folly, 
ahd  you  only  promote  it  to  amiife  your  friends. 

Lady  A^  I  do  indeed,  Colonel-^(^^n«»»»/»^  of 
inftrummts  tjoithin.)  I  muft  go  and  16ok  at  them— p- 
Come,  my  Lord* 

Lord  Jar.  (taking  her  band.)  With  pleafure!— 
Colonel,  is  my  friend  Nominal  amongft  them  ? 

Cbl  My  ward !  Zounds !  don't  talk  d  him 
— but  go,  ahd  if  you  wi(h  for  fiddling  preferment, 
pay  your  refpefts  to  the  Grand  Signor. 

{Exeunt  L§rd  and  Lady. 

My  Ward,  indeed !  Oh  that  ftupid  ftudious  puppy ! 

I  know  what  it  will  end  ia~He'll  go  fneaking  on 

in  his  profclTion,   till  he  gets  into  xht  Upper 

G  Houftf, 
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HdufC)  then  he*ll  be  laid  on  che  fhelf,  and  go  oiie 
like  the  fnuff  of  a  candle  —  As  to  that  ruffian^ 
and  the  aflault,  PU  be  revenged  on  Clairville  ftill 
ip-For  Sophia^  the  dear  creature  feems  fonder  of 
me  than  ever,  fince  laft  night's  riot — ^The  womca 
do  love  a  little  rudends  now  and  then. 

EnterjAMZs. 

James.  Sir^  Mifs  Sophia's  maid  is  b6low^  and 
defires  to  fee  you. 

CoL  There !  I  faid  fo— Oh,  I  and  my  Epau- 
lette play  the  devil  v^ith  the  women ! 

Jamej.  She  has  a  letter  for  you>  Sir. 

"  CoL  A  letter  !  Ah  !  I  mu^— poor  Sir  An-^ 
drew  !  he  wouldn't  believe  I  was  her  darling 
hope." 

James.  That  (he  will  deliver  to  nobody  but 
jourfel^  Sir. 

Cdl.  Well ;  if  it  muft  be  fb— ^It*s  very  ftrange 
what  can  make  the  fex  adore  me  fo  paffionately ! 
<^-It  muft  be  my  manners,  my  tender,  graceful, 
infinuating  manners  1  Shewmetoher,  James ;  and 
while  their  Lordibips  are  fiddling  for  the  good  of 
the  nation,  rU  amufe  myfelf  for  the  benefit  of 
Sophia,  poor  Sophia  I  — Oh,  Colonel  I  Colonel  I 
what  fools  do  you  make  of  the  women  ! 

[£;«'/,  followed  by  James^ 

SCENE— Sir  Andrew  Acid's  Gardetu 

Enter  Saunter. 

Sdun.  Where  can  my  coufm  Sophra  be  loiter- 
ing !  This  is  the  place  of  affignation,  and  1  fee 
ikither  her  nor  die  Colonel,  nor  Sir  Andrew — I 

hope 
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hope  there's  no  miftake»  for  on  their  expofition 
depends  her  future  happinefs* 

£»/^  Sophia,  baftily. 

Sophia.  Ohcoufin !  my  dear  coufin^rm  undone ! 
^*-As  nnuch  ruin'd  z&  if  I'd  never  been  an  au* 
tho:  efs,  or  an  aftreis,  or  n  painter,  or  a— — 

3.vun.  Why,  what  has  happened  ? 

Ijupbia.  Lady  Acid,  unknown  to  Sir  Andrew, 
h:.s  read  the  aflignation  you  made  me  fend  him. 
— She  is  now  convinced  the  love  is  on  my  part, 
and  is  purfuing  me  here  to  be  revenged.-—  Dear 
me,  I  wi(h  I  had  not  written  to  him. 

Saun.  Not  written  to  him  !  Unlefs  you'd  put 
a  (lop  to  his  and  the  Co}pRel*s  vanity,  you  know 
you 'a  have  been  lent  in  the  country — nay,  loft 
your  charter,  and  never  (hewn  your  face  in 
fafhionable  life  affain. 

Scfhia.  Never  mewn  my  face  !  Lord  !  it  rather 
helps  one,  and,  in  fafhionable  life,  lofs  of  charac- 
ter makes  one's  reputation  i  but  what  is  to  become 
of  me  !  If  Tm  fent  to  the  country,  I  (hall  die,  I 
I  know  I  (hall,  and  fofuddenly,!  (han't  have  time 
to  write  my  own  life,  and  run  down  half  my  ac- 
quaintance. 

Lady  Acid  (without.) 

Lady  A.  Where  is  the  Jezabel  f  Til  make  an 
.example  of  her. 

Sophia.  Here  (he  come^,  and  I  (haU  be  lock'd 
•up  in  an  uld  country  caftle,  where  there's  a  con- 
ftant  knocking  at  the  gates  to  fee  the  apartments ; 
but  not  a  perfon  to  enquire  after  poor  I,  the 
prifoner. 

G  2  Enter 
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Enter  Ladt  Acid. 

Lady  A.  SoMifs^  notwithftanding  the  warning 
I  gave  you^  you  have  l>een  writing  an  aflfignation 
CO  my  hvfband  —  and  this  is  the  place— look  at 
me — anfwer  me — do  you  deny  it  ? 

Sophia.  No,  Madam;  I  own  that  I  wrote  fuch 
aflignations  to  both  the  Colonel  and  Sir  An«- 
drew. 

Lady  A.  The  Cobnel  too !  mercy  on  me 4 
wouldn't  one  content  you  ? 

Sophia.  Yes,  Madam  %  but  I  did  it  to  bring 
them  together,  and  laugh  at  them  s  for  indeed 
they  have  fo  tciz'd  me— — 

Lady  A.  They  teiz'd  you  ?  iierc's  effrontery  ! 
look  ye,  I  know  they  hate  and  defpife  you,  and 
they  have  both  told  me  a  thoufand  times  that  your 
love  was  troublefbme  and  difgufting. 

Saun.  Your  Ladyfhip,  1  can  contradict  that 
—for  I  have  now  in  my  pocket  both  their  an- 
fwers  to  Sophia's  aflignation— each  accepts  her 
invitation,  and  will  be  here  at  the  time  appointed 
— befides,  you  muft  be  fenlible  that  her  loving 
themisaj<^e. 

Lady  A.  Joke]  don't  talk  to  me  of  jokes,  Sir.-- ^ 
I  never  made  one  in  my  life  s  and  I  know  (be 
loves  them  as  much  as  they  detcft  her — and  it's 
all  owing  to  her  romantic  turn  of  mind^  her  a£t^ 
ing,  her  writingar«- 

Sophia.  Na\,  my  Lady,  don't  ^ufe  my  talents 
— Didn't  my  laft  produftion  go  through  four 
editions  ? 

Lady  A.  Yes  ;•  and  why  did  it  ?  becaufeitwas 
patronized.  And  now-a-days,  it  i3  pot  the  book 
itfelf,  but  the  name  of  the  perfon  who  writes  it 

While 
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While  the  woman  of  fafhion  Oiall  write  abad  work» 
and  have  a  thoufand  (bbfcribersj  a  poor  neglect- 
ed man  of  genius  (hall  write  a  good  one,  and 
not  have  a  Hngle  patron  !  if  indeod,  you  had  UA^ 
low'd  my  advice  ~-  written  ientimentally  and 
morallv— 

Sopbia.  I  did,  Madam — ^I  did  write  morally, 
and  what  was  the  confequence?  I  had  made  a 
fum  of  money  by  a  Novel  caird  *•  Seduftion'* 
— and  loft  it  all  by  writing  an  '^  Eflay  on  Cha- 
xity;"  but  indeed)  Sir  Andrew  and  the  Colonel  arc 
to  blame,  and  if  you'll  wait  a  moment,  you'll  fee 
them  come  to  the  affignation. 

Lady  A.  They  cqme  1  they  know  better — be* 
fides  deipifing  ^ou,  they  value  my  good  opinion 
too  highly  to  trifle  with  it  in  this  manner — 4b,  re* 
tire  to  the  country.  [Ltiyhg  bold  of  her. 

Saun.  Pray  hear  reafbn.  Madam. 

luidy  J.  I'll  hear  nothing,  (he  (hall  be  punifh* 
ed  !  Ihefliall !  (fees  Sir  Andrew  w//i>^«/^  Blcfs 
me  !  what  do  I  fee  i  my  huiband  capering  and 
fmilinfi;! 

Sophia.  Ay  s  there's  one  of  them — and  leo. 
Madam  —  yonder 's  the  other. 

iuidyA.  The  Colonel,  as  I  live  !  This  is  ama^ 
ing  !  ff and  back  and  let's  obfcrve  them, 

Knter  Sir  Andrew,  «;///&  a  letter  in  his  hand. 
EhterCoL.  Hubbub,  with  a  letter  in  bis  band. 

Col.  **  Thou  dear  perfidious  !" 

Sir  Andrew.  "  Thou  gay  deceiver!" 

Col.  ^<  1  idolize  you  as  much  as  I  defpife  Sir 

Andrew." 
Sir  Andrew^  "  I  adorc  you  da  much  as  I  abhor 

the  Colonel." 

Sophia. 


ir' 
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Sofbia  (coming  between  ihem,  clofe  to  the  Colo  - 
Kel)  my  pretcy  doloncl ! 

Col.  There !  (turning from  her  in  greaijoyand 
putting  up  bis  letter.) 

Sophia.  My  charming  Baronet !  (coming  up  /« 
SirAndrbw.) 

Sir  Andrew.  My  angel ! 

Sir  Andrew  turns  to  embrace  ber—tbe  Colokel 
embraces  heron  the  other fide^^tbey fee  one  another. 
SovHiAftands  laughing  between  them. 

Lady  J.  For  fliame !  for  fliame  !  is  this  fmir 
boafted  honour  ?  at  your  time  of  life  ! — "  thou 
<)ear  perfidious!'' (£xi/CoLONEL);  and  you^  what 
have  you  to  fay  for  yourfclf,  "thou  gay  deceiver?" 

Sir  Andrew.  Say  !  (tearing  the  letter)  why, 
when  one^s  completely  miferable,  nothing  is  fo 
pleafant  as  to  fee  a  friend  in  the  fame  (icuation — 
Halloa,  Colonel !  (Exit. 

Lady  A.  Sophia,  I  am  now  convinced  of  your 
innocence,  and  a{k  your  pardon,  and  will  make 
you  amends  by  reading  your  manufcripts,  praifing 
your  ifting,  and  faying  you're  fo  good  a  letter- 
writer^  that  I  beUevc  youVe  the  author  of  Junius. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT   IV. 

SCENE ^Park. 

Enter  Clairtille. 

Gair.  My  diftrcfies  crOud  an  vai  6^  &&i  thtf  f 
>viU  endeavour  co  fee  my  brodier  o&ce  more  i 
and  if  he  (till  avoids  me,  I  muft  bani(h  Honoria 
from  my  thoughts,  and  feek  that  place  abroad^ 
my  enemies  deny  me  here. 

Ent^r  0*Wh ACK,  baJUfy. 

tfWhdck.  Ruh— fly !  make  y(nif  cfcape, 
your  honour — ^Arrah  !  be  off  bcfor^  the  coqums 
lay  hold  of  you-^By  my  falyatiotl  1  when  I  think 
of  your  misfortunes,  I  dan't  help  takihg  out  my 
mouchoir — (taking  out  bii  banakercbief  and  rry- 

ing.) 

Qair.  What  ;ts  the  matter,  O' Whack? 

O'fVback.  The  rtiattcr  t  Why,  if  you  don't 
fcampec  you'll  be  baftiled  before  you  can  fay 
«  Killafney  T' 

Clair.  What  can  this  mean  ?     Explain  I 

O^fVback.  Douccment !— I'll  tell  you— As  I 
palled  yonder  promenade,  an  old  friend  of  mine^ 
who  is  an  officer,  or  bailiff,  d*ye  fee — told  me  he 
was  coming  to  carry  your  honour  to  prifon — 
««What,  Monfieur  Clairvillc  ?•'  faysl  — •'  the 
fame," fays  he — "  then,"  fays  I — "  be  afy  now; 
for,  b>  St.  Patrick,  if  you  touch  a  hair  of  his 
head,  HI  (JJupmaigrc  yt)u  this  inftant/' — Says  he 
— **  1  muft  do  n\y  duty."  —  **  And  I  mine,*' 
—fays  I — "  And  remember,  my  honey,  it  is  as 
afy  to  have  pity  in  your  heart,  as  ic  is  to  fpeak 
French  without  the  brogue,   ma  foi  !"    Thi» 

fofccncd 
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foftened  hinrtj  your  honour,  and  he  promifcd  to  be 
a  cher  ditiis  to  ycmtUl  tGr-morrow. 

Clair.  Thanks  !  'my  good  fellow,  thanks  ? 

O'lVback.  Celine  pas  tout,  tho*  j  Fanny,  Mifs 
Sophia's  mild;  fls  pretty  2i  fille  de  chambre  as 
ever  made  a  faux  pas,  gave  me  bit  of  a  hint 
that  there  was  %  curft  black  bufmels  in  the  wind 
betwee»']Vbur  brother.  Lord  Jargon,  and  Lady 
Acid— Sne  'diinfcs  they  mean  to  put  you  in  limbo^ 
becaufe  MademoifeUe  Honor  ia  loves  yoO  ^  and^by 
ipy  foul,  if  they  do,  J '11  make  the  old  cat  erf 
"  Mifericorde,"  till  fhe^s  black  in  the  htt\ 

Clair.  I  won't  believe  it— I  know  Lord  Jargon 
loves  Honoria  ;  but  I  can  neter  thilik,  that  on 
that  account  he'd  make  a  prifoner  of  his  bfOtheF 
•^but  he's  comirrg  this  way-rl'll  ulk  to  bin-^. 
leavens  together. 

:  O'Pnack.  That  I  will  with  all  my  heart  and 
foul,  for  I  can't  bear  to  put  my  eyes  upon  him— 
Bon  repos  to  your  Honour— I'll  give  you  a  call  in 
the  morning,  and,  in  the  mean  time,  be  debon- 
naire,  d'ye  fee — rU  carry  you  through,  dejpend 
on't. 

ClatK  My  kind  fellow  — how  (hall  I  repay, 
you? 

O'PVback.  Oh,yo\ir  honour,  T  never  forget  an 
obligation,  tho'  1  may  an  injury — You  fav'dme 
in  danger,  and  if  1  don't  do  mon  poflible  tobo-> 
ther  all  your  enemies !  fay  I'm  not  the  bonne 
bouch  of  the  O 'Whacks,  that's  all !  Exin 

Clair.  I  cannot,  will  not  fufpeft  him  of  fuch 
treachery — tho'  he  has  been  long  dead  to  bro-» 
therly  affedlion,  he  never  can  be  capable  of  fuch 
inhumanity. 


Enter 
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^nter  Lord  Jargon. 

•     Lord  Jar.  (afide)  This  poor  wretch  here  !  I 
^was  in  hopes  h^  was  difpofed  of. 

Clair.  Brother,  a  word  •,  I  have  a  favour  to 
intreat  of  you;  for  neceffity,  extreme  neceffity 
compels  me — in  Ihort,  if  you  do  not  affilt  me, 
I  ihadl  be  arretted  in  an  hoyr,  and  in  jail  per- 
haps the  rcnoainder  of  my  life. 

Lord  Jar.  Arrefted?  Who  can  be  fo  hard- 
hearted, Harry  ?  You  know  my  friendfliip  and 
liberality  ;  but  as  to  lending  you  money,  that's 
a  thing  I  can't  make  up  my  miod  to. 

Clair.  The  fum  1  require  is  fmall,  my  Lprd-^ 
A  few  hundreds  will  convey  me  far  from  the  pcr- 
fccution  of  my  creditors ;  and  by  retirerneiu  and 
ceconomy,  in  a  few  years,  perhaps,  I  ifhall  be 
able  to  repay  you  with  honour  ^  and  once  more 
appear  in  the  world  as  your  Lordfhip's  brother. 

Lord  Jar.  I  hope  you  may,  Harry  \ — -but  pc^ 
titions  are  fo  numerous——- 

Clair.  Petition  !  'Tis  my  demand.  Sir  \  When 
the  old  Lord  died,  you  know  he  left  his  fortune  to 
you,  in  the  full  conviftion  you  would  provid^^ 
for  me — and  this  is  the  reairi)  !  While  you  are 
affluent  enough  to  fquander  thoufands  in  the 
whirlpool  of  falhion^  you  are  cruci  enough  to  fee 
a  brother  wafte  his  life  in  poverty  !  But,  go  on, 
my  Lord — exult  and  riot  in  my  father's  riches— 
i  will  be  prouder  of  his  virtues  ! 

Lord  Jar.  Oh,  the  old  cant !  You  never  If  card 
me  utt^r  a  fenriment  in  your  life---Never  !  for 
ihe  man  who  boaljls  of  virtue  and  feeling,  felJom 
jpraftilcs  either  the  one  or  the  other—-  But  you 
detain  me,  Harry-— I  am  going  to  figh  away  an 
hour  with  Honpria. 

Clair,  Ua?erly\  Witb  Honoria,  brother  ? 

H  .    Lori 
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Lord  Jar.  Yes,  with  Honoria,  brother !  Don't 
you  envy  me  my  triumph  ? 

Clair.  Ungenerous  man !  Is  it  not  enough  to 
abandon  me  to  the  world,  a  beggar,  and  a  wan- 
derer, but  you  muft  wound  me  in  the  tendereft 
Coint — diftraft  me  with  fuch  thoughts— but  I 
avc  done — Farewell,  my  Lord !  perhaps  we 
fliall  never  meet  again  !— I  now  fofped  him^  and 
will  warn  Honoria of  her  danger  !  \aftde\ 

Lard  Jar.  Adieu,  Harry! — Shall  I  tell  the 
charming  girl  any  thing  about  you  ? 

Clair.  Yes,  Sir  j---tcll  her,  purfued  by  ene- 
mies, and  defcrtcd  by  my  friends,  I  know  not 
where  to  fly  for  fafety  1  Tell  her,  not  fo  much  on 
my  own  account,  I  lament  my  misfortunes,  as  on 
her's  \  lince,  ahjcft  and  forfaken  as  I  am,  I  can- 
not ihelcer  or  proteft  her  !  Tell  her,  1  once 
hoped- —forgive  my  wcaknefs  [w^^p;»^|— but  if 
you  have  one  fpark  of  pity  for  the  loft  Clairville, 
beftow  it  on  Honoria— -Be  her  friend,  and  ycu 
fliall  ftill  be  mine— Farewell  !  [£*!/. 

Lord  Jar.  Ay  \  go  your  way.^;  you'll  never 
fee  her  again— *For  here  comes  the  chair  chac 
gives  me  poflcflion  of  her  for  evei. 

Enter  Cbaip  men  with  chair. 

Sit  It  down,  and  wait  till  I  return — I  muft  ftep 
over  to  my  houfe,  to  order  fervants  to  be  near  at 
hand  j  for  tho'  I'm  determined  not  to  be  violent 
f— yet,  if  flie  demurs.  Til  force  her! — I'll— — 

Enter  Nominal,  half  drunk^Jinging. 

Norn.  Ha!  Peer!  my  boy,  how  are  you,— 
I  hate  wine;  but  I've  been  di inking  to  keep  up 
my  charafter,  and  I'm  the  moft  unlucky  dog 
alive — I've  been  fearching  every  where  for  an  ad- 
Venture,  and  can't  find  one — I  can't  get  into 
notice  ! 

hrd 
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t.crd  Jar.  Can't  you  ? 

Nm.  Noi  I  caVtmakc  myfelfconfbicuous! 
and  yet  I've  been  abfurd,  particular,  and  noify— 
But  what  fignifies  ?  every  body  clfe  is  the  fame ! 
The  whole  town's  fo  ridiculous,  that  to  be  flared 
at,  a  man  (hould  be  as  quiet,  and  as  dull  as— a 
fimile!  Hch,  Peer!  [taking Jnuff^  and  offering 
JLoRD  Jargon yJwwf.] 

Lard  Jar.  How  can  you  drink,  I  hate  it — If 
I  indulged  nnyfelf  in  fuch  odious  cuftoms,  do  you 
think  f  Ihould  be  a  favourite  with  the  won)en  ? 
\taking  a  finch.] 

Nom.  Favourite  with  the  women !  Ay,  there's 
the  rub !  If  I  cc  uld  get  the  fame  of  an  intrigue,' 
6r  an  elopement,  or  any  other  fweet  impropriety! 
oh  ! 

Lard  Jar.  Intrigue  or  elopement ! — Um ! 
Nom.  Um !  Why,  what  s   the  matter    with 
you  ? 

Lord  Jar.  Look  ye.  Nominal — nothing  is  (b 
(hocking  as  to  impart  fecrets,  or  boaft  of  a  Lady's 
favours — It's  what  I  never  do.  Sir — Elfc  I  cou'd 
tell  you— 

Nom.  Tell  me  ! — what  ? 
Lord  Jar.  That  I  am  this  moment  going  on 
both  an  intrigue  and  an  elopement ! 

Nom.  The  devil  you  are !  who?  when ?  where  ? 
open,  unfold,  you  amiable ! — you  furprizing 
fena^or  ! 

Lord  Jar.  Ftc  !  do  you  think  Td  betray  the 
confidence  of  the  fair  ?  No,  if  I  was  only  to  hint 
to  you  that,  that  chair^— that  very  chair  was  to 
take  me  to  a  certain  Baronet*s  houfe,  inftead  of  a 
wax  figure— 

Nom.  Wax-figure!  Go  on — difpatch!  Tm' 
all  on  fire  !  wheujgh !  [rahHng  bis  bands  and 
jkraoing  Sgns  of  great  joy.] 

H  2  Lord 
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Lord  Jar.  T  fay,  I  (hould  be  the  greatcft  mf- 
Cal  living)  if  I  was  only  to  hint  that  I  intrigued 
with  the  Baronet's  wife,  that  fhe  was  to  conduct 
nae  to  the  chamber  of  a  young  lady,  and  that, 
their  riames  were 

.  .iVi?«/.'  Hang:  their  names  !  only  let  me  under- 
ftand^' that  chair,  you  fay,  takes  you  to  the  lady 
i^ith  wKom  you  intrigue,  and  fhe  condufts  you 
tQ'  thfe  girl- with  whom  you  elope  \ Lord  nods  qf-- 
Jent\  BravQj^  my  boy!  bravo!  Give  me  your 
hand;  and  now,  curfc  me  if  I  can  help  laughing, 
to  think "h6w  they'll  all  Be  furprized !  ha,,  ha,  ha ! 

.'LqrdJ^.  No,  nor  I — The  old  hufband  little' 
tf^inkswho^s  corning  to  make  a  fool  of  him  !  ha, 
ha,  ha  !.,8uf>  excufe  me  a  moment-^I  muftftep. 
over  the  way'  to  order  fervants  to  be  hear  the 
houft  —  Sjay  till  \  returij,  and  you'll  fee  what  a 
fiffurci'irmake  in  the  chair. 

'Nom^its\  yes— ril  rtay-^But  go  over  the 
way— G,^f  along  with  yow,  wheugh  \ 

'Xord'J({f\  I  fay,  Nominal,  I  .tancy  you'd  like 
gi>  to  iri:  the  chair  inftead  of  me,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Norn'.  Yts,  that  I  would,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  . 

; .  [Exit  Lord  Jargon ^ 
And  if  I  ,don't  Ir^if  I  doa't  perch  n}yfclf  in  ^hc 
centre  of  it— dam'pie  if  I  Ijcnow  any  thing  of  fame. 
Of  nQtprj^ty  !;  Gad,  this  ^s  the  luckieft  hitrri 
iTii^ht  have  been  wholc:y.ears  lyring  one  woman 
ifito  an  intrigue,  or  another  into  an  elopement — 
but  here's  thcbufinels  ready  cutout  to  my  hands; 
ajid,j  thier.f fprW  that  no  time  may  be  loft~you 
two'corpnct  fupporters  \laymg  hold  of  chavrmen\ 
open  i^p  ch^ir,  and  let  ii^ie  be  the  Peer's  proxy  I-^— 
Take'me'to  the  Baronet's direftly, or  by  all  that's 
fingul^r; — ,     .;.        .     .  .  ■    • 

( i^^^^^^^^^«  Blood  an^punds  !  is  ^e:«ian 
Befidehimfclf?  'j- ,     ...^ 
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Norn.  \^Jhaking  tbemJ]  No  trifling ! — rHere*s  a 
purfe  and  a  pilipl !  {^oney  or  murder !  Take 
your  choice  this  monnent. ! 

Second  Chairman.  Take  the  money,  Pat,  take 
the  mbney ! 

'  'Nom.  Here  you  rogues,  here  !  [giving  purjf.\ 
And  now  I  fwiear,  whatever  were  his  1  ordflii^'s^ 
defigns,  mine  fhall  be  harmlefs  and  honourable  \ 
All  I  want  IS  the  fame  pf  the  thing,  and*  if  I  can 
get  that,  hangnie'if  ril  fatigue  myfelf  orthq 
Ladies!  So,  open  the  ch  airland  away,  iiiy, boys  ! 
\^gets  in  and  looks  from  window. "^  When  you  fee 
his  Lord  (hip,  tell  him  the  hext  time  hi  is  going 
on  ah  amoiir,  not  to  (iiention.  it  before  Iiand-q 
Lead  on  to  notoriety  f — Drink  and  drive  tare 
away!  ..^     ■    ^      \\^Exit  in  chair. 

Re-enler  Lord  J AJiCov.  /  \ 

,  Lord,  Jar.  Now,  Npn^inal^  now  you:  (hall  lee 
what  a  figure  1*11  cut  in  the  cli^r  !r— ijow  !  what! 
gone  !  the  chair  too  !,  S'^e^.tK !  I  cut  4  very  nretty 
figure  indeed  ! — But,  I'H  BeVevcnged^l^^^  fol- 
low him,  and  have  fatisfaftion  dircdlyi  anldh 'for; 
Clairville*  and  Honoria,  1*11  betray  one,  andi' im-* 
prifon  the  other!  I.wUJ^  as  I'm  a  gentlem'afi* 
and  a  rnan  of  honour  !    -  .'    [Exi/.^ 


*  \ 


SCENE— L/DY  Acid's  DreJJingRcom—'ToiUtte 
•  ^Do6rs  open  in  Ftdt-^nd Plrlofu  Bedje^:' 
Cbalrs^ and  Candlet.'^ 


Hen.  Canitbcfpofljblc?  Can  (he  who  fhould 
j^oteft  me,    thus    betray    me?     1"    w?II  riot, 
dare:  not  believe  it  I  and  yet  would  Clairville  ter- 
rify 
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r.fy  mc  with  falfc  fufpicions?  Let  mc  read  the 
letter  once  more — (reads}  "  I  have  been  juft 
V  informed,  that  Lord  Jargon  and  Lady  Acid 
•*  have  defigns  againft  you,  and  that,  ro-night, 
"  they  mean  to  put  their  villainy  in  execution^ — 
•*  I  hope  they  cannot  be  fo  treacherous  i  but  as 
**  you  love  my  peace  or  your  own,  be  on  your 
^  guard — beware  Honoria!  and  remember  the 
•*  unhappy  Clairville!"  If  it  be  true,  how  (hall 
I  extricate  myfelf  ?  The  Colonel  is  fo  convinced 
of  LadyAcid's  honour,that  all  fupplication  to  him 
would  be  in  vain — Alas !  I  have  no  friend  to  fuc- 
cour  or  defend  me,  and  helplefs  ^s  I  am— 
Ha!  fhe  comes!  I  dread  to  meet  her. 

Enter  Lady  Acid. 

Lady  A.  How!  not  gone  to  yourchambeTf 
Honoria  ? 

Han.  I'm  going.  Madam— her  very  look 
alarms  me  (afde.) 

Lady  A.  What  is  the  girl  muttering?  I  declare 
you  grow  more  and  more  forward  and  impertinent 
every  hour — but  Til  humble  you — V\\  make  aa 
example  of  you! 

Ron.  (kneeling)  Oh  \  on  my  knees  let  me  en- 
treat your  pity  I  do  not  defert  me,  do  not  aban- 
don me — promife  me  I  (hall  not  be  in  the  power 
of  Lord  Jargon,  and  ril  be  your  (lave  for 
ever. 

Lady  J.  Lord  Jargon  !  why,  what's  the  fool 
thinking  of?  Have  you  loft  your  fen(es  ? 

Hon.  No — not  yet,  Madam— but  if  I  retain 
them,  it  muft  be  by  your  humanity — you  have 
often  faid  that  you  would  be  a  mother  to  me — 
be  fo  now — favc  me  from  this  hour  of  danger, 
^nd— 

Lady 
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Lady  A.  Danger !  let  nie  hear  no  more  of  this 
infolence,  but  be  gone  !— 

Enter  Betty y  followed  iy  Cbairmem  with  Cbaif^^ 

Betty.  The  chaii'  with  the  figure^  your  Ladf « 
ihip. 

Lady  A.    Put  it  down  and  leave    it  (exemU 
Betty  and  Chairmen.)  Now  comes  my  triumph !  • 
(a/ide)  How!  not  gone  yet,  Mifs?  Retire  this  in- 
ftant,  or 

Hon.  I  obey,  Madam — Oh  !  what;  what  will 
become  of  me  ?  {Exit. 

Lady  A.  There  fhc  goes !  and  now  for  nxf 
dear,  dear  Lord !  [taps  at  chair  window)  Lord 
Jargon  !  Lord  Jargon  !  come  forth,  and  my  dcaiir 
Lord,  enfure  your  prize — [Nominal  lets  down 
the  front  glafsy  looks  at  her,  and  nods.\  Heavens  ! 
what  do  I  fee  ? 

Nom.  No  Lord — or  wax  figure,  but  as  lively 
a  fellow  as  ever  you  intrigued  with — (fpying)  Fine 
jolly  woman. 

Lady  A.  Who  are  you  ?  has  his  Lordfliip  fcnt 
you  to  infult  me  ? 

Nom,  No;  hehasfent  me,  not  to  difappoint 
you  i  (f^ing  again)  Rather  fat  tho* —     (knock) 

Lady  A.  Mercy  !  there's  my  hufband  ! 

Nom.  \eagerly'\  Your  hufband !  Tell  me,  my 
darling,  tell  me,  is  he  jealous  \ 

Lady  A.  Jealous  ! — to  an  extreme ! 

Nom.  What !  he*ll  bring  an  aAion,  and  fue  for 
t  divorce  ? 

Lady  A.  Yes. 

Nom.  Paragraph  and  caricature  me  ? 

Lady  A.  Certainly. 

Nonu  Challenge  and  fight  me? 

Lady  A.  Undoubtedly. 

Nom.  Huzza !  bravo !  I'm  made !  IHn  immor-* 
ttUz'd !  let  me  out^  and  let  hiii>  ^n  dire(5tly. 

COLONfiL 
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Colonel  Hubbub  without. 

.Col.  In  her  drcfling  room  is  (he  ?  never  mind 
^ — I  have  the  privilege  of  going  into  it. 

Lady  A.  The  Colonel !  worfe  and  wofe ! 

Nom.  My  guardian  I  zounds  !  he  muftn'c  dif^ 
cover  mp  here. 

Lady  A.  Sir,  if  you  have  any  gallantry,  or — 

Norn.  Say  no  more,  my  dove,  I'm  fnugfput* 
ting  up  window  J  good  b'ye,  I'll  make  you  com-^ 
fbrtablc —  (nodding  and  Jhut  ting  bimfelfin. ) 

Enter  Coh.  Hubbub. 

Lady  A.  Colonel,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you. 

CoL  I  beg  pardon,  Madam,  for  this  inrrnfion, 
but  when  you  know  my  bufinefs,  I  think  you'll 
forgive  me — I  *  come  to  give  Honoria  to  Lord 
Jargon, 

Lady  A.  Is't  poffible,  Colonel  ? 

Col.  Yes ;  I  have  made  up  my  mind  at  lafl: — 
the  high  opinion  I  have  of  your  honour,  and  the 
great  refpeft  I  entertain  for  his  Lordfhip,  as  your 
friend,  has  tempted  me  to  fign  this  deed  of  fetcle- 
mtni— (producing  one)  which  ^ives  him  Honoria 
with  a  fortune  of  30,000/. 

Lady  A.  My  dear  Colonel,  you  delight  me. 

Col.  Ay ;  (he  will  be  then  fafc  from  the  artifices 
of  Clairvillc,  and  your  virtqous  wi(hes  will  be 
fatisfied— you  know  I  once  dcfign*d  her  for  my 
ward  Nominal. 

Lady  A.  Yes ;  but  he  is  too  difllpated  and 
profligate. 

CoL  He  profligate  !  why,  he's  the  mod  ftudi- 
j)us,  ftupid  blockhead  alive;  I  dare  fay  he  is  now 

in 
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in  his  library,  poring  over  Puffcndorf  or  hemming 
\mimicking]  with  Paul  Prig. 

Lady  J.  Well  I  I  never  favrhim.  Colonels  but 
IV^  heard  he^s  the  mod  noify  riotous  young  man 
in  town — has  his  amours — ^his — 

CoL  Amours  \  I  ihould  as  loon  fufpeft  your 
Ladyfliip  of  an  intrigue,  as  he — ^Noify  and  riot- 
ous too  !  Oh  that  he  was !  Td  give  him  a  Borough 
to-morrow.  [Nominal  here  raijes  the  top  of  chair ^ 
mdpops  bis  head  ouLl 

Norn*  Hem  !  [retires  direiifyJ] 

Col.  Zounds!  vf\i?x^^\hzt\j^oingtowardschair'\ 
the  devil !  here's  fomebody  in  the  chair ! 

Lady  A.  Ha,  ha !  you'll  laugh  when  I  tell  you 
what  it  is — it's  a  purchafe  of  Sophia's. 

Col.  Purchafe  !  I  fwearl  faw  a  man's  head* 

Lady  A.  A  man !  Ha,  ha !  that's  very  good ! 
it's  a  wax  figure.  • 

Col.  A  wax  figure! 

Lady  A.  Yes ;  and  as  Sir  Andrew  knows  np^ 
thing  of  it,  I  intreatyouTiotto  tell  him. 

CoL  Oh,  I  undcrftand — what,  it's  to  fupply 
his  place  when  he's  out  of  the  way — ^wcll,  well ! 
[trying  to  look  at  //.] 

Lady  A.  Fie,  Colonel  !  an't  you  afham'd  to 
look  at  a  Lady's  curiofities  ?  Pofitivcly  if  you 
don't  come  away,-  I'll  have  it  removed  [fulling 
him  away. 'I  But  how  could  you  fuppofe  it  to  be  a 
man  ?  fulpeft  me  of  an  intrigue ! 
•  Col.  I  don't  fufpeft  you — I  believe  you  to  i^  aU 
virtue,  tendemefs  and  truth. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Acid, 

Sir  Andrew.  Ay,  ay;  111  tell  her  myfelf— i 
[/peaking  as  he  enters."]  My  dear.  Lord  Jargon  is 
below,  and  defires  to  fee  ypu  direftly. 

Lady  A.  I'm  bufy.  Sir  Andrew,  let  him  wait. 
I  Col 
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CoL  \aftde  to  Lady\  No,  no — fof Jy — ^I  hatt  Z 
thought — is  Honoria  at  home  ? 

,  Lady  A.  Yesf  (he's  in  the  next  room. 

Col.  Then,  hark  ye,  as  his  Lordlhip  is  below, 
go  to  him  and  tell  him  my  intentions,  and  if  he 
approves,  he  fhall  have  Honoria  this  very  mo« 
mcnt. 

lady  A.  Iwill,  Colonel— O  Lord  \  here  is  Sir 
Andrew— As  you  regard  me,  don't  mention  the 
figure — If  that  fellow  is  difCovcred,.my  charac- 
ter** Ittft  for  ever  \Afidcr^  \Exit. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew; 

Sir  Jndrf^.  So,  dear  perfidious  t 

CoL  SOy  giy  deceiver  !  Ah,  Sir  Andrew,  yovt 
ovght  to  blufh  for  jour  inconftancy — i^  good,  fi> 
£iithfal  a  wife,  as  Lady  Acki  I 

Sir  Andrew.  It's  very  true,  Crfonel ;  and  if  I 
didn't  think  it  would  make  her  too  happy,  I'd 
own  my  errors — She  is  indeed  all  virtue — Fll  tell 
you  what — ihe  has  all  your  gaieties,,  with  youxi 
ward  Nominal*s  prudence. 

CoL  Plague  take  you  !  Am  I  nevei  to  hear  of 
any  thing  but  that  ftupid  dog's  prudence  ?  But 
your  wife.  Sir  Andrew — ^AUher  amufcments  arc 
fc  innocent  !^ — ^Wax  now — She  prefers  wax  to  real 
Ufe     {looking  round  at  chair. 1^ 

Sir  Andrewl  Wax  1 

CoL  Yes  J  tho*^  flieM  die  before  fhe^d  have  a 
young  man  m  her  room^  I  don't  think  ihe  has 
much  objection  taa  wax-figure. 

Sir  Afidrezv.  Wax-figure  I  Why,  what  thc^ 
devil  are  you  at  ? 

CoL  I  didn't  fay  there  was  one  iaa  ledan  chairt 
did  I  i 


j!^^  N0|  ,b\it  I  do  tkough<r..2^Qm)ds^  would 
you  keep  oic  in  pb.fcu.rity !  '  \ 

|if OM  £11  At*  Wf^O^/olOMfy  cut  bft^un  biip;^d 

LaDy  Acip  re^tnUru 

'.    J&rAniMW*  2Louodsi  die  wiK^figiuc  is.^Kve 
,^Hant ! 

CoL  Yes,  and  my  ftudiou^  ward  is  n  dafiiing 
dkigat  IflftI    : 

■  Nonu  Yes  1  it*s  I,  guardy^  who  was  a  ftudcat 
in  the  aiorning  ;  who  caned  you  at  night-^who 
will  Bght  that  gentleman^  who  iotrigueswith  this 
,lady  \emkrdcmg  Lady  Acid]  and  will  elope 
:with  any  tbody  1  And  what's  nx>ne>  who  rejoices 
£0  difcover  himlelfj  becaufe  he  expofes  hypdcrify^ 
and  ikyt'^  an  innocent  girl  from  mifery.    . 

Col.  \dMtmg  lanJfin^fig]  Ti,  di^  di,  di  1  he  has 
iti  he  has  it  {  he  has  it!  the  rogue's  the  true  thing 
a6er  aU — Cgme  to  thy  old  guardian's  arnis  I 
.Uct  me  gaze  on  thy  dear  face-r^Therc  it  is  1  The 
real  tumukuqus  daihing  look  i  ITou  dog,  you 
ihall  come  into  Parliament  to-morrow. 

Lady  A,  Arc  you  mad.  Colonel  ? 

Sir  Andrew.  Ay  i  dam'me,  arc  vou  mad.  Co- 
lonel ? 

Col.  \to  Lady  Acid]  Out  of  the  way,  dif- 
icmbler  1  I  know  you  now,^  and  dcfpifc  you-— 
But  is  he  a  real  man  of  fenfe  at  laft !  Will  he  give 
up  Weftminfter  Hall,  Puffendorf,  and  Paul  Prig, 
to  intrigue*  elope,  fight  a  Baronet,  and  cane  a 
Colonel  in  the  guards  ?  Oh,  'tis  too  much ! 
Give  me  joy,  old  boy  I 

Sir  Andrew.  Good  night  \x^ing7[ 

Lady  A.  Sir  Andrew,  I  infiiV  on  a  heating* 

Norn.  Stay,  Baronet — I  hope  youVc  Satisfied 

Sir  A.  Satisfied  of  what  ? 

I  %  Norn. 


tof.  \ajtde  to  Liidyl  Ko,  no — fofdy— I  hatta 
thought— is  Honoria  at  home  ?. 

^Lady  A.  Yes;,  file's  irt  the  next  room. 
Col.  Then,  hafkve,  as  his  Lordlhip  is  belowi 
go  to  bim  and  tell  him  my  intentions,  and  if  he 
approvesj^  he  fla^Q  have  Honoria  this  very  mo« 
rncnt. 

'  Jjady  A.  I  win,  Coloael — O  Lord  There  is  Sir 
Andrew— As  you  regard  me,  don't  mention  the 
figure— If  that  ftUow  is  difeovered^my  charac* 
fer'i  Idft  for  ever  \ASidic\  [JEjc//. 

I,nf^  iSiR  AwDRfew; 

itr  Andrko^  Sd,  dear  perfidious  t 

CoL  SOy  my  deceiver  !  Ah>  Sir  Andrew,  vou: 
evght  to  bluih  fair  jour  inconftancy — fo  goooi  fi> 
iaitnfdl  1  wifej  as  Lady  Acid  I 

Sir  Andrew.  It'.i  very  true,  Cc^nel ;,  and  if  I 
didn't  tbinH  it  would  make  her  too  happy,  I'd 
own  my  errors— She  is  indeed  all  virtue — Fll  tell 
you  what— &e  has  all  your  gaieties,,  wixh  youxi 
ward  Noniinal*s  prudence. 

Col.  Plague  take  you  !  Am  I  ncvci  to  hear  of 
any  thing  but  that  flupid  dog's  prudence  ?  Buc 
your  wife.  Sir  Andrew— All  her  amuliments  arc 
fc  innocent !?— Wax  now — She  prefers  wax  to  real 
life     {looking  round  at  chair. '^ 

Sir  Andrewl  Wax  1 

CoL  Yes  ^  tho*^  flicU  die  before  fhe^d  have  % 
young  man  in  her  room^  I  don't  think  ihe  has 
much  obje£tion  taa  wax-figure. 

Sir  Andrew.  Wax-figure  I  Why,  what  the- 
devil  are  you  at  ? 

Col.  1  didn't  fay  there  was  one  ia  a  ledan  chair^ 
did  I  ? 


yOM  keep  mc  in  phfcyrity !  \ 

N OM III  Ai.  w^Hk^/oIamfy  cut  t^twan  biv,^d 

Lady  Acip  re-enUru 

.^Hant! 

CcL  Yes,  and  my  ftudiou$  ward  is  n  daihing 
4dogatlaftI 

■  Nonu  Yes  I  ifs  I,  guardy^  whonvas  a  ftudcat 
4n  the  morning  ;  who  caned  you  at  night-^who 
friU  fight  that  gentleman^  who  intrigues  with  this 
lady  \jmhra€ing  Lady  Acid]  aiid  wjJl  elope 
:vith  any  sbody  I  And  what's  nx>ne>  who  rejoices 
iQ  difcover  himlelf,  becaufe  he  expofes  hypocrify, 
and  fayes  an  innocent  girl  from  milery.    . 

C(d.  [dancing  andjin^r^l  Ti»  di^  di^  di  1  he  has 
at  i  he  has  It  I  he  has  it  I  the  rogue's  the  tnie  thing 
after  aU — Come  to  thy  old  giaardian's  arms  I 
Let  me  gaze  on  thy  dear  £ace-r-Therc  it  is  1  The 
real  tumiikuQUS  dafhi^g  look  !  UTou  dog,  you 
fliall  come  into  Parliament  to-morrow. 

Lady  A.  Arc  you  mad.  Colonel  ? 

Sir  Andrew.  Ay  i  dam'me,  arc  you  mad.  Co- 
lonel I 

Col.  \to  Lady  Acid3  Out  of  the  way,  dif- 
fcmbler !  I  know  you  now,^  and  deipifc  you-— 
But  is  he  a  real  man  of  fenfe  atiaft!  Will  he  give 
tip  Weftminfter  Hall,  Puffendorf,  and  Paul  Prig, 
to  intrigue*  elope,  fight  a  Baronet,  and  cane  a 
Colonel  in  the  guards?  Ob,  'cis  too  muchl 
Give  me  joy,  old  boy  I 

Sir  Andrew.  Good  night  \xoing^ 

Lady  A.  Sir  Andrew,  I  infiiV  on  a  heating* 

Nom.  Stay,  Baronet — I  hope  youVciatisficd 

Sir  A.  Satisfied  of  what  ? 

\%  Norn. 
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And  here  am  f,  AibKtairc,  in  the  wide  world  by 
myfelf!  *  '  [Exif. 

SaufL  Where  can  I  gain  intelligence  ?  I  have 
a  tjiou&nd  fears  for  my  friend — %Jotd  Jargon^  I 
know,  is  full  of  anirnofity,  and  Nominal  is  toc^ 
fond  of  fame»  to  make  him  an  apology — Poor 
fellow  1  if  he  fliould  be  killed^  or  ei^en  wounded« 

£«/^N0MlKAL. 

Nom.  Wounded !  Why,  here  I  am,  George  i 
as  found  and  as  m^rry— Wounded ! — Oh,  you 
dull  dog] 

Saun.  Dull  V  Why,  froai  your  lervanfs  ac- 
irouacl  might  fujpofe  you  were  dead. 

Nom.  Dead !  Pfhoo !  Do  you  think  I  don't 
know  better  ?  Hark  ye,  fince  we're  alone,  HI 
let  you  into  a  fecret.— Lord  Jargon  wanted  to 
challenge  me,  but  couMn'tfimimon  \3t>  courage  ^ 
fo,  fooner  than  lofe  the  glory  of  a  combat  with  fo 
great  a  man^  I  confented  cp  [wbyj^ing  hm\  you 
underftand  me,  we  foughc  to  (atisfy  the  tbwn^ 
jiot  ourfelves. 

Saim.  Satisfy  the  town  1  how  do  you  mean  ? 

N(m.  How  do  I  mean?  Why,  do  you  think 
we  fought  to  pleafe  ourfelves?  NonfenJe!  That's 
been  gone  by  long  ago — ^No,  no  ^  the  cafe  was 
•this — He  was  compelled  to  fight  to  fave  his  re- 
putation, and  I  cboie  to  fight,  to  get  a  name  I 
.So  we  kept  up  appearance,  meafured  ground, 
exchanged  Ihots,  (econds  interfered— applauded 
.our  fpirit,  figned  the  report— And  now  weVe  both 
men  of  honour  as  long  -as  we  live ! — There,  you 
rogue — (hot  ourfelves  into  notice. 

6aun.  Bravo !  And  while  the  world  is  fangui* 
nary  enough  to  compel  thofe  to  Uecd  like  herpes, 
who  wiih  to  live  like  men  ;  why,  you  and  his 
ferdihip  may  glory  in  having  tricked  them.    But 

fince 
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§nce  my  ctrca  on  your  account  are  over— allow 
ihc  to  enquire  at  this  houfc  after  my  coufin  So- 
phia— Poor  girl  !  Sir  Andrew  has  behaved  to 
net  in  a  nnanner  £>  cruel  and  inhuman—-** 

Sophia  opens  the  windaww 

Sophia.  Coufin — ^Coufin  f — I'm  lock'dup— I 
can't  get  out — Sir  Andrew  has  confined  me  in 
this  room,  tilt  he  fends  me  to  the  country  &r 
life. 

ffom.  Here's  a  pretty  bufinefs ! 

Saun.  W1iat!*he  was  offended  at  the  (ham. 
affignadon,  was  he? 

Sophia.  So  he  fays — But  1  know  it's  aH  owing, 
to  his  wife — He  is  fo  out  of  humour  with  her^ 
that  he  muft  be  revenged  on  fomebody  !  Coufin^ 
won't  you  affift  me  ?  Will  you  let  mc'be  buried 
inwoodsy  and  wafte  my.  youth  with  fat  calves 
and  fucking  pigs  ? 

Nom.  No;  before  you  fiiall  wafte  an  hour^ 
ril  kill  all  the  fat  calves  and  fucking  pigs  in  Eng* 
land — Fair  lady,  if  your  coufin  don't  reieafe  you> 
I  will — Gad,  I  was  only  thinking  of  an  elope-- 
ment,  and  pop  ftie  comes  to  my  purpofe. 

Saun.  Be.  patient,  Sophia — I'll  go  direftly  to- 
the  Colond,  and  requeft  his  interference  with 
Sir  Andrew — But  hum  !  the  old  tyi  ant's  coming 
this  way — Shut  down  the  window,  and  depend 
on  my  protection. 

Nom.  And  on  mine,  fweet  excellence ! 

[Sophia  d'ifappears.'\ 
Fiaith  I  that  is  the  luckieft  houfe — Laft  nighc 
I  helped  a  gentleman  into  it,  and  to  day,  per- 
haps, I  may  hand  a  lady  out  of  it — ^I'll  have  her, 
whoever  flie  is — My  dear  Saunter,  tell  mc  what's 
iicr  dame  f 

San. 
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Saun.  Don't  you  know  her  ?  It's  Sir  Andrcw*t 
ward,  Sophia^  a  great  authorcfs,  and  private 
adlrefs. 

Norn*  A  private  aftrefs !  that's  a  pubJie  charac* 
ttr  !  Then  there's  a  pair  of  us,  and  if  we  elope, 
we  (hall  alarnrvMI  Europe ! 
r  Ham.  She  has  heard  .of  you,-  Nominal,  and 
l?ctweeaourfelves,has,a  great  prepofleffion  in  your 
favour — She  loves  finglilarity,  and  is  confe* 
quently  fo  fond  of  your  charadter 

Nom.  There !  I  faid  it  would  happen — the 
raonKnt  I  got  the  fame  of  a  duel  and  an  intrigue, 
I  knew  no  woman  couki  ftand  me  !  But  George^ 
ijiy  boy  !  how  can  I  fee  her  ?  fpeak  to  her  ?  Is 
there  no  way  ? 

Saun.  None,  unlefs  you  can  prevail  on  her 
guardian — here  he  is  !  try  him — For  my  part,  TU 
to  the  Colonel. 

Ncm.  I  will — m  try  him,  George,  and  if  I  can 
coax  him  into  an  interview  [^exit  Saunter]  Til 
humour  him,  give  him  a  touch  in  his  own  way. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Acid. 

Sir  Andrew.  Plague  on  them  all,  I  fay !  But 
chiefly  that  devil  incarnate,  that  Nominal ! 

Ncm.  Sir  Andrew^  I  want  to  afk  a  favour  of 
you. 

Sir  Andrew. .  Do  you  ?  I  never  grant  any.  Sir. 

Nom.  Nay,  you  don't  know  me,  Sir  Andrew— 
if  you  did,  you'd  grant  me  any  thing — 1  am  a 
man  after  your  own  heart  [///  a  melancholy  veice'\ 
1  am,  indeed,  fo  out  of  humour  with  the  *orld 
—chat,  like  you,  I  wifh  to  fee  every  body  in  it  as 
miferable  as  myfcif 

Sir  Andrew.  You  do,  do  you  ? 

Ncvi.  Yes,  indeed.  Sir — and  if  you  knew  how  « 
mifinthropically    I  fpent  my  time-— Oh,  I  once 

pafled 
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paired  fuch  a  happy  day.  Sir  Andrew !  Entirely 
in  your  own  way— I'll  tell  you 

Sir  Andre'io.  Exaftly  in  my  way  ! 

Nom.  Yes,  Sir.  j  I  awoke  at  five,  and  faw  a 
neighbour's  houfe  on  fire  1  was  fecond  in  a  duel 
at  fix,  and  my  man  lofi:  the  tip  of  his  ear  !  dined 
at  four,  and  fomething  in  the  wine  that  made  fix 
of  my  acquaintance  fick — drank  tea,  and  in-^ 
trigued  with  my  friend's  wife  till  eight — a  fat 
lady ! — went  to  the  new  comedy,  faw  it  complete- 
ly damned — fupped  with  the  poor  devil  of  an 
author  ;  and  to  conclude,  lodged  fix  of  the  adtors 
in  the  round-houfe  !  there  !  wasn^t  that  a  happy 
day !  And  now,  let  me  fee  your  ward  ! 

5ir  Andrew.  See  Sophia  !  zounds  !  neither 
you,  nor  any  body  elfe  fhall  ever  fee  her  again  ! 
That  chaife — [points  to  one  without^  is  waiting 
to  take  her  to  the  country  direftly,  and  ihe  fliaU 
live  and  die  in  an  old  caflle  on  a  brown  moor. 

iW/w.  Shall  (he  ? 

Sir  Andrew.  Yes ;  I'll  be  revenged  on  her  for 
you  all !  And  fo  your  fervant 

[knocking  at  bis  own  door.'\ 

Nom.  Stay,  thou  dear  connoiflTcur  in  wax- 
figures,  and  tell  me,  how's  your  wife  ? 

Sir  Andrew.  Out  of  the  way.  Sir  ! — 'I'll  punifb 
her  too— and  for  you  and  the  reft — 

Nom.  Ay ;  you'd  play  the  devil  with  all  man- 
kind if  you  could. 

Sir  Andrew.  If  they  were  like  youy  I  would;  for 
then  the  world  would  be  fo  wicked,  that  an  ho- 
neft  nun  cou'dn't  make  too  much  mifchief !  But 
becaufe  my  wife  has  deceived  me,  don't  think 
my  ward  (hall — No,  no;  I  have  her  fafe,  I'll 
5each  her  to  make  airignations-*-[yjTVtf»/  opens 
door.^  And  fo^,once  more  your  fervant,  prudent 
Mr«Scudeat!  [enters  bou/e. 

K  Nom. 
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Nam.  I  fhaU  lofe  her  !  hcrc^ll  be  no  elope- 
ment! no  being  purfued  by  her  rclarions — hunted 
by  the  court  of  chancery — advertized  by  govern- 
ment, or  what's  bcft  of  all,  carried  to  the  Fleet 
or  King's  Bench,  midft  the  ihouts  of  old  maids, 
and  groans  of  boarding  fchool  mifles  ! 

Enter  Sovwk from  tbebouje^  with  her  cloak  on. 

Sophia.  So— Heaven  be  praifed,  I  have  made 
my  efcapc— and  now,  if  I  knew  where  to  fly  for 
protedlion— - 

Norn,  [having  obferved  her']  Fly  into  my  arms, 
my  angel — I'll  put  you  into  that  chaile  in  a  mo- 
ment, out  of  town  in  aninftant,  at  Gretna  Green 
in  a  fecond,  aiicl  in  all  the  news-papers  and  print* 
Ihops  before  to-morrow  morning  ! 

Sophia.  Upon  my  word.  Sir,  Vm  very  much 
obliged  to  you!  [curtfies.]  Pray,  may  I  afk  who 
you  are  ? 

Nom.  Who  I  am?  Why,  if  you  don*t  know 
me,  you  know  nothing — I'm  Nominal. 

Sophia.  Nominal !  Is  it  poffible  ?  What !  the 
gendeman  who  fo  generoufly  releafed  me  from 
the  Colonel,  and  has  fince  made  fo  much  noife 
and  confufion  ? 

Nom.  Yes  J  Fm  the  man !  I've  made  a  noife ! 
and  if  you  love  notoriety — you  muft  prefer  me 
t9  all  heroes,  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come  !  My 
angel !  [takes  her  hand]  where  fhall  I  con- 
duft  you  ?  As  far,  or  as  near  as  you  plcafe— 
[aJiJe.]  I  (hall  get  as  much  fame  by  two  miles,  as 
two  hundred — for  though  I  mean  to  be  honour- 
able, I  know  the  world  is  tvv*o  fcandalous  to  think 
me  ^! 

Sophia.  Ah  !  I  wi(h  I  could  depend  on  you— 
You  fee  Vvctio  refource*— I  nmift  either  return  to 
the  tjrranny  of  my  guardian,  or  truft  »  your 
honour  and  generofity. 

Nom. 
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Nom.  Truft !  Look  ye,  my  charming  girl !  IVe 
had  an  intrigue  without  an  intimacy — a  duel 
without  enmity,  and  1  nicant  to  haVe  had  an 
elopement  without  matrimony !  But,  by  Heaven  ! 
there's  fomething  in  your  peribnand  manner,  has 
fo  won  upon  me  !  that,  let  me  have  the  fame  of 
carrying  you  off,  and  hereafter  you  IhaU  difpofe 
pf  me  as  you  pleaie  I 

Sophia.  I  believe  you  ;  and  if  you  will  condiift 
me  to  a  relation's  houfe,  a  few  miles  from  town — 

Norn.  Come  along,  Sophia  !r— Faidi !  Tvc 
been  fo  long  looking  for  a  creankre  fo  eccentric 
as  myfeK,  that  now  IVe  found  one,  l^il  not  cafily 
part  whh  it  I 

Sir  Andrew  wiibin. 

Sir  aindrew.  Where  are  you  all — ^James  ! 
Sophia.  My  guardian's  voice — make  hafle.  Sir, 
l^om.    Farewell,  old  mifery,  and  once  morp 
for  nocoricty*-*  [^Exit  with  Sophia. 

Rjt-£nter  Sir  ANORSw/r^  houfe. 

Sir  Andrew.  There  they  go !  that  devil  of  a 
fellow  b^  carried  her  off!  TU  purfuc  them— f 
I'U—  .    /         .    ' 

£ir/tfr-CoL0NEL  Hubbub. 

Col.  [/peaking  to  Nominal^  HuTza !  that*s 
right— away  with  her, — ^Lx)okj  old  boy  I  ^Ipbk 
there  !. — Firft  he  intrigues  with  yoyr  wife,  gnd 
then  he  elopes  with  your  ward  !  Isn't  hjcfi  %e 
fellow  ?  Isn't  he  like  me  ? 

Sir  Andrew.  Yes ;  he's  as  like  you,  as  pne 
madman  is  like  another-^buj  Til  overxake  him  ! 
I'll  make  him  ftudious  again,  or  beat  him  a$ 
foundly  as  he  beat  you  !  Til  be  revenged ! ' 

[Exit. 
-^'  K2  Col. 
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CoL  I  knew  I  fhould  bring  him  up  to  fbme 
purpofe  !  Inftead  of  praftifing  law,  hc*ll  promote 
it  now,  and  then  for  a  general  deAion — Ob  I 
what  a  fcene  will  he  make  at  a  general  eleftion ! 

Enter  O*  Whack., 

0*fFback.  And  has  your  honour  found  hini 
out  at  laft  ?  by  my  foul,  I  always  faid  he  was  as 
iiill  of  mifchief  as  yourfclf,  ma  foi. 

CoL  Yes ;  that  he  is !  he's  me  in  every  thing ; 
and  here,  thou  dear  tutor,  here*s  fomcthing  wr 
the  pains  you  have  taken  in  finifhing  his  educa- 
tion [giving  him  money. 1 

O'fVhack.  Bien  oblige,  your  honour  !  I  never 
wanted  the  dear  craters  more  in  my  life  y  for 
there's  a  fine  young  jontlcman  juft  thrown  into 
prifon,  who  hasn't  a  fous  to  fave  him  from  ftar- 
vation — So,  d'ye  fee,  as  he  once  did  me  a  bit  of 
afervice.  Til  do  him  another ;  and  then  there'll 
be  no  mauvairc  houte  betwixt  us,  you  know-^ 

Col.  What  is  his  name,  O' Whack? 

O'fVback.  Monficur  Clairville  I  poor  lad  !  I 
believe  he  was  juft  going  to  the  Eaftern  Indies  to 
bring  home  a  large  fortune  in  his  pocket,  and  % 
little  hole  in  his  liver. 

CoL  Clairville  in  prifon  ! 

O'PThack.  C'cft  vrais,  jewel — his  brother,  who 
is  a  lord,  and  not  a  gentleman  d'ye  fee,  had  him 
tap'd  on  the  Ihouldcr,  and  throwp  into  jail  for  ^ 
thoufand  louis  d'ors. 

CoL  I  know  his  brother's  treachery  well ;  and 
now  rejoice  that  Nominal  befriended  Clairville, 
inftead  of  injuring  him — But  go  to  him, 
O'Whack,  tell  him,  I'll  fee  Lord  Jargon,  and 
do  all  in  my  power  to  aflift  him— Gq,  and  com- 
ferthim. 
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OWback.  rU  go  dircftly,  and  ten  thoufand 
bleflings  on  your  honour  in  the  bargain — ^Bo& 
jour  !  Oh  !  by  the  eternal  powers  !  I  wifti  we  had 
his  Lordfhip  in  Ireland — I'd  lay  my  bcft  cha- 
peau  to  a  thirteen,  he'd  never  niakc  a  fpcech 
about  the  good  of  his  country  again.  \^Exit. 

CoL  Poor  Clairvillel  I'll  enquire  into  the 
matter  inftantly,  and  then  to  hear  what  Nonunal 
has  done  widi  Sophia — Oh !  the  dear  fellow  I 
Now 

516^  ireed  will  heprejerv^d  frmnfire  to  fire^ 

jind future  Hubbubs  keep  the  world  onjire. 


SCENE — An  apartment  with  glafs  doors — Enter 
HoNORiA  from  doors^  and  feeing  Lady  Acid 
entering^  fhuts  them  in  great  agitation. 

Hon.  Heavens  !  Lady  Acid  ! 

Lady  A.  What's  the  matter  with  you  now  ? 
What  makes  you  look  fo  pale  ? 

Hon.  Nothing,  Ma'am  !  nothing — 

Lady  A.  I  come  to  tell  you,  that,  that  wretch 
Clairville  is  in  prifon,  and  will  remain  there  for 
ever ;  unlefs  you  have  difcretion  enough  to  ac- 
ceptLord  Jargon*soffers — then  he'll  be  releafed — 
Nay,  none  of  your  airs— his  Lordfliip  is  honour- 
able ;  he  means  marriage. 

Hon.  Marriage!  can  his  Lofhip  have  the 
condefcenGon  ? 

Lady  A.  Yes;  and  fee  where  he  comes  to 
make  his  own  propofals. 

Enter  Lord  Jargon. 

IVe  been  telling  Honoria,  my  Lord,  that  you'll 
have  the  humanity  to  releafe  your  profligate  broo- 
dier 
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thcr  from  prifon,  if  (licll  confent  to  (hare  jrour 
tide  and  fortune. 

Lord  Jar.  Am  I  to  be  the  happy  man  ? 

Hon.  Never,  my  Lord  ! 

Lord  Jar.  How  !  Never  1 

Hon*  No. — Let  me  be  the  fimple  Honoria, 
and  enjoy  fclf  approbation^  rather  than  be  the 
wife  ot  your  Lordftiip,  and  lofc  the  congratula- 
tions of  my  own  heart. 

Lady  A.  Hear  me,  Honoria — think  of  the 
title,  the  fafhion ! 

Hon.  Fiftiion !  contemptible !  Tm  weary  of 
the  very  word!  What  has  it  ever  done,  that  there 
Ihould  be  fuch  nugic  in  the  found  ?  Tis  true, 
it  has  thrown  a  veil  over  vice,  exalted  the  unde- 
ferving,  and  given  a  fanftion  to  diffipation  \  but 
has  it  ever  relieved  poverty,  leffened  oppreffion, 
or  wiped  away  the  tear  of  fuffcring  virtue !  name 
it  net  then — nornamehisLordlhipasa  hufband— 
I  fhall  treat  both  with  equal  difdain. 

Lord  Jar.  More  fentiments!  and  where  they 
came  from.  Heaven  only  knows  ! 

Lady  A.  Mighty  fine,  Madam;  but  fmce  youVc 
fo  arrogant,  the  Colonel  (hall  be  told  of  your  .be- 
haviour— he  (hall  hear  of  your  mean  mercenary 
difpofition — What  !  though  you  pretend  to  de- 
Ipife  his  Lordfliip,  you  can  receive  jewels  from 
him. 

Hon.  Jewels !  Heaven's  !  Was  I  not  compell'd. 
Madam  ? 

Lady  A.  No  matter — che  proof  is  againft  you— 
they  are  in  your  poffeflion,  and  when  your  uncle 
hears  of  it,  I'm  fure  he  won't  rcfufe  his  Lord- 
(hip's  o(Fcrs. 

Ent^ 
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Enter  Col.  Hubbue. 

Ccl  Won't  he  ?  But  he  will  tho' !  Tho*  I  love 
a  lad  of  fpirit,  1  deteft  premeditated  villainy  as 
much  as  any  man-7-Your  brother  Clairvillc  is  \vt 
prifon,  my  Lord  j  and  Tm  told  by  your  0)eans. 

Hon.  Yes,  Sir — 'tis  fo — ^by  his,  his  brother's 
means. 

Lady  A.  Peace  !  and  let  me  fpeak — ColoneI» 
notwithftanding  your  prejudices  againft  me  and 
Lord  Jargon,  I  know  when  you  hear  the  con- 
duft  of  this  mean  avaricious  girl,  you'll  confefs, 
that  his  Lordfliip  has  a  greater  claim  to  her  than 
any  other  man — ^You'll  allow  fine  diamonds  are 
rare  things ! 

Col.  lesi  next  to  modefty  and  good  fenic, 
the  rareft  things  now-a-days  to  be  met  with. 

Lady  A.  Then,  Sir,  with  fhamcl  mention  it, 
(he  has  rcceiv'd  a  necklace  from  his  Lordlhip, 
worth  athoufand  pounds. 

Col.  How  !  Is  this  true,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Jar.  I  can't  anfwer  you — but  I  won't  de- 
ny it. 

Lady  A.  She  will  tell  you,  that  I  compcll'd 
her  to  accept  the  necklace;  but  even  if  that  were 
the  cafe,  (he  might  have  returned  it  to  his  Lord- 
fliip long  ere  this  time. 

CoU  'Tis  too  plain  !  I  fee  it  by  her  bluffies — 
Bafe,  fordid  girl !  where  are  the  diamonds  ? 
Produce  and  give  them  back  to  his  Lordlhip,  or 
I  fwear — Go  fetch  them  inftantly — What  1  do 
you  hefitate  ? 

Hon.  1  have  not  the  necklace  by  me.  Sir — I-^ 

OdI.  What  have  you  done  with  it  then  ? 

Hon.  To  confcfs  the  truth.  Sir — I   have  fold 

hi 

Col 


74 


NOTORIETY. 


Norn*  If  you'd  give  me  your  own  into  the 
bargain,  1  wou'dn't  difpofe  of  lier  fo  difhonour- 
ably  —No,  no  j  your  brother  is  my  friend,  and 
if  I  have  any  intereft  in  Honoria,  I  hope  Ihe  may 
be  his  for  ever — And  now,  all  I  recommend  to 
you,  and  my  old  acquaintance  here  \to  Lady 
Mid]  is,  to  leave  the  world  and  take  the  wax- 
figure  along  with  you !  [^Exit  Lady. 

Col.  That's  right,  my  boy! — Every  thing 
Iball  be  joined  to-night-— Hands,  hearts  and 
cftates  !  Til  give  Clairvillc  property,  and  if  his 
Lordfhip  has  any  more  prefents,  another  dia- 
mond necklace — Why,  he  may  fettle  it  on  the 
firft  child. 

Nom.  Won't  you  follow  her,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Jar.  I  follow  her!  not  for  a  thoufand 
worlds  ! — Lady  Acid  ! 

\^Exit^  calling  Lady  Acid. 

Enter  S IK  Andrew. 

Sophia.  Sir  Andrew,  I  hope  youVc  forgiven 
me  every  thing. 

Sir  Andrew.  Yes,  yes  ;  you,  and  your  kindred 
genius  have  tormented  me  fo  much,  that  I  could 
not  be  better  revenged,  than  by  marrying  you 
together — I've  loft  a  wife,  and  the  fludent  has 
found  one,  that's  all. 

Col.  "  Which  has  the  better  bargain." — Ods 
life !  old  boy,  an't  you  delighted  to  fee  us  all 
fo  merry. 

Sir  Andrew.  Faith  !  I  think  I  am — but  don't 
be  too  hard  upon  me— -don't  be  too  merry— - 
left  the  devil  that's  within  me,  ifhould  tempt  mc 
to  make  long  faces  again. 

Nom. 
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Nom.  If  he  does,  itmuft  be  at  another  time^ 
and  in  another  place. 

Good  humour  reigns  Jo  ahfolutely  here, 
^bat  when  there*  s  caufe  for  cenjure^  none  we  fear. 
So  great  their  candour!  they  Jo  Jeldom  blame ^     ^ 
^hat  even  Nominal  may  get  a  name  i  I 

And  Notoriety — be  crown' d  witbfame^  J 
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ACT    1. 

SCEKE  l.-^An  Apartment  in  SmalltraDe's 
Banking  Houfe — Boors  open  in  the  Hall,  and 
Clerks  Jeen  writing. 

Enter  Warford  and  Plainly* 

Plainly, 

i\I  AV,  do  not  think  me  curious  or  inipcrti- 
iicnt,  Mr-  Warford — I  have  lived  fo  long  with 
you  and  your  uncle,  that  I  cannot  fee  you  un* 
happy  without  enquiring  the  caufe. 

Warford.  My  uncle  is  himfelf  the  caufe — his 
weaknefs  and  credulity  will  undo  us  all. 

Plainly.  Excufe  me,  fir  i  but  I'm  afraid  the 
young  lady  now  on  a  vific  ac  our  banking  houfe— 
the  charming  Lady  Henrietta  !«-has  fhe  not 
made  a  very  deep  imprcflion  ? 

B  Warford. 
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^^TT^i.Toronftfs  the  truth,  Ihehas;  and 
though  from  my  inferior  fituation  in  life,  I  can 
never  afpire  to  the  gaining  of  her  afFcftions, 
Ihe  may  ftill  have  to  thank  me  for  faving  her 
from  ruin. 

Piainly.  From  ruin,  fir  1 
tVarford.  Ay ;  flie  is  now  on  the  very  brink 
of  it — When  her  father.  Lord  Orville,  went 
abroad  for  his  health,  he  gave  her  a  fortune  of 
eight  thoufand  pounds,  and  left  her  to  the  care 
of  her  uncle.  Sir  Thomas  Roundhead — At  his 
country  feat,  Mr.  Smalltrade  met  with  her,  and 
being  banker  to  her  father,  he  thought  it  his 
duty  to  invite  her  to  his  houfe. 

Plainly.  And  (he  had  no  fooner  enter'd  it,  than 
fhe  became  acquainted  with  Sir  Charles  and 
Mifs  Dazzle — I  fufpeft  their  infamous  defigns. 

Warford.  Yes,  Plainly  \ — when  Mifs  Dazzle 
has  robb'd  her  of  her  fortune  at  the  gaming 
table.  Sir  Charles  is  to  attempt  to  deprive  her 
of  her  honor — but  if  1  don't  fliamc  and  expofe 
them  !  Oh  !  think  of  the  heartfelt  fatisfaftion 
in  faving  fuch  a  woman  as  Lady  Henrietta ! 
'Tis  true,  mod  of  her  fortune  is  already  loft, 
and  Sir  Thomas  is  fo  offended  at  her  condudl, 
that  (wanting  an  heir  to  his  eftate)  he  ha» 
adopted  his  god-daughter,  Rofa. 

Plainly.  'Sdeath !  1  wilh  Sir  Charles  and  his 
fifter  were  driven  back  to  London — They  are  a 
difgrace  to  this,  our  fafhionable  fca-bathing 
town. 

IVarfoid.  What  moft  I  fear,  is  left  my  uncle 
fliou'd  join  their  confederacy — I  know  it  is  their 
plan  to  lure  him  into  partncrfliip,  and  he  is  fo 
anxious  to  encreafc  his  fortune,  that  under  the 

idea 
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idea  of  growing  rich^  he  may  be  deluded  into 
any  fcheme. 

[Smalltrade  appears  at  the  doors^  reading  a 
ledger  n 

Here  he  is— Be  fecret  and  difcreet.  Plainly,  and 
perhaps  the  next  time  we  converfe,  I  may  be 

I>roud  to  tell  you,  I  have  faved   an  innocent 
ady  from  treachery  and  ruin  !  [Exit^ 

Smalltrade.  {coming  forwrd.)  "  Smallcradc 
"  debtor  to  Sir  Harry  Hockley  two  thoufand 
**  pounds  in  fpecie — (Creditor  two  liundred  in 
"  paper." — Ah  !  that's  very  well !  I  don't 
know  how  it  is — My  little  nice  bank  is  not  the 
thing  it  was — People  of  real  property  have  be- 
come country  bankers  now,  and  play'd  the 
devil  with  us  petty,  dafliing  traders.  {Knocking 
at  doorJ)  Plainly,  fee  who's  there. 

Plainfy.  Give  me  leave,  fir.  (Taking  ledger,  6?r.) 

lExit. 
Smalltrade.  There's  nothing  like  a  fnug  coun- 
try bank — ready  money  received — ^paper  notes 
paid — and  though  I  make  fifteen  per  cent,  and 
pay  their  drafts  in  my  own  bills,  what  of  that  ? 
A  five  guinea  note  is  fo  convenient  for  carriage 
or  pofting — lays  fo  clofe  in  a  letter,  or  flips  fo 
neatly  in  the  fleeve  of  a  coat — Oh !  its  of  great 
life  to  the  country,  and  a  vafl:  benefit  to  my- 
fclf. 

Re-enter  Plainly,  f^lltmfd  hy  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Is  this  your  country  bank,  as  you-caU 
it? 

Plainfy.  It  is. 

Serv.  I  want  change  for  this  draft  of  Sir 
Jlvry  Hockley's. 

3  2  Plainfy, 
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Plainly.  Very  well — ^How  much  is  it  for  ? 

Serv.  A  hundred  pounds, 

SmalUrade.  What? 

Serv.  A  hundred  pounds. 

SmalUrade.  Mercy  on  me  !  YouVe  fet  me  all 
in  a  tremble  !  Draw  on  a  country  bank  for  9 
hundred  pounds — ^Why,  does  your  matter  fup- 
pofc  himfclf  drawing  on  the  bank  of  Amfter* 
dam  ? 

Plainly.  True,  fir;  and  if  you  recQlle£i;>  wc 
had  a  large  run  upon  us  yefterday. 

Smalltrade.  So  wc  had — a  very  large  run! 
Sir  Thomas  Roundhead  drew  in  one  draft  for 
the  enormous  fum  of  twenty-five  pounds  j  and 
here's  your  mafter  draws  for  a  hundred — Talk 
of  a  country  bank !  The  bank  of  £nglan4 
cou'dn*t  ftand  this. 

Serv.  I  can't  tell,  fir— Sir  Harry  faid  he  had 
ten  times  the  money  in  your  hands. 

SmalUrade.  So  he  has,  and  what  then  ? 
Doesn't  he  place  money  in  my  hands  that  it  may 
be  fafe  ?  and  if  he  is  to  draw  it  out  in  large 
fums,  that  is,  if  he  is  to  get  it  when  he  wants 
it,  where  wou'd  be  the  ufe  of  a  banker  ?  Plainly, 

f)ay  the  draft  in  my  own  notes ;  and  d'ye  mind^^ 
et  them  be  all  at  thirty  and  forty  days  fight- 
Young  man,  go  with  my  clerk. 

[Exeunt  Plainly  ana  Servants 
'Tis  near  the  time  my  accomplilhed  couGn,  Mift 
Dazzle,  is  to  wait  upon  me — She  writes  me 
word  (he  has  to  communicate  a  new  mode  of 
growing  rich — Dear  1  how  I  long  to  hear  it  ? 
It's  my  way  always  to  catch  at  every  thing — 
I^erc  fhe  is. 

Enten 
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Enter  Mijs  Dazzle. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  Good  morning,  Mr.  Smalltrade 
»— Pm  forry  we  hadn't  the  pleafure  of  feeing  yoa 
at  our  gala  laft  night. 

SmdlUrade.  J^ray  be  feated,  coufin.  (Xheyjit.) 
Ah  !  Vm  told  it  was  the  mod  grandj  expenfive 
entertainment. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Expenfive  !  your  pardon,  fir — 
It  didn't  coft  me  and  my  brother  a  (hilling, 

Smalltrade.  No! 

Mijs  Dazzle.  No— and  what  will  furprize  you 
more,  it  is  our  fumptuous  houfe,  our  brilliant 
rooms,  and  extravagant  entertainments  that  pay 
all  our  expences — In  fhort,  Mr.  Smalltrade, 
we've  found  out  a  new  mode  of  growing  rich. 

Smalltrade.  Have  you  ?  {rubbing  bis  bands) 
That's  what  I  want  to  hear  about. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  And  that's  what  I  came  to  im» 
part  to  you — In  a  word,  fir,  we  keep  a  bank. 

Smalltrade.  Do  you  ?  Well,  that's  one  way* 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Yes,  fuch  a  bank !  fo  oppofitc 
to  yours  !  We  know  nothing  of  notes,  checks, 
clerks,  or  currency — We  don't  rife  early  in  the 
morning  to  fettle  our  accounts,  or  Ihut  up  be- 
fore evening  to  prevent  our  cuftomcrs  from  fet* 
tling  theirs — No  all  our  bufincfs  is  done  in  the 
dark,  my  dear  coufin. 

Smalltrade.  In  the  dark !  fo  is  mine  too,  my 
dear  coufin. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  Then,  while  you  are  fatisfied 
with  a  hundred  pounds  profit  in  a  week,  we  are 
not  content  with  a  thoufand  in  a  night,  and  if 
ever  we  ftop  payment,  which  fortune  avert !  we 
have  nothing  to  furrender  but  mahogany  tables, 
wax-lights,  carJs,  and  dice-boxes. 

Smalltrade. 
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Smalltrade.  {rifing)  I  undcrftand — ^you  keep 
a  Faro-table  —  Oh!  take  me! — .Take  me  a^ 
Groom-porter  and  Til  make  my  fortune^  if  it$ 
only  by  picking  up  the  droppings. 

Mi/s  Dazzle.  There's  the  point — if  you  would 
but  confent  to  become  a  partner  with  myfelf 
and  my  brother,  our  profits  wou'd  be  trebled. 

Smalltrade.  Wou'd  they  ?  That's  nice  I 

Mifs  Dazzle.  The  cafe  is  this — ^Occafionally, 
though  it  feldom  happens^  we  want  ready  mo- 
ney to  carry  on  the  campaign. 

Smalltrade.  Ready  money  1  Ah!  there's  the 
devil — I've  nothing  but  paper. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Nonfenfe!  Your  notes  can  be 
changed  into  caflij  and  Sir  Charles  and  I  will 
pay  the  difcount. 

Smalllrade.  What!  pay  the  difcount  out  of 
your  own  pockets,  and  give  me  a  third  of  the 
profits  befides  ? 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Certainly. 

Smalltrade.  Then  I'll  be  a  partner,  and — Yet, 
hold,  hold — I'd  better  not  determine  too  haf- 
tily  (afde.)  Mifs  Dazzle,  here's  my  vifitor.  Lady 
Henrieta,  fo,  as  we're  difturb'd  you  fee,  I'll  wait 
on  you  in  an  hour  and  talk  further. 

Mfs  Dazzle.  By  that  time  Sir  Charles  will 
arrive  from  London — Good  day. 

Smalltrade.  Adieu  !  Zounds  1  I  always  had  a 
turn  for  gaiety,  and  I  don't  think  I  need  fear 
being  impofed  upon  ;  for  I've  fo  long  managed 
a  trading  bank,  that  I  muft  underftand  a  gam- 
bling one ! — I  fay,  coufin,  not  a  word  to  her 
about  the  new  mode  of  growing  rich — Good 
day !  [£x//, 

Mifs  Dazzle.  So,  the  old  gentleman  is  caught 
in  the  fnare^  and  aided  by  his  bank,  what  will 

not 
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not  ours  atchicvc  ?  Lady  Henrietta,  who  has 
refufed  my  brother's  hand  and  title,  will  now  be 
his  on  other  temnS,  -atjd  Warford,  who  is  our 
enemy,  will  be  involved  in  his  uncle's  ruin. 

Ewt^  Warford  and  Lady  Henrietta, 

Lady  Henrietta.  Why  fo  grave,  Mr,  Warford? 
You  really  can  be  very  pleafant  if  youpleafej 
but  thofe  gloomy  looks  !  I  declare  you  are  quite 
an  altered  man  -,  isn't  he,  Mifs  Dazzle  ? 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Every  thing  changes.  Lady 
Henrietta. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Why,  that's  v«ry  true ; — now 
to  look  at  the  alterations  in  this  town  (ince  laft 
fummer— Friends  have  become  enemies,  and 
enemies,  fritnds— You  !hall  hear.— The  othefr 
night,  I  went  to  Lady  Changeweli's,  where  I 
tifed  to  meet  all  my  old  acquaintance — ^To  my 
aftbhifliment,  I  didn't  fee  a  foul  I  knew. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Really  ! 

Lady  Henrietta.  No— an  entire  new  fet  of 
faces — So,  I  aflccd  her  ladylhip  after  her  frrend, 
the  little  Colonel — She  faid,  **  they  didn't  fpcak 
"  now."  *'  Where  is  your  companion  and  fa- 
"  vorite.  Lady  Brilliant" — faid  I. — **  Oh !  the 
**  creature  is  in  debt,  faid  (he,  and  wants  me  to 
«'  lend  her  money." — "  And  where  is  your  dear, 
"  darling,  loving hufband,"  faidL — "My dear, 
«*  darling,  loving  huiband  lives  with  an  Italian 
*'  Countefs,"  fays  fhe — "  We're  divorced,  and  I 
"  am  to  be  married  to-morrow,  to  my  old  bitter 
^  enemy,  Sir  Francis  Fickle — I  now  think  him  a 
**  moft  delightful,  charming  fellow,  and  believe 
*'  he's  the  only  real  friend  I  ever  had,  h«  I  ha> 
"ha!" 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Excellent ! 

I  Laify 
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Laitf  Henrietta.  Yes — its  feldom  a  friendflii]! 
lads  above  a  year — ^Is  it,  Mr.  Warford  ? 

tFdrfcrd.  I  hope  there  are  inftances.  Madam. 

Lady  Henrietta.  So  do  I,  Sir — but  I  am  afraid 
they  are  fo  rare — Hcigho  !  if  I  don't  mind,  I 
ihail  catch  your  fpleen,  and  be  as  grave  and 
fenti  mental  as  yourfelf. 

Warford.  And  why  not,  madam?  Why  be 
a(ham'd  of  fentiment  ?  'lis  true  it  is  the  nKxle 
to  ridicule  and  laugh  at  it;  but  I  doubt  if  fafhion 
and  all  its  fopperies,  can  find  a  pleafure  co  fup- 
ply  its  Ior$. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Vaftly  well !  Didn't  I  tell  you, 
Mifs  Dazzle,  he  could  be  very  plcafant  ?  You 
really  have  talents,  Mr.  Warford  ;  but  the  worft 
of  them  is,  they  go  more  to  inftruflioa  than 
amufement. 

IVarfcrd.  Then  I  am  facisSed,  Lady  Hen- 
rietta, and  if  I  could  convince  you  thac  happi- 
neis  is  not  to  be  found,  either  :n  the  fever  of 
liiQipacion,  or  the  delulions  of  a  gaming  table. 

Lady Hinriettd.  Fie!  don't  abufe  gaming,— 
the  thir.g  I  doat  on — 

IVcrjQrd.  Excufeme,  madam  ; — but  if  I  might 
advlie,  you  had  better  never  play  again. 

Lidy  Henrietta.  Oh  I  monilrous  I  Why,  you 
tyrant,  would  you  ihut  me  from  ths  world  and 
doiller  me  in  an  old  callle :  If  you  did,  I'd  ftill 
game — I  would,  if  I  bet:ed  on  the  ivy,  and  took 
odds  on  the  ravens  and  rooks — Wouldn't  you. 
Mils  Dazzle  ? 

Mi/s  Dazzld.  Me '.  I'd  keep  a  rookery  on  pur- 
pcfc. 

L^'v  Henrietta.  Av,  that  vou  would — bu5 
come — 1  m  going  to  meet  my  uncle,  :^;r  l  no- 
mas, a:  cac  horary — would  you  bciicvc  i: :  He, 

tOOj 
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.too^  is  fo  offended  .at  my  turning  gampfter^  that 
he  has  forbid  me  his  houfe,  and  adopted  his  Iittl6 
God-daughter  for  his  hicirefs ; — but — ^Iet*s  walk. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  With  pleafure — we  (hall  fee  you 
at  Faro  in  the  evening. 

Ladf  Henrietta.  Oh  certainly — Nay,  Jiow  you 
frown  now,  Mr.  Warford  ?  Come,  Til  make  a 
barg^n  with  you — if  I  lofe  a  thoufand  pounds 
to-night,  rUpromife  never  to  game  again—* 
never !  becaule,  having  nothing  left  to  lofe,  I 
muft  c*en  make  a  virtue  of  neceflity,  and  reform 
in  Ipitc  of  myfelf— Come.  lExetmt^ 


SCENE  ll.'-^utfide  of  Sir  Charles  Dazzle's 
boufe. — View  of  the  Sea. 

Enter  Sir  Charles,  (followed  by  a  Servant  with 
a  Portmanteau.) 

Sir  Charles.  So,  once  more  Vm  cfcaped  from 
the  fever  of  London  and  got  fafc  back  to  my 
favorite  fca  port— Take  the  things  in. 

[£x//  Servant  into  houfe. 
[^fuppofe  my  fifter  has  fo  plucked  the  pigeons 
in  my  abfencc,  that  there's  fcarcely  a  feather 
left  in  the  town. 

Enter  Mifs  Dazzle. 
^^fs  Dazzle.  Welcome  from  London,  brother 
*-I  have  juft  left  the  idol  of  your  heart,  the 
charming  Henrietta! — As  ufual,  the  banker's 
nephew  was  attending  her. 

Sir  Charles.  Ay,  ay  j   its  all  pretty  plain— but 
I.  won't  be  fcandalous. 

C  Mifs 
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Mifs  Dazzle.  Well,  if  lhe*s  his  to-day,  flic'U 
be  yours  to-morrow— ^I  have  fecn  Mr.  Small- 
trade — he  talks  of  becoming  a  partner,  and  if 
you  play  your  cards  well.  Lady  Henrietta  will 
be  completely  in  your  power. 

Sir  Charles.  Yes ;  for  when  I've  won  all  her 
money — I  can  be  generous  enough  to  be- 
come her  protedlor  !  [ajide.']  Well,  fitter,  we 
Ihall  ruin  them  all  ;  and  now- a- days  you 
know  you  can't  do  your  friend  a  greater  fcr- 
rice. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  What !  than  to  ruin  him  ! 

Sir  Charles.  To  be  fure — Where  is  the  ruin'd 
man  that  doesn't  fpend  twice  the  income  of  the 
richeft  citizen  in  London  ?  Don't  many  of  them 
have  executions  in  their  houfe  in  the  morning 
and  give  galas  at  night  ?  An't  the  very  bailim 
turned  into  fervants,  and  don't  they  ftill  ftakc 
five  thoufand  on  a  card  ?  Nay,  I  know  a  maa 
that  has  done  it  all  his  life. 

Mtfs  Dazzle.  Do  you  ?  Who  ? 

Sir  Charles.  Myfelf! — I  never  had  a  (hilling 
and  I've  always  lived  like  a  Nabob — ^And  how 
have  I  done  all  this  ?  How,  but  by  hofpitality ! 
By  entertaining  my  friends  elegantly  at  ont 
table,  and  genteelly  picking  their  pockets  at 
another. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Very  true ;  and  when  we've 
ruined  the  banker,  his  nephew  and  his  vifitor, 
they'll  think  themfclves  much  obliged  to  us — 
But  mind  and  humour  Smalltrade,  for,  without 
ready  money,  we  can't  go  on — Who's  here  ? 

Sir  Charles,  (looking  out.) '  Where  ? — Oh  !  its  a 
a  hanger-on  ot  mine — a  mere  Jackall,  who  dan- 
gles after  njc  in  hopes  of  preferment — I  brought 

him 
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him  from  London^  thinking  he  might  be  ufc- 
fuK 

M/s  Dazzle.  What,  is  it  Pave? 

Sir  Charles.  The  fame — The  dog  has  a  good 
heart ; — great  good  humour,  and  is  dcfcended 
from  a  reipedable  family ;  but  in  running  after 
people  ot  rank,  and  high  company,  he  has  fo 
reduced  his  fortune,  that  he  now  depends  on  me 
to  get  him  promoted. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Ay  j  Tve  heard  of  him — intro- 
duce him  to  a  lord,  or  promife  him  an  appoint- 
ment, and  he'll  do  any  thing  to  ferve  you. 

Sir  Charles.  Aye  5  fo  great  is  his  furor,  that 
an  interview  with  a  Prince,  or  an  audience  of  a 
Miniftcr,  wou'd  turn  his  brain— rbut  I  believe, 
were  he  once  provided  for,  he  wou'd  neither 
betray  his  benefaftor,  nor  difgrace  his  Coun- 
try. 

Enter  Pav8,  (a  long  roll  of  Paper  flicking  out  of 
his  Pocket.) 

Pavi,  (running  up  to  Sir  Charles.)  Sir  Charles ! 
—hark  ye.     {Whijpers.) 

Sir  Charles.  Lord  Orvillc  coming  home!  What 
then? 

Pavi.  Then,  Lord  Orville  is  your  acquaint- 
ance, and  I  am  your  friend,  and— you  under- 
ftand — I'm  always  ready. 

Sir  Charles.  Pray,  filler,  have  you  any  inter- 
eft?  If  you  have,  this  gentleman,  Mr.  Pave — 

Mi/s  Daxzle.  I  Ihou'd  be  very  happy ;  but  I 
fancy  there  is  nothing  more  difficult  than  to  get 
a  place. 

Pavi.  Yes  there  is.  Ma'am, — to  dcferve  it  1 
And  that  I  deferve  it,  is  evident  from  my  long 
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lift'of  promifes — (fakes  out  roir  of  paper)  here  it 
is  Ma'am — My  tour  firft  prdmiies  depend  on 
Lord  Orville,  you  fee — my  next  is  from  you. 
Baronet, 

^^fs  Dazzle.  Pray,  Mr.  Pavg,  do  you  find 
that  when  thcfe  great  people  make  youpromiies, 
they  always  keep  their  words  ? 

Pavh  Oh  1  Sir  Charles  will  anfwer  you  that 
queftion.  Ma'am — Heh! — Mum!  Baronet! 

Sir  Charles,.  Nay,  Pave,  you  know  the  other 
day  I  referred  you  to  a  man  in  power. 

Pave.  You  did  j — and  he  referred  me  to  an- 
other, who  kindly  fent  me  to  a  third,  that  po-< 
licely  hurried  nie  to  a  fourth,  till  at  lad  I  got 
kicked  down  ftairs  by  a  perfon  who  faid  ne 
knew  none  of  us — ^You  fee  the  fcheme  is  this. 
Ma'am — ^Nobody  will  (peak  firft  in  your  favor, 
but  all  promife  to  fecond  any  body  who  will, 
becaufe,  judging  by  themfelves,  they  know  no- 
body'll  fpeak  at  all. 

Mtfs  Dazzle.  Well,  if  I  was  you,  Mr.  PavJ, 
rd  try  fome  more  public  mode  of  getting  prcr 
ferr'd-^For  inftance  now^  fuppofe  you  adver- 
tized, 

Pavh  Don't  mention  it — I  did  advertize 
pnce,  and  what  do  you  think  happened  ?  A 
gentleman  waited  upon  me,  calling  himfelf  Lord 
Sulwin — fuperb  equipage— elegant  appearance^ 
r— free  in  liis  promifes-— fecurc  in  his  intereft— 7- 
I  bowed,  fmiled,«»— gave  his  lordlhip  a  thoufand 
guineas,  and  he  proved  to  be  an  attorney !  A 
money  lending  rafcal !  And  I've  never  fcen  or 
heard  of  him  fince ! 

^/>  Charles.  An  attorney  I.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Should 
you  know  him  again  ? 

2  P^'^h 
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Pavh  Know  himl  I  (hall  never  forget  him, 
becaufe  he  did  the  thing  fo  genteelly  as  he  tx- 
preflJfd  it— Oh!  if  I  catch  him ! 

Enkr  Smalltradb. 

SfnaUitade.  How  d'ye  do.  Sir  Charles  ?  Cotifin 
a  Woffd — {taking  MJs  Dazzle  ajide.)  Well,  Pvc 
rtlldfc  up  my  mind— ril  enter  into  your  fchemc 
— rm  determined  to  grow  rich. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Ay,  I  thought  you*d  fee  yonr 
ifttereft,  Mr.  Smallcrade- 

Smalltrade.  I  do— I  fee  we  fliall  make  fools  of 
them  all — At  night  I'll  come  and  be  a  looker* 
on  I  and  now,  if  you'll  ftep  into  the  houfc,  we'll 
arrange  articles  of  partncrmip. 

M^s  Dazzle.  With  all  my  heart — Come,  fir, 

Smalltrade.  A  third  of  the  profits  remember; 
and  hark  ye,  as  your  vifitors  arc  fo  fafhionable, 
I  fuppofc  I  muft  make  an  appearance — look  like 
a  gentleman  !  I  can  do  it,  I  aflfure  you — but 
then,  how  to  underftand  the  technicals  ?  to  talk 
like  the  reft:  of  you  ?  Oh  !  evil  communication 
will  corrupt  my  good  manners — So,  come 
along. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Brother,  will  you  follow?  Mr» 
Pave,  we  Ihall  fee  you  in  the  evening. 

[JEv//  into  boufe  with  Smalltrade. 

Pav}.  {Stopping  Sir  Charles y  who  is  following) 
Gad  !  this  muft  be  fomc  great  man — Baronet, 
who  is  that  little  fellow. 

Sir  Charles.  A  man  of  very  great  power — If 
you'll  remind  me,  I'll  introduce  you  at  night. 

P^'^.  Introduce  me!  Oh!  don't  trouble 
yourfelf — I  can  do  that  myfclf. 

Sir  Cbarks.  I  believe  it — Mind  you  arc  ufcful 

now^ 
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now-— recoiled  I  brought  you  down  to  aflift  in 
jail  our  fchcmcs — Speak  highly  of  your  patron. 

Pavh  Ay,  and  of  mylclf  too.  Sir  Charles: 
For  in  this  unthinking  age,  fay  you're  a  clever 
fellow,  and  every  body  believes  it— They  re- 
member they  heard  you  prais'd,  and  forget 
where — I  know  my  duty — Succefs  to  you,  my 
ever  dear,  kind  patron  !  [^Exit  Sir  Charles. 
Dirty,  ihuffling  rafcal!  IVe  been  his  dangler 
.thefe  five  years,  and  never  got  any  thing  but 
promifcs— -Oh !  if  Lord  Orville,  or  even  that 
great  little  man  would  befriend  me  ! — I'll  get  a 
new  patron,— I  will !  Sir  Charles's  contemptible 
tricks  are  beneath  a  man  of  my  confequence— - 
V\\  about  it  inftantlys  and  though  neceflity  may 
make  me  dependent,  it  fhall  never  make  me 
mean  2  for  if  I  can't  be  promoted,  fo  as  to  be  of 
fervice  to  my  country,  hang  me  if  I'll  be  pro- 
moted at  all.  [kxit. 


End  of  Act  I. 
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ACT     11. 

SCENE  I. — An  elegant  Saloon  /j/ftVCn  arles*s— 
One  door  leaSng  to  Faro-Room — the  other  i§ 
Supper-Room. 

Flourijb  of  Clarinets. 

Enter  Warford  and  Servant. 

Warford.  Tell  Mr.  Smalltrade  I  defirc  to  fpeak 
with  him. 

Servant.  Mr.  Smalltrade  is  engaged,  fir— 
Lookiag  on  at  the  gaming  table. 

Warford.  Tell  him  his  nephew  is  come  accord- 
ing to  his  orders. 

\Exit  Servant  in  Faro-Room. 
'Sdcath !  'tis  as  I  fufpedled — he  has  fent  for  me 
to  bring  articles  of  partnerlhip  between  himfelf 
and  thcfe  impoftors — ^What  is  to  be  done  ?  He 
is  convinced  he  fhall  make  his  fortune  by  the 
undertaking,  and  fo  great  is  his  credulity,  that 
'till  he  is  completely  ruined,  he  will  not  detedt 
the  impofition — Can  I  believe  it  ?  Yonder  he 
comes.     {Stands  afide,) 

Fkurijh  of  Clarinets. 

Enter  from  Faro-Rjoom^  Smalltkad^  full-dre/i'd, 
handing  in  Mi/i  Dazzle. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Well,  Mr.  Smalltrade,  how  do 
you  like  Faro  ?  Don't  you  fee  it's  the  way  to  get 
money  ? 

Smalltrade. 
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Smalltrade.  I  do— I  fee  my  fortune's  made. 
(7«r/fj  about.)  Heh !  What  do  you  think? 
Sha'n't  I  do  ?  Don't  I  Ipok  like  one  of  us  ? 
{Struts  about.) 

Mifs  Dazzle.  You  do  indeed. 

Smalltrade.  I've  learnt  all  your  cant  .words 
too— I'ai  not  a  greenhorn  or  a  flat— ^-rm  an  old 
rook  and  a  black  legs  ! — ^Juft  Itke  you  and  your 
brother. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Well,  but  Mr.  Smalltrade ! — the 

mufic — gaming — the   company Altogether, 

isn't  it  a  mod  enchanting  amufement  ? 
.    Smalltrade.   It  is  indeed — and  f'aro's  a  mon- 
ftrous  pretty  game.     Coufin,  do  you  know  Td 
a  great  mind  to  have  had  a  touch  myfelf* 

Mifs  Dazzle.  How  I  you  play,  fir ! 

Smalltrade.  I  don't  know  how  it  was— I  fdc 
an  odd,  ticklifh  fenfation— a  fort  of  itching  at 
the  end  of  my  fingers,  and  prefently  I  caught 
myfelf  putting  a  guinea  on  a  card. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  Well,  but  you  to6k  it  up 
again. 

Smalltrade.  No,  I  didn't — I  let  it  lay,  and 
fomebody  elfe  took  it  up  for  me. 

Mifi  Dazzle.  What,  you  loft  it? 

Smalltrade.  I  did — I  loft  my  guinea !  Oh  f 
it's  a  fweet  game  !  I  dont't  wonder  at  the  money 
rolling  in — ^But  where's  the  fuppcr  f 

Mifs  Dazzle.  Yonder. 

Smalltrade.  So  it  is — ^What  a  feaft  for  the 
.  fcnfcs !  Eyes,  ears,  tafte,  feeling,  all  gratified ! 
— But  hold,  hold — By  the  law  of  the  land  don't 
we  come  under  the  vagrant  aft?  Mayn't  a 
juftice  of  the  peace  fend  you,  .1,  and  all  the 
noble  hoft  of  Faro  to  be  whipt  at  the  cart's 
tail  ? 

Mifs 
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Mifs  Dazzle.  You  forget — Gold  makes  jufticc 
blind. 

SmalUrade.  True — that's  another  way  of  grow- 
ing rich — But  where's  Warford  ?  I  wifh  Warford 
would  bring  the  articles. 

Mi/s  Dazzle.  There  he  is,  fir— Fll  leave  you 
to  talk  to  him — for  in  the  next  room,  they  can 
do  no  more  without  me,  than  I  can  without 
them.     Adieu  I   Call  me  when  you  want  me. 

[ExU. 
Warford  advances. 

Smalltrade.  Well,  fir,  what  do  you  ftarc  at  ? 
Does  the  fplendor  of  my  drefs  furprizc  you,  or 
are  you  angry  becaufe  I  want  to  grow  rich  ? 
Where  arc  the  articles,  fir  ? 

Warford.  They  are  not  yet  finifhed,  fir. 

SmalUrade.  Look  ye,  fir  j  you  think  this  bank 
isn't  fo  good  as  mine;  but  I'd  have  you  know 
they  have  ten  times  our  cuftomers.  People  will 
game,  fir. 

JVarford.  Will  they,  fir? 

SmalUrade.  Yes  5  there's  a  curft,  ticklifti  fen- 
fation  makes  a  naan  game  whether  he  will  or  not ; 
then,  when  I  give  turtle  and  venifon  at  home, 
I'm  obliged  to  pay  for  it  myfelf  i  but  here  egad ! 
they  make  other  people  pay  for  it :  and  a  couple 
of  lemons  fqueez'd  into  a  quart  of  water,  will 
fetch  twenty  guineas  a  tumbler!— -But,  George, 
now,  isn't  this  a  molt  delicious  fcene  ?  Tho 
fupper  1  Look  at  the  fupper,  you  dog  1  Do^n'c 
the  very  fmell  make  you  happy  P 

Warford.  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  fo  im- 
pofed  upon. 

Smalltrade.  Impofed  upon  1 

Warford.  Yes,  fir*— If  you  have  any  feeling 
for  yourfelft   regard   for  me^   or  affection  for 

D  Ladj^ 
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Lady  Henrietta,  who  is  plac'd  under  your  pro^ 
teftion,  you  will  refufe  to  countenance  fuch 
infamous  dcfigns — They  will  draw  you  into 
the  partnerlhip,  rob  you  of  your  fortune,  and 
laugh  at  you  for  your  folly. 

Smalltrade.  Indeed! 

Warford.  Yes>  fir;  and  without  your  affift- 
ance  they  muft  fall  to  the  ground  ;  for  though 
they  nnake  large  foqris  every  night — they  con- 
trive to  fpend  'em  every  day. 

Smalltrade.  Oh  !  then  they  do  make  large 
fums,  do  they  ? 

Watford.  Certainly — But  how  is  it  done  \  By 
perverting  the  laws  of  hofpitality— by  annihi-* 
lating  the  bonds  of  fociety,  and  under  the  fpc- 
cious  (Yiafk  of  rank  and  character,  perpetrating 
crimes  that  common  {harpers  are  excluded 
from. 

Smalltrade.  What's  that  to  you  or  me  ?  If  the 
money's  made,  it's  quite  enough  to  fatisfy  my 
confcience!  So,  go,  fir — finifli  the  articles  of 
partnerlhip,  and  bring  them  inftantly. 

Warford.  Oh,  fir!  confider—Even  now  per- 
haps Lady  Henrietta  is  falling  a  viftim  to  their 
artifices,  and  if  you  join  the  confederacy,  all-— 
all  will  be  undone  1 

Smalltrade.  Go,  fir^no  reply — I  muft  and 
will  be  obeyed. 

[Exit  Warford. 
Senfelcfs  flat !  While  I  can  fill  my  ftomach  in 
one  room,  and  my  pockets  in  the  other,  what 
do  1  care  for  him  or  Henrietta  ?  But  now  to 
take  a  peep,  juft  to  fee  who's  lofing.  {Looks  in 
Faro- Room.) 

SnUt 


A      C  O  M  E  D  Y.  If 


Enter  PavS. 

Pav}.  Really,  this  is  a  moft  ihocking  bufi- 
nefs — I'm  told  they've  drawn  in  their  relation, 
a  filly  country  banker — Sir  Charles  brought  me 
down  to  be  ufcful,  but  no  profpeft  of  advantage 
to  myfelf,  fhall  ever  induce  me  to  take  part  in 

a  bad    adminiftration, Hal    yondcr's  that 

little  great  man — Now,  if  I  can  but  coax  him 
into  my  lift  of  promifes  !  Sir,  your  moft  obe- 
dient. 

Smalltrade.  Sir,  your  moft  devoted. 

Pavi.  I  fee,  fir,  you're  a  friend  of  my  patron^ 
Sir  Charles — And,  next  to  being  a  man  of  rihk 
one's  felf,  I  know  nothing  like  living  amongft 
them — Where  does  your  intereft  lay,  fir  ? 

Smalltrade.  My  intereft!  Who  the  deuce  is 
this  ? 

Pofvi.  I  wifh  I  knew  his  title,  {ajide.)  Pray 
be  feated,  fir.  {Thtyjit.)  Now,  fir.  {Taking 
cut  bis  roll  of  promifes)  Look  at  that  lift  of 
promifes  !  Many  of  your  noble  friends,  you 
fee,  fir — but  nothing  done  3  Nothing! 

Smalltrade.  Many  of  my  noble  friends !  Oh ! 
what,  you  want  promotion^  do  you  ?— ^My  dear 
fir,  I've  no  influence. 

Pav}.  Excufe  me,  fir— I  know  better — Do 
you  think  I  can't  tell  a  great  man  when  I  fee 
him  ?  (Smalltrade  looks  pleased.)  Befides^ 
when  was  it  that  fuch  manners,  fuch  an  appear* 
ance,  and  fuch  a  ftyle  of  drefs  cou'dn't  com- 
mand every  thing.  (Smalltrade  looks  more 
pleas' J.)  My  dear  fir,  you  remind  me  of  the  old 
courts  you  do  indeed— Of  an  old  bedchamber 
lord. 

Pa  Smalltrade, 
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Smalltrade.  {greatly pleas' d)  Bedchamber  lord! 
Ay  i  Vvc\  very  upright.  {Hqlds  up  his  head.) 

Pavi.  Perhaps  you  arc  diffident,  fir — never 
applied. 

SmalUrade.  Why,  that's  very  true — ^I  never 
did  aik  a  man  in  power  a  favour,  never — ^I've  i 
great  mind  to  try. 

Pavi.  Do — make  the  experiment,  and  by 
way  of  founding,  get  a  fmall  fnug  appointment 
for  me,  before  you  alk  a  grand  one  for  your- 
felf. 

Smalltrade.  I  will — 1*11  get  a  little  one  for  you, 
and  a  great  one  for  myfelf — Was  there  ever  fuch 
a  delicious  fcene  ?  How  riches  do  pour  in  upon 
me! 

Pavi.  Riches!  Why,  did  the  fchemc  never 
ftrike  you  before  ? 

Smalltrade.  Never— And  I'm  amazed  I  cou'd 
be  fuch  a  greenhorn,  (ri/es.)  Oh !  I'll  go  and 
afk  Sir  Charles  direftly. 

Pavh  Afk  Sir  Charles !  Pooh  1  he's  only  one 
hope  himfelf. 

Smalltrade.  One  hope  !  What's  that  ? 

Pave.  Why,  don't  you  know?  As  we're 
alone  I'll  tell  you— There's  a  country  banker — 
They've;  drawn  in  the  old  greenhorn  to  be  a 
partner  ! 

Smalltrade.  What! 

Pavi.  He'll  flop  payment  of  courfe,  and  as 
he's  not  a  man  of  char  after — only  a  little  fneak* 
ing,  fhuffling  fhopman. — For  my  part  I'm  glad 
on't,  an't  you,  fir  ? 

Smalltrade.  Indeed  I  am  not,  fir. — So,  he's  to 
be  a  bankrupt,  is  he  ? 

Pavi.  Certainly — I  (hall,  perhaps,  be  one  of 
2  ki^ 
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his  creditors — But  between  you  and  I,  I  (ha*n*t 
fign  his  certificate, 

Smalltrade.  You  won't  fign  his  certificate ! 

Pavi.  No— what  bufincfs  has  a  tradefman  to 
turn  black  legs  ?  To  be  fure  he  won*t  fncak 
into  the  Gazette  like  a  tailor  or  a  tallow-chandler 
for  a  paltry  hundred  or  fo  !  No — he'll  preferve 
his  dignity !  Fail  like  a  gentlenrjan  for  thirty  or 
forty  thouland  pounds — You  take  the  joke,  don'c 
you  ? 

Smalltrade.  No,  dam'me  if  I  do  ?  And  they 
mean  to  ruin  hinn  do  they  ? 

Pavi.  Ruin  him  !  Oh  !  it's  all  fettled  !  Sir 
Charles  told  me  he  faw  him  lofe  a  guinea  jufl: 
now — "  Poor  devil,"  fays  he,  "  he  little  thinks 
"  how  near  it  is  his  laft,"  Ha,  ha,  ha !  {W^lki 
up  tbefiage.) 

Re-enter  Warford  {with  the  Articles). 

Warford.  According  to  your  commands,  fir, 
I  have  brought  you  the  articles. 

SmalUrade.  Have  you  ?  Then  thus  I  tear  them. 
{faking  and  tearing  them.)  George,  I  afk  your 
pardon — I'm  fo  aftiam'd,  yet  fo  gratified,  that 
though  that  impudent  dog  has  infulted  me,  I 
can't  help  liking  him  for  having  opcn'd  my 
eyes. 

Pavt.  {coming  down  Jiage)  Well  1 — ^have  you 
thought — Oh,  mum — applying  to  a  friend  !— * 
That's  right — ftick  clofe  to  every  body. 

Smalltrade.  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  a  fellow  ? 
But  come,  let's  return  home,  and  inftcad  of  this 
new-fangled  mode  of  getting  money,  we'll 
grow  rich  the  old  way — By  honefty  and  induftry, 
my  boy. 

Ifarford. 
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Warford.  Stay,  fir— think  that  Lady  Hcnri- 
ctt|  is  dill  in  danger,  and  fure  you  will  not  leave 
the  houfe  till  fhc  is  releafed. 

Smalltwde.  What  can  I  do,  George  ?  Neither 
you  nor  I  can  perfuade  her,  and  unlefs  her 
rather,  Lord  Orville,  were  here 

Pavh.  Lord  Orville  !  That's  the  man  !  He 
can  fettle  us  all — Oh !  I  wifh  I  knew  how  to 
oblige  him. 

Warford.  Do  you,  fir  ?  Then,  his  daughter. 
Lady  Henrietta,  is  now  at  the  gaming-table,  and 
if  you  will  but  fave  her  as  you  have  this  gentle- 
man, ril  anfwcr  for  it,  her  father  will  reward 
you. 

Pavi.  Reward  me  !  my  dear  fir,  when  a  lady's 
in  diftrcfs,  do  you  think  I  care  who  or  what  her 
father  is  ?  Lord  Orville's  daughter !  Whugh  ! 
Here's  an  opportunity !  Oh !  Til  go  find  her 
out  diredjtly. 

IVarford.  Be  cautious,  fir — for  if  Sir  Charles 
difcovers  your  intentions ^ 

Pavb.  What  then,  fir  ?  Do  you  fuppofe  I'm 
influenced  by  any  but  people  of  merit  and  dif- 
tinftion  ?  Such  as  Lord  Orville,  and  your  ele- 
gant friend,  my  graceful  bedchamber  lord,  who, 
I  know,  will  not  forget  the  fnug  appointment— 
Where  (hall  I  conduft  the  lady  ? 

Smalltrade.  We'll  wait  below  —  And,  d'ye 
hear — Tell  Mifs  Dazzle  not  to  forget  to  fleece 
the  country  banker. 

Pavi^.  I  will — And  ftiew  Sir  Charles  I'm  a  man 
of  real  confcquence.  Adieu !  wait  here  a  mo- 
ment, and  you'll  fee  the  little  tradefman  come 
cut  howling !  But  it  won't  do — I  fha'n't  fign 
his  certificate  1  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Sma/Urade^ 
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Smalltrade.  By  this  time  he's  loft  his  laft  gui- 
nea^  ha^  hat  ha ! 

lExii  Pave. 
Come,  George,  let's  go  wait  below,  and  depend 
on't,  that  fellow  will  extricate  Henrietta — What 
an  odd  dog  !  He  fecms  fo  anxious  for  prefer* 
ment,  that  I've  a  great  mind  to  turn  away  my 
under  clerk  on  purpofc  to  give  him  a  place. 


SCENE  ll.^Anotber  Apartment  at  Sir  Charles's. 

Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Henrietta,   difcovered 
at  Cards. 

Sir  Charles.  Point — Sixty. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Good. 

Sir  Charles.  Sixieme  major. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Good. 

Sir  Charles.  Quatorze. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Good — {rifes)  I'll  play  no  more 
—Never  was  fuch  a  feries  of  ill  luck — Well, 
Sir  Charles,  what  have  I  loft  ? 

Sir  Charles.  Oh,  a  trifle !  Never  think  of  it. 
Lady  Henrietta. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Nay,  you  may  as  well  fcal  my 
doom  at  once — Come ! 

Sir  Charles.  Well,  if  you  infift — Here  are  your 
notes  for  money  lent  at  Faro,  one  thoufand 
pounds,  and  what  I  have  now  won  is  five  hun* 
dred,  making  in  the  whole  fifteen  hundred 
pounds. 

La4f 
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Lady  Henrietta.  A  very  plcafant  trifilc!  But 
don't  imagine  I  can't  pay  you,  fir,  don't 

Sir  Charles.  Nay,  allow  me  to  relieve  you  at 
once — Take  back  tlie  notes,  forget  the  debt,  and 
think  me  amply  paid,  if  but  a  fiiijle  the  return. 

Lady  Henrietta,  No,  Sir  Charles— •!  cannot 
confent  to  be  fo  obliged — ' Tis  true,  my  impru- 
dence has  involved  me  beyond  ail  liope  of  being 
extricated,  and  my  father  is  abroad,  and  my 
uncle  won't  proteft  me  ! — Yet,  fir  1 — 

Sir  Charles.  Lady  Henrietta,  I  know  your  fitu- 
ation,  and  feel  for  you — therefore  let  me  in  treat 
you  to  accept  the  notes,  and  when  you  want  a 
protector,  you  know  where  to  find  one. 

Lady Huir let ta.  A  protedtor,  fir! 

Sir  Charles.  Be  not  alarm'd — You  know  my 
intentions  are  honourable,  and  fince  you  have 
no  other  friend  to  proteft  you — 

Lady  Henrietta,  Sir,  I  dcfcrve  this,  amply  da- 
ferve  it — I  might  have  known,  when  a  woman 
turns  gamefter,  her  fortune  is  the  lead  (he  lofes* 
The  fociety  vilifies  licr  feelings — the  fatigue 
ruins  her  health  and  underftanding,  and  when 
Ihe  has  nothing  left  to  ftal<c,  her  pride  is  infult- 
cd,  and  even  her  honor  made  a  fport  of ! 

Sir  Charles.  How  you  miftakc  me  !  Bcca«fe  I 
profefs  to  be  your  friend,  you  fuppofe  me  your 
enemy — My  filler  is  in  t!iL*  next  room  waiting  to 
receive  you — You  will  not  leave  my  houic  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  Am  I  made  a  prifoncr  then? 
Heavens !  how  have  I  funk  myfclf ! 

Sir  Charles.  Pray  be  compofed — I  will  place 
you  under  my  filter's  care — She  fliall  decide 
iR^hcthcr  I  deferve  your  aflTedkions — Come,  comCj 
be  calm — [taking  her  hand)  Confidcr,  where 
wou'd  you  go  ? 

Lad^ 
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Latfy  Henrietta.  Any  where,  fo  I  leave  your 
houfe— Don't  imagine  I  have  no  friendi',  ^ir. 

Sir  Charles.  I  am  your  friend,  and  fee  yuur 
intereft  too  much  to  part  with  you — Nay,  you 
muft — ^You  (hall  be  perfuaded — (^bclds  and  detains 
her.) 

Enter  Pave. 

Pav^.  So,  heaven  be  prais'd,  I  have  found 
you  at  laft,  phugh  !  {puffing  himjeif.) 

Sir  Charles.  What  brings  you  here  ? 

Pavi.  To  be  ufeful — Ma'am,  your  moft  obe- 
dient— What !  at  your  old  tricks,  my  boy  ? 
{Smacks  Sir  Charles  on  the  back  and  points  to  cards.) 

Sir  Charles.  Hulh  !  don't  you  fee  I'm  bufy ! 

Pav^.  Mum  !  don't  expofe  yourfelf — Lady 
Henrietta,  I  rejoice—- Oh !  what  a  likencfs  of 
her  father ! 

Sir  Charles.  'Sdeath  !  What  do  you  mean,  fir  ? 

Pav^.  Mean !  that  we  were  born  to  protedt 
women,  not  infult  them,  and  while  I  wear  a 
fword,  they  ihall  never  want  a  champion !  I  tell 
you  what,  fir— Your  behaviour  has  been  lately 
very  ofFenfivc,  and  if  the  lady  will  give  me 
leave,  I'll  conduft  her  to  a  little  great  man  who 
is  waiting  to  receive  her. 

Laify  Henrietta.  As  I  live  its  Mr.  Smalltrade ! 
Yonder  I  fee  him. 

Sir  Charles.  Come  here,  fir — Anfwer  me,  is 
this  your  gratitude  ? 

PavK  Gratitude !  Now,  obfcrve.  Ma'am— I 
have  been  his  dangler  thefe  five  years — I've 
waited  whole  hours  in  the  ftreets,  only  to  catch 
a  fmile  from  him — dined  at  his  fide-table,  and 
got  nothing  to  eat  but  fcraps  and  offals — talk'd 
Qi  his  gallantries,  confirm'd  his  gafconades,  and 

E  laugh'd 
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laugh'd  at  his  jokes,  though  he  knows  he  never 
cut  one  in  his  life— But  now, — come,  my  fweet 
lady. 

Sir  Charles.  Lady  Kenricttn,  will  you  truft 
yourfelf  with  that  reptile  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  With  any  body  rather  than  Sir 
Charles  Dazzle. 

Pavi.  You  hear,  Baronet,  you  hear !  The 
reptile's  not  fo  contemptible — And  to  ftiew  my 
condefcenfion — Hark  ye — I'll  fpcak  to  Lord 
Orville  for  you — Make  out  a  lift  of  promifcs— 
put  his  lordfnip  at  the  head,  and  in  the  courfc 
of  five  years,  if  he  don't  provide  for  you,  I  will ! 
I  will,  if  it's  only  to  fhew  you,  that  one  man  of 
rank  can  be  more  ufeful  than  another,  you  fee- 
Come,  Madam. 

Sir  Charles.  Confufion!  Am  I  outwitted? 
Made  a  laughing  ftock  of? 

Enter  Mifs  Dazzle. 

Mifs  Dazzle.  So,  Sir  Charles,  have  you  fcen 
that  blockhead.  Pave  ? 

Sir  Charles.  Blockhead  !  villain  ! 

Mifs  Dazzle.  He  has  undone  all  my  fchemes 
on  the  banker. 

Sir  Charles.  And  mine  on  Lady  Henrietta. 

Mi/s  Dazzle.  You  brought  him  to  be  ufeful, 
didn't  you  ? 

*$•/>  Charles.  I  did ;  and  he  has  completely 
anfwered  my  cxpeftations  !  Well,  fifter,  if  ruin 
is  the  road  to  happinefs,  we  aie  the  merrieft 
couple — Lady  Henrietta  (hall  not  efcape  how- 
ever— William ! 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant, 

Go  to  Mr.  Latitat's— Tell  him  to  come  to  mc 
direftly. 

Mijs  Dazzle.  To  your  attorney's,  brother. 

Sir  Charles.  Yes ;  Til  leave  her  to  the  law 
now — In  the  mean  time,  let's  to  Mr.  Smalltradc 
. — There's  a  vacancy  in  the  borough,  and  if  I 
can  fecure  his  intereft,  and  gain  the  eleftion.  Til 
fell  my  tables,  leave  off  hofpitality,  reform  and 
live  like  a  gentleman  !  [Exeunf. 


End  of  Act  II. 


E  2  ACT 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE  I. — An  Apartment  at  Smalltrades. 

Lady  Henrietta  difcovered  fitting  at  a  Toilette. 

Lady  Henrietta.  So,  the  day  of  reckoning  is 
at  laft  arrived ;  and  here  I  fit  forgotten  by  my 
father,  neglefted  by  my  uncle  Sir  Thomas,  and 
unpitied  by  every  body — Even  Mr.  Pave  has 
avoided  me — finding  Lord  Orville  was  off^endcd 
with  me,  he  retired,  faying  he  wou'd  give  me 
no  further  trouble — Alas !  how,  how  have  I  in- 
volved myfelf  ? 

Enter  Betty. 

Betty.  Lord,  Ma'am,  I'm  frighten'd  out  of 
my  fenfes— What  do  you  think  Sir  Charles  has 
done? 

Lady  Henrietta.  What,  Betty? 

Betty.  He  has  employ'd  a  gentleman,  who, 
he  fays,  will  get  the  money  from  you  direftly— 
An  attorney.  Ma'am. 

Lady  Henrietta^  An  attorney! 

Betty.  Yes,  your  ladylhip—Sir  Charles  infifts 
he  lent  you  a  thoufand  pounds. 

Lady  Henrietta.  So  he  did,  Betty — He  lent  it 
firft  and  won  it  afterwards — Have  you  fecn  Mr, 
Warford  ? 

Betty.  I  have.  Ma'am,  and — {befitating.) 

Lady  Henrietta.  And  what,  Betty  ? 

Betty.  When  I  told   him  your  diftrefs,  my 

lady,  and  faid  yc^ii  wou'd  thank  him  to  lend  you 

6  a  hundred 
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a  hundred  pounds  to  convey  you  abroad,  he 
made  no  reply. 

Lady  Henrietia.  No  ! 

Betty.  No,  Ma'am — but  left  the  room  in- 
flantly. 

Lady  Henrietta.  This  wounds  me  more  than 
all !  That  Warford  fhou'd  defert  me  !  Yet  why 
do  I  upbraid  him  !  He  warn'd  me  of  my  danger^ 
and  now,  too  juftly  fliuns  me  for  my  folly. 

Betty.  Lx)rd,  don't  fret  about  it,  my  lady-« 
Who  knows  but  this  lawyer  may  prove  a  very 
gentlemanlike  man — Talk  of  old  friends — Give 
me  a  new  acquaintance,  I  fay  !  {Loud  knocking.) 
Here  he  is.  Ma'am !  Here's  the  attorney — (Jooks 
out)  Upon  my  word !  What  an  elegant  equi- 
page !  See,  Ma'am  !  A  handfome  phaeton  and 
two  Servants  on  horfeback. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Servant.  Ma'am,    here's    a    gentleman  in   a 
phaeton,  who  fays  his  name  is  Latitat. 
Lady  Henrietta.  Shew  him  in. 

[^Exeunt  Betty,  and  Servant. 
Really  this  muft  be  a  ftrange  kind  of  an  attor- 
ney; but  in  thefedays,  nothing  furprizes! 

Enter  Latitat  in  an  elegant  Morning  Brejs. 

Latitat.  Let  my  carriage  wait — Ma'am,  your 
moft  obedient. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Pray  be  feated,  fir — {they  fit) 
I'm  told,  fir,  you  have  fome  law-bufinefs. 

Latitat.  I  have.  Ma'am — but  no  hurry  a- 
bout  that — I  always  do  the  thing  genteelly — ■ 
Pray,  Ma'am,  were  you  at  the  laft  grand  meet* 
ing  of  archers  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  No,  fir,  I  was  not. 

Latitat. 
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Latitat.  That's  unlucky — ^I  got  the  vcrdift— 
That  is,  I  won  the  prize — hit  the  bull's  eye- 
carried  ofF  the  beugle-horn — Here  it  is^— (^«/i 
bis  hand  in  wrong  pocket  and  takes  out  papers)  No 
—that's  a  bill  in  Chancery — Here,  Ma'am— 
{pulls  out  beugle-bom)  received  it  from  the  lady 
patronefs — kifs'd  her  hand — proclaim'd  viftor— 
march'd  in  proceflion  —  colours  flying — mufic 
playing — clients  huzzaing  !  Did  the  thing  gen- 
teelly. Ma'am ! 

Lady  Henrietta.  Indeed,  fir,  you  were  very 
fortunate. 

Latitat.  Oh,  I'm  a  nice  fellow.  Ma'am! — 
Then  at  cricket — laft  grand  match — got  fixty 
notches— the  Peer  run  out— the  Baron  (lumpr, 
and  the  General  knock'd  down  his  own  wicket — 
I  was  long-ftop — famous  at  a  long-ftop.  Ma'am 
—cricket  or  law !  ball  or  debtor !  Let  neither 
flip  through  my  fingers  !  heh.  Ma'am  !  do  the 
thing  genteelly.4 

Lady  Henrietta.  So  it  feems — But,  pray,  fir, 
how  can  you  follow  the  law  amidfl:  fuch  a  con- 
fufion  of  profefllons  ? 

Latitat.  Law  and  confufion  are  the  fame 
thing.  Ma'am — Then  I  write  my  own  fongs, 
draw  my  own  pleadings,  ride  my  own  races— 
To  be  fure  I  never  won  one  in  my  life — but  then 
1  always  rode  like  a  gentleman!  Heh,  Ma'aml 
do  the  thing  genteelly. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Certainly — But  now,  may  we 
talk  about  my  bufinefs  ? 

Latitat.  Don't  alarm  yourfelf— that's  all  fettled 
-^My  friend  will  be  here  prcfcntly — he'll  fli^w 
you  every  accommodation. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  A  gentleman  in  a  curricle,  Ma*am. 

Latitat.  In  a  curricle !  Oh !  that's  my  friend 
— Shew  him  in.  [^Exit  Servant. 

Now  here  !  here's  another  proof  of  my  talents ! 
When  I  came  to  this  town.  Ma'am,  little  Nab 
hadn't  a  (hilling!  I  learnt  him  the  praftice — 
Now  he  lives  in  ftyle,  drives  his  carriage,  and 
will  lend  you  a  thoufand  pounds. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Will  he,  fir?  I'm  very  much 
oblig'd  to  him. 

Enter  Nab,  {Smartly  drefid). 

Nab^  {Speaks  as  be  enters)  Put  clothes  on  the 
horfes,  and  raife  the  top  of  the  curricle  that  the 
lady  mayn't  catch  cold. 

Latitat.  Mr.  Nab,  Lady  Henrietta -»- Lady 
Henrietta,  Mr.  Nab— There !  make  your  bow — 
(Nab  hows  affelledly)  And  now  Ihakc  hands. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Shake  hands,  fir ! 

Latitat.  Yes — Let  him  do  the  thing  genteelly 
—(Nab  gently  touches  her  hand)  There!  the 
bufinefs  is  fettled  !  You're  arrefted  at  the  fuit  of 
Sir  Charles  Dazzle,  and  little  Nab  will  drive  you 
away  in  his  curricle. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Arrefted! 

Latitat.  Lord,  don't  be  uneafy — his  houfc  is 
a  palace — full  of  the  beft  furniture,  the  beft 
wines  j  and  I  give  you  my  honor,  the  beft  com- 
pany !  You'll  find  fome  very  fafliionable  people 
there — Some  of  your  intimate  friends — heh. 
Nab! 

Nab.  Yes,  Ma'am,  and  I  entertain  my  com- 
pany fo  fupcrbly,  that  when  they  leave  my  hbufc^ 
its  always  in  good  humour^  I  afTure  you — Be- 

fides 
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fides  we  can  make  up  a  Faro  bank— every  thing 
in  ftyle. 

Lady  Henrietta.  This  it  is  to  be  deluded  into 
the  vortex  of  difljpation — May  it  be  a  leflbn  to 
my  fcx,  and  prove  how  Ihort  the  diftance  is, 
from  the  gay  aObciates  of  high  life  to  the  low 
companions  of  my  prcfent  hour — ^But  fince  it 
muft  be  fo— Since  I  have  no  friend  to  fuccour 
or  proteft  me,  I  muft,  perforce,  fubmit— Come, 
firs,  condud  me. 

Enter  Warford. 

Warford.  Where  are  you  going,  gentlemen  ? 

Latitat.  To  take  the  lady  an  airing,  fsr — Will 
you  join  the  party  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  Mr.  Warford,  I  little  expeded 
to  fee  you  here — The  gentleman  who  reproved 
me  in  profperity  is  at  leaft  confiftcnt  infhunning 
me  in  adverfity, 

Warford.  What  is  your  demand,  fir?  {T'o 
Latitat.) 

Latitat,  Nab,  (hew  the  writ. 

Nab.  The  debt  and  cofts  are  one  thoufand  and 
twenty  pounds. 

Warford.  Here  is  the  money  then.  {Gives 
Latitat  tank  notes.) 

Latitat.  The  what ! 

Warford.  There  are  bank  notes  for  the  fum. 

Latitat,  (counting  them)  So  there  are — Why, 
this  is  doing  the  thing  genteelly — ^Nab  ! 

Nai.  Amazing  ! 

Warford.  What  do  you  ftare  at,  fir  ? 

Latitat.  Excufe  us,  fir,  we  are  a  little  fur- 
priz'd  to  be  fure;  for  when  my  friend  and  I  do 
ihake  hands  with  people  of  Faihion,  we  gene* 
rally  pais  lome  time  with  them, 

Warfwd. 
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Warfori.  No  matter,  fir,  the  debt  is  dif- 
charg'd,  fo  begone. 

iMitdt.  Begone! 

Warfmrd.  Yes ;  leave  the  room  inftantly. 

Latitat.  Leave  the  room !  Is  this  language  to 
a  gentleman  ? 

Warferd.  Gentleman!  Away!  Tis  fuch petti^ 
fbggers  as  you  that  difgrace  the  profefiion — That 
live  on  the  miferies  ot  the  unfortunate,  and,  in  a 
land  of  freedom,  mutulate  laws  that  are  the  guar- 
dians of  liberty — Harkye,  fir,  were  I  a  barnfter 
or judge 

Latitat.  Barrifter  or  judge!  Pooh!  they  can't 
do  the  thing  fo  genteelly  as  we  can. 

Nab.  No !  Til  give  a  dinner  with  any  judge  in 
England. 

Latitat.  I'd  rather  be  an  attorney  than  Chief 
Juftice. 

Nab.  And  I  a  bailiff  than  High  Chancellor. 

Warft^d.  Very  likely :  but  I  infift 

Latitat.  Certainly — we're  going,  fir, — Good 
day,  ma'am — We  live  in  hopes !  Here !  wherc's 
my  phaeton  and  fervants  ? 

Nab.  Call  up  my  curricle  and  followers  I 
Good  day,  ma'am  \ 

Latitat.  If  any  future  accident  (hou'd  happen 
either  to  you  or  that  gentleman,  we  ihall  be  al- 
ways happy  to  give  you  an  airing.  Come  along. 
Nab— -Barrifter  or  judge !  Pooh  \'^^(looks  at 
notes)  Oh  what  a  pleafure  it  is  to  do  the  thing 
genteelly  !  [Exir  with  Nab. 

Warford.  Now,  Lady  Henrietta,  I  hope  your 
fears  are  at  an  end. 

Lady  Henrietta.  No,  Mr.  Warford,  they  are 
rather  increased  \   for  if  I  am  to  be  relieved  at 

F  another's 
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another's expcncc—— to  whom,  fir,  zm  Ithut 
indebted? 

JVarford.  YouMl  know  hereafter- — At  prefent 
be  fatisfied  with  being  told  that  the  inibint  I 
heard  of  your  diftrefs,  I  flew  to  your  uncle,.  Sir 
Thomas  Roundhead — He  forgave  you  all  that 
had  {>ars'd,  found  a  friend  that  advanced  the 
money,  and  now  waits  with  open  arms  to  it- 
ccivc  you. 

.  Le^  Henrietta.  Is  he  my  benefador?  Does 
the  old  lord  of  the  mannor  for  once  forget  bis 
game  to  relieve  a  gamefter  ? 

Warford.  I  found  him  in  clofe  convcrfatlon 
with  his  good  daughter  Rofa,  whofc  ^tfaer  is 
parfon  of  the  parifh. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Mr.  Medium ! 

Warford.  The  fame — The  lat6  minifter  being 
dead.  Sir  Thomas  had  juft  got  the  living  for 
Mr.  Medium,  and  was  in  fuch  high  joy,  that 
he  begg*d  Fd  bring  you  inftantly— He  faid  he 
was  juft  going  to  fit  as  magiftrate,  but  by  the 
time  he  got  there,  the  juftice  bufinefs  wou'd  be 
over. 

Lady  Henrietta.  And  if  he  has  no  poacher  to 
try  for  fnaring  his  game,  he  will  find  him  in  the 
fame  good  humour  you  left  him — Come,  Mr. 
Warford, — Oh !  you  are  indeed  a  friend ;  and 
had  I  earlier  liftened  to  your  kind  advice — but 
it*s  all  over — ^The  recoUeftion  of  thofe  two  gen- 
teel men  fo  terrifies  me,  that  if  I  game  agam,  I 
hope  I  fliall  be  compell'd  to  take  an  airing  with 
the  one  and  fliake  hands  with  the  other. 

\Ex€int. 
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SCENE  IL— >fo  old  Halk  bung  with  Stags'  Homs^ 
Family  Piaures,  (^c. 

CUrk  difctuvereifitting  at  a  Table — J  Chair  above  it. 

7^0  Ccnftahless — ayoungWoman^  ayoungMan^ 
and  Hippy  difcovered. 

Clerk.  Stand  back — Stand  back — his  worfliip. 
the  juftice  approaches. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Roundhead. 

^/>  Thomas.  Od,  Vm  fo  happy !  Old  Medium 
)ias  got  the  living,  and  Iv'e  given  Rofa  a  holi- 
day— I  know  flic  can't  kill  a  bird,  fo  I've  put^ 
gun  in  her  hand,  and  fent  her  out  with  the 
gan)ekeeper,  to  beat  the  outfkirts,  and  drive 
the  game  in  —  Well,  Formal,  [To  Clerk)  what 
complaints  ?  (afcends  bis  chair)  Any  thing  about 
the  manor  i 

Clerk.  Pleafe  your  worfhip  {woman  advances) 
this  poor  woman  is  deferred  by  her  hufband  and 
left  on  the  parilb — The  man  is  a  footman,  and 
has  been  detected  in  open  nem.  coo,  with  an 
old  widow. 

Sir  Thomas.  Pon't  talk  to  me  about  Nem. 
Con. — ^Havn*t  I  told  you  not  to  kt  my  delicacy 
be  (hocked  with  any  improper  charges?  Take 
her  away — Any  body  plfe  ? 

Clerk.  Pleafe  your  worfhip,  (man  advances)  this 
poor  man  is  a  labourer,  and  has  five  children  to 
maintain — But  he  has  been  fo  beaten  and  bruifed 
hy  'Squire  Sturdy,  that  he  can't  work  for  his 

fwiiy* 
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Sir  Thomas.  Serve  him  right— Why  didn't  he 
get  out  of  his  way,  when  ne  knew  the  'Squire 
was  fo  fond  of  boxing  that  he  muft  have  pra&ioe 
to  keep  hi3  hand  in — Difmifs  him— Any  thing 
more? 

Clerk.  Nothing  of  any  confequcnce,  your 
worfhip— Only  young  Hippy,  the  miller's  fon^ 
here — an  honeft,  induftrious  young  man  wa$ 
found  by  the  gamekeeper  with  a  hare  under  hi^ 
arm. 

Sir  Thomas.  With  what  ? 

Ckrk.  With  a  hare  on  your  manor. 

Sir  Thomas.  On  my  manor!  {comes  from  hi^ 
feat)  Oh  you  affaffin!  Nothing  of  any  confe- 
quence  indeed !  Why,  what's  nem.  con. — crim. 
con. — or  pro.  and  con.  to  the  (hcdding  innocent 
blood  ?  You  dog !  fpeak — anfwer  me — What 
have  you  to  fay  for  yourfelf  ? 

Clerk,  {to  Hippy)  Speak  to  the  magiftrate. 

Hippy.  Pleafe  you  majefty 

Sir  Thomas.  Pleafe  my  what ! 

Hippy.  Pleafe  your  majefty.  Til  tell  you  all 
about  it — The  other  morning,  as  I  was  crolfing 
the  whoat  ftubble,  along  with  old  Nicholas — 
You  know  old  Nick,  your  honour 

Sir  Thomas.  Curfe  old  Nick — go  on. 

Hippy.  Na  —  don't  you  hurry  me  —  I  feed 
fomething  in  the  corn  going  a  tittup,  a  tittup, 
a  tittup — So,  fays  I  —  **  Say  nothing,  Nicky, 
and  we'll  fee  what  it  is." — And  prefendy  there 
came  within  my  legs,  as  fine  a  large  banking 
hare  as  ever  you  clapt  your  two  mod:  gracious 
eyes  upon. 

Sir  Thomas.  Well,  firrah ! 

Hippy.  So,  knowing  as  how  fuch  great  beafts 
only  devoured  the  corn  and  barley  off  your  ma- 

jetty's 
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jetty's  manor— I  kept  hipi  right  between  my  legs^ 
and  fqueezing  him  in  this  way — Look'ec !  (puts 
bis  bat  between  bis  legs)  I  pinch'd  him  by  little 
and  little,  'till  at  laft  a  got  the  ftag^rs,  and 
then  fays  I^  ^^  Now,  old  Nick,  kno(:k  his  brains 
put."  V 

Sir  Thomas.  You  did,  did  you  ? 

Hippy.  Yes,  that  I  did;  and  Nicky  kept  his 
word — For  there  a  lay  as  dead  and  lifelefs — Fcod 
it  would  have  done  your  heart  good  to  fee  Nicky 
and  I  laughing,  he,  he,  he ! 

Sir  Thomas.  And  it  will  do  my  heart  good  to 
iee  Nicky  and  you  hanging,  he,  he,  he !  (mimck- 
ing)—S6z^  him — take  him  to  jail. 

[Conftablesy^/zf  bim. 

Hippy.  To  jail! 

Sir  Tbomas.  Ay ;  TU  learn  you  to  poach  on 
tny  manor. 

Hippy.  Oh  Lord!  why,  your  honour  was 
juft  now  pleas'd  to  pardon  'Squire  Sturdy  for 
almoft  killing  a  man  -,  and  here  I'm  to  be  tuck'd 
up  for  only  fqueezing  a  hare !— Odraten !  this 
cant  be  juftice. 

KosAjings  without  "  Hark  away,  &?^. 

Sir  Thomas.  Ah  I  here's  my  little  god-daugh- 
ter ! — She  never  kill'd  any  game ;  and  if  (he  had 
been  out  that  day,  (he'd  havp  fcar'd  the  hare  away. 

finter  Rosa  Jinging^  and  followed  by  two  Game- 
keepers, with  quantities  of  Hares^  Pbeafants^ 
and  Partridges. 

Rofa.  Come  a  long,  William — Shew  my  god- 
papa  what  fpprt  we've  had !  -r-  There  I    (Game^ 

keepers 


3ji         HOW  TO  GROW  MCHt 

h^ers  throw  dawn  garni)  Ao't  I  a  nice  littlei 

4>ortfman  ? 

Hipfy.  Icod,  if  my  neck's,  to  be  twifted)  what!So 
to  become  of  hers? 

Rofa.  Why,  you  don't  look  pleasM>  Sir  Thor 
mas — Perhaps  you  don't  think  I've  kilt'd  hai£ 
enough  ? 

Sir  nomas.  Yes,  1  do-^-Oh !  h !  h  f  (looking  a$ 
tie  game.) 

Rofa.  Nay,  confider.  Sir  Thomas,  it's  very  well 
for  a  young  beginner-,  but  I  tell  you  what,  TH 
foon  make  you  happy — let  me  go  out  again  to- 
morrow, and  I  wont  leave  a  fmgle  hare,  pheafadt, 
or  partridge  on  the  manor. 

Bippy.  Doey— ^doey,  your  majefty,  and  let  me 
go  wi'  her. 

Sir  nomas.  Come — Fll  foon  fettle  this  bufi- 
nefs — Conftable,  take  that  poacher  to  the  county 
jail— No  words — take  him  diredtlyt 

Hippy.  Dang  it,  if  ever  I  fqueeze  a  hare  again 
— Good  day,  Mifs — Odraten  !  \  fuppofe  you  and 
old  Nick  will  foon  come  after  me. 

[Conftables/<7rr^  him  og^ 

Sir  Thomas.  And,  now,  William,  do  you  take 
the  other  poacher  to  the  parfonage-phoufe. 

Rofa.  To  the  parfonagc-houfe,  fir ! 

Sir  Thomas.  Ay,  to  your  father's — You  jade^ 
Tm  tir'd  of  your  follies — You  know  I  took  you 
from  the  parfon's,  that  you  might  get  well  mar* 
ned — but  you  cou'dn't  hit  the  mark. 

Rofa.  No:  but  I  hit  the  birds;  ay,  and 
mark'd  'em  too — However  I  know  why  you're 
angry  with  me — youVe  made  It  up  with  your 
niece.  Lady  Henrietta,  and  bccaufc  I  coud'n't 
iparry  fome  great  man,   who  might  hftve  got 

yop 
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-  fbtr  new  maiiors,  and  all  -  that — Ywl  mean  to 

try  what  (he  oan  do. 

^     Strtboma^.  Yes,  flue  fhall  be  my  hdrcfi  ndw— • 
-So  go  home^  Mifs. 

Rofa.  Well,  I  don't  care--^I  know  where  the 

game  lies,  and  while  there's  a  feather  on  the 
rJMtoor  I  "won't  want  a  day's  Tporc^^depend  on*t. 

SONG. 

4b,  cruel  JSir  Thomas!  to  aiandon  your  pro^ 
•    mtfej 
And  leave  Rofay  poorgirly  to  lament ; 
But  take  honour  andgold^  and  your  favour  with* 
bold, 
Tou  cahnot  take  health  and  content. 
[While  my  dogs  at  the  dawn 
Brujb  fhe  d^from  the  lawn^ 
Sniff  the /cent  ofthegame^ 
^fid  ourjpirits  inflame. 
Through  thickets  orftuhUes 
'  Their  courage  redcuiles 'y 
Then  checking  their  fpeed-^^"^  ifeb,  Bafio,  take 
beedr 
Oh  !  Sir  Thomas  Roundhead!   Pap,  your  game  it 
is  dead  ! 

''■  I  can  bit  well  my  man,  and  a  lover,  trepan, 
Tet  Amazon  like  I  will  be, 
Asfure  as  a  gun,  from  eachfuitor  F II  run. 
But  the  beto  who  overcomes  me. 
Whili  my  dogSy  &c. 

[jB>f// w/fc  Gamekeepers. 


Enter  Lady  Hekrietta. 
Lady  Henrietta.  My  dear  uncle  ! 
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Sir  Thomas.  My  dear  niece !  I  rejoice  to  fee 
you — Mr,  Warford  told  you^  I  fuppofe, 

Ladjf  Henrietta^  He  did  indeed,  SirThomas,' 
and  the  thoufand  pounds  you  fent  me  was  the 
•moft  crirical,  fortunate       ■    ■ 

Sir  Thomas.  The  thoufand  pourids  I 

Lady  Henriettai  Yes — but  for  that  I  had  been 
living  in  a  palace,  viewing  the  bed  furniture^ 
rafting  the  beft  wines,  and  keeping  the  beft 
company  in  the  world. 

Sir  Thomas.  My  dear  girl,  I  fent  you  no  thou« 
fand  pounds. 

Lady  Henrietta.  No! 

Sir  Thomas.  No — The  young  gentleman,  in- 
deed, told  me  you  wanted  money,  but  I  had 
none  by  me — Mine's  all  in  the  country  bank 
— all  lock'd  up — Smalltrade  never  pays  in 
fpecie — And  as  to  his  five  pound  notes,  they're 
like  French  aflignats!  Da'mme,  a  good  old 
Englifh  guinea's  worth  a  thoufand  of  'em  !  Thb 
I  told  Mr.  Warford,  and  he  faid  he  himfelf 
could  find  a  friend  to  advance  it. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Generous,  difinterefted  man  f 
But  how,  how  am  I  to  repay  him  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  TU  tell  you — ^I  have  quarrelled 
with  that  huifey,  \lofa,  and  as  I  wifh  to  have  a 
fenator  for  my  heir,  I  mean  to  get  you  well 
married — ^Nay,  I  have  a  huiband  already,  in  my 
eye. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Have  you,  fir  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  Yes;  there  is  a  vacancy  in  the 
borough,  and  the  new  member  fliall  have  your 
hand  and  my  eftate. 

Lady  Henrietta.  And  pray,  fir,  who  is  likely 
to  be  my  rcprcfentative  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Tbsfnas.  There  is  only  one  candidate  at 
preifenty  and  he  is  an  eld  admirer  of  your's,  and 
an  old  friend  of  mine,— -Sir  Charles  Dazzle. 

Ijody  Henrietta.  Sir  Charles  Dazzle  ! 

Sir  Tiomss.  Yes  ^  he's  a  man  of  rank  and 
talents ;  and  if  we  may  judge  by  his  ftylc  of 
living,  he's  the  richeft  Baronet  in  England — But 
now,  let's  in  to  dinner  and  talk  further — Oh ! 
when  Sir  Charles  has  married  you,  he  fhall  do 
me  three  fuch  favours-— All  relating  to  my  own 
cftate. 

Lady  Henrietta.  And  what  are  they,  fir  ? 

Sir  Tbomas.  You  (hall  hear — ^The  firft  is,  to 
turn  the  road,  and  fend  my  neighbours  half  a 
mile  round — ^The  fecond  is  to  enclofe  the  com- 
mon,  and  keep  it  all  to  myfelf — The  third,  is  to 
cut  a  canal  right  through  the  town,  and  build 
powder-mills  on  the  banks  !  This,  my  dear  girl, 
will  double  my  rentall,  and  this  is  my  way  of 
growing  rich !  [Exeunt. 


End  of  Act  IIL 


ACT 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I  -Sir  Thomas's  Pari.— View  of  bit 
Houfsy  Garden^  Ponds^  6?^. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Dazzle,  and  two  Servants* 

Sir  Charles.  Knock  at  the  gate  and  announce 
my  arriwl.  {Exit  Servant, 

So,  Lady  Henrietta  has  not  ^aped  me  yet-^ 
Hearing  Sir  Thomas  meant  tp  provide  for  her, 
I  inftantly  wrote  to  him  and  offered  her  marrii^ 
— this  he  agreed  to,  fuppofing  my  fortune  wul 
enfure  the  eleftion. — As  to  that  wretch  Pave-yl 
juil  now  met  the  mad  rafcal  running  full  ^fpeed 
after  a  nobleman's  carriage. 

2.  Servant.  Yonder  is  Mr.  Pave^  fir. 

Sir  Charles.  Ay,  medicating  on  the  drawing- 
rooms  of  princes,  and  the  levees  of  minifters. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir  Thomas  is  waiting  to  receive 
you,  fir. 

Sir  Charles.  Shew  me  the  way — Now  here, 
here's  another  proof  that  ruin  is  the  road  to 
riches ;  for  without  having  an  acre  of  my  own, 
I  am  going  to  take  pofii  fTuSn  of  the  largcft  eftatc 
in  the  county — Poor  Sir  Tliomas  !  poor  Hen- 
rietta !  I'll  foon  convincf^  them,  that  now-a-days 
people  live  better  without  money  than  with  it. 

[Exit. 

pntfr 
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'Enter  WaKford  and  Lady  Henrietta* 

Likfy  Htnrietia.  How  can  I  thank  you,  fir  ? 
Nay,  don*t  deny  your  gcncrofity— I  have  learnt 
Ml  from  ^ir  ThonrMts— And  tell  me  honeftly, 
Mr.  Warford,  have  you  not  by  extricating  me 
involved  youpfelf  ? 

fVarford.  No,  Lady  Henrietta  -,  I  gainM  this 
money  by  ealy^  honourable  means  -,  out  of  an  an- 
nuity of  two  hundred  pounds,  allowed  me  thefe 
ten  years  paft  -by  my  uncle,  I  have  by  frugality 
imd  prudence  ^ai>nuaUy  faved  a  moiety— faved  it 
to  befriend  me  in  the  hour  of  danger  !  And  if  it 
has^affifkd  you^  how  great  and  ampl6  is  my  re- 
compence  !  But  think  not  of  that*— think  of  Sir 
Charles  Dazzle — What  brings  him  to  Sir  Tho- 
mas's ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  The  worft  of  purpofes-.-he 
comes  to  be  my  hufband  \  Sir  Thomas  has  ac- 
cepted his  propofals,  and  in  aiy  father's  abfence 
I  have  no  friend  to  protedt  me  but  you— Oh, 
Mr.  Warford !  little  did  I  think,  when  I  entered 
my  uncle's  houfe,  I  ikou'd  again  be  in  the  power 
of  fuch  an  enemy. 

Warfard.  N^or  (hall  you  be-^I'll  fee  Sir  Tho- 
mas  inftantly— expofe  Sir  Charles's  villainies. 

Lady  Henrietta.  That  would  be  ufelels — Alas ! 
there  is  but  one  way — and  that  is  fo  difficult — 
fb  uncertain !  You  know  in  confequence  of  my 
imprudence.  Sir  Thomas  had  adopted  Rofa  for 
his  heirefs. 

Warford.  He  had. 

Lady  Henrietta.   Previous  to  my  arrival,    he 

quarrell'd   with  her,    and  fent  her  back  to  the 

'  parfonage  houfe— Now,  as  I  know  the  old  gen* 

cleman  only  wants  a  man  of  rank  to   inherit  his 

G  2  cftate. 
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cftate,  the  way  to  favc  mc,  wou*d  be  to  reftore 
Rofa  to  his  favour. 

fVarford.  I  underftand — But  how — how  ia 
that  to  be  accomplifhed  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  By  feeing  her  father,  the  mi- 
nifter  of  the  parlfh,  by  pcrfuading  him  to  inter- 
fere for  his  daughter — if  he  fucceeds — 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  Your  uncle  and  Sir  Charles  Dazzle 
requefts  your  ladyfhip's  company. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Is  it  poffible?  Am  I  forced  to 
meet  the  man  who  has  fo  infulted  me?  To  be 
under  the  fame  roof  with  him,  and  at  laft  be 
doom'd  to  marry  him  ? 

Warford.  Talk  not  of  it — FU  endeavour  to 
reftore  Rofa  to  your  uncle's  favour.  Tell  mc, 
fir,  {to  Servant.)  where  does  the  clergyman 
live  ? 

Servant.  What,  the  new  minifter,  Mr.  Me- 
dium, fir  ? 

H'arford.  Yes. 

Sirvant.  He  lives  acrofs  the  field  at  the  White 
Houfe,  fir. 

Warferd.  Then  V\\  wait  on  him,  and  return 
to  you  inftantly. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Adieu,  Mr.  Warford  !  Oh, 
now  more  than  ever,  I  feel  the  effect  of  my  fol- 
lies !  Had  I  like  him,  grown  rich  by  prudence 
and  ceconomy,  I  might  ere  this  have  fixed  my 
own  choice;  and  inftead  of  being  united  to  a  man 
I  dcteft,  I  might  have  found  one  who  would 
have  loved  and  honoured  me  !  But  as  it  is, — 
farewell,  fir, — We  fhall  foon  meet  again.     [Exit. 

Warford.  Farewell,  Lady  Henrietta.  Dif- 
tradion  !    Muft  that  villain  triumph  over  her  I 

No, 
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No,   ril  not  lofc  a  moment— -Pll  fee  this  mi- 
nifter.     (Going.) 

EntiT  Pave,  {wboftops  him). 

Pavh  See  the  minifter !  What,  in  that  drcfs  ? 
Pooh !  you  can't  get  an  audience. 

W/irford.  Excufe  me,  fir — Pve  the  moft  im- 
portant bufinefs — 

Pavh  Why,  he's  in  town  I  tell  you. 

Warford.  He's  in  the  neighbourhood  I  tell  you, 
and  where  I  muft  and  will  fee  him.  So,  itand 
back  and  don't  detain  me  from  an  interview  that 
makes  or  mars  my  peace  forever. 

[Pujhes  Pave  qfide  and  exit. 

Pavh  In  the  neighbourhood!  The  minifter 
in  the  neighbourhood  I  Impofliblc  !  This  is  not 
his  county— And  yet — he's  on  a  vifit  perhaps, 
or  on  a  fecret  expedition  !  If  he  fhould,  and  I 
can  catch  his  eye !  Get  a  fqueeze,  a  nod,  or  a 
fmile,  and  at  laft  wheedle  him  into  my  lift  of 
promifes  t  whugh  ! 

Enier  Hippy. 

Hippy.  Odraten  !  I've  made  my  efcapc — Mifs 
Rofa  fpoke  to  her  father,  who  fpoke  to  Sir 
Thomas,  and  now  if  I  can  find  Mr.  Medium, 
and  thank  him— Pray,  fir,  have  you  fccn  the 
minifter  ? 

Pavh  There  !  Have  I  fccn  the  minifter  ? 
They're  all  after  him. 

Hippy.  He  has  faved  me  and  Nicky — But 
here's  his  daughcer,  Mifs  Rofa. 

Pave.  His  daughter!  The  minifter's  daugh- 
tcr  \  My  dear  fellow,  take  this — {gives  bim  mo- 
ney.) and  d*ye  hear  ?  Speak  to  her  in  my  favour- 
Speak 
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Speak  highly  of  mc*— hint  Pm  of  the  old  Nor** 
man  blood. 

Hippy.  What  blood  ? 

Pave.  The  old  Norman  blood  ! — ^You  undcr- 
ftand)  mum  !  You  underftand 

Etner  Rosa. 

Rofa.  Its  a  ftiame !  to  turn  me  out  oF  the 
houfe  and  adopt  Lady  Henrietta,  and  all  be- 
caufe  I  cou'dn't  marry  a  great  man  !  Faith,  Fvc 
a  great  mind  to  run  away  (with  churchwarden— 
I  have,  and-— Blefs  me  !  What  pretty  looking 
gentleman's  this  ? 

Hippy.  Mifs,  he  wiflies  to  fay  a  word  to  you — 
{wbifpers  her.)  he*s  an  old  Norman  blood.    [Exit. 

Pave,  {qfide.)  To  ufe  her  father^s  language 
I  wi(h  the  budget  was  open'd,  Ma*am !  {bow^ 
ing') 

Rofa.  {curtfyittg.)  Lord  whilt  a  charming 
man  ! 

Pave.  She  fniiles  upon  me — now  then  for  the 
ways  and  means. — Oh  you  paragon !  'Till  I 
throw  myfelf  at  your  father's  feet  allow  me  to 
fall  at  yours  !  {kneeling.)  And  thus,  and  thus — 
(kiffing  her  band)  to  fwear  allegiance  to  you, 
your  fire,  and  your  whole  auguft  family. 

Rofa.  Was  there  e^er  fuch  an  elegant  crea- 
ture ! 

Pave.  Here  let  me  fwear  to  ratify  the  treaty 
of  alliance,  to  cement  the  family-compaft,  and 
prefcrve  the  balance  of  power  as  long  as  1 
live. 

Rofa.  Dear,  how  he  muft  adore  me !  I  can't 
(land  it  much  longer. 

PavL  Never  will  I  rife  till  you  fign  prelimi- 
nary articles,   'till    you  fwear  yoa  believe  me 

your 
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your  faithful  ally^  yoyr  leagued  qonfo4f  rate,  and 
ever  loyal  vaffal. 

Rofa.  {kmelini  h,  ^^^0  I  ^^  •  ^  ^  •  And 
moreover  I  fwear  that  I  honour  the  Norman  racq 
more  than  my  own !  And  fooner  than  fucb  a 
fweet  looking  gentleman  Ihould  break  his  heart 
for  me,  faith! — I'll  run  away  with  him  di- 
re<aiy. 

Pave.  What  !  Let  me  tafte  th^t  treafury  of 
eharnis  ? 

ttofa.  Yes. 

Fave.  And  carry  off  that  exchequer  of  ex^ 
tellcnce  ? 

Rofa.  I  would !  I  would !  this,  very  hour  I 
would  ! 

Pavi.  Huzza  !  huzza  !  Tm  the  Prime  Mi» 
nifter's  fon. 

Rofa.  What !    \^rijinz.) 

Pavi.  Vm  the  Minifter's  fon  !  Now  let  Lord 
Orville  bow  to  the  ground — Let  Sir  Charles 
Dazzle  wipe  my  (hoes — Let  thofe  that  kept 
me  dangling  in  their  halls  ftand  (hivering  in 
mine!  And  they  who  fpurn'd  me,  pitied  me, 
andcali'dme  **  poor  Pave"- -Let 'cm  now  pull 
off  their  hats  and  cry  '*  Room  for  the  Minifter's 
fon,"  dam*me,  while  it  lafts  Til  qiake  the  moft 
of  it! 

Rofa.  Lord,  I  knew  he  was  a  great  pian  by 
his  talking  fo  uninccllipibly.  Let's  to  Sir  Tho- 
mas Roundhead's  directly. 

Pavi.  To  a  Baronet's  !  pooh  ! 

Rofa.  Nay;  he*s  a  ii;reat  friend  of  my  father's, 
and  will  rejoice  at  our  marriage. 

Pavi.  Well  then —But  your  father,  my  angel! 
flow  I  long  to  fee  him,  to  help  him  in  his  ora- 
tions ! 

Rofa. 
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Rofa.  Oh!  he  wants  no  help  in  them — ^Hb 
difcourfes  are  excellent,  only  rather  too  ihort : 
for  my  mother  always  confines  him  to  twenty 
minutes. 

Pave.  Does  (he  ?  Then  your  mother  is  a  true 
lover  ok  her  country, — Come. 

Re-enter  War  ford. 

JVarfori.  Mifs  Rofa,  a  word  if  you  pleafe — I 
want  to  fee  your  father. 

Pavi.  I  dare  fay  you  do— but  excufe  us  ! — 
We  have  important  bufinefs.  [Mimicks  War- 
ford's  manner^ 

Watford.  Nay,  I  won't  detain  you  a  moment. 

Favi.  Stand  back,  fir,  and  don't  detain  me— 
IVe  the  mod  important  bufinefs — an  interview 
that  makes  or  mars  my  peace  for  ever.  I  fay, 
my  little  clerk,  he  is  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
if  you  want  an  audience--!  have  it — Snug-'* 
all  under  my  thumb — mum  !  You  underftand— * 
Come  my  fweet  angel !  Aflc  for  the  minifter's 
fon! 

Rofa.  Aye ;  afk  for  the  mlnifter*s  fon  ! 

{Exeunt^ 

Warford.  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  extraordi* 
nary  fellow  I  But  as  I  cannot  find  Mr.  Medium, 
I  muft  to  Sir  Thomas's  and  fee  Lady  Henrietu 
inftantly.  [£xiV, 


SCENE 
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SCENE  11. — J  modern  Apartment  at  Sir  Tho- 
mas's.—-T'itf  Room  hung  with  Piiluns — In  tic 
Centre  a-Iarge  PiBurewitb  a  Curtain  before  it. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Roundhead  and  Sir  Cmarljbs 
Dazzle. 

Sir  Charles.  Sir  Thomas,  ypu  have  made  mc 
the  happiefl:  of  men  I     .      . 

Sir  Thomas.  No  tbanjcs — She  (hall  be  yours — 
Read  that  agreement.  {Gives  him  a  paper.) 

,  Sir  Charles,  (reads)  .  **  On  condition,  that  Sir 
•*  Charles  Dazzle  marries  Lady  Henrietta^  Sir 
**  Thomas  Roundhead  agrees  to  fettle  on  her 
"  one  thoufand  a  year  during  his  life,  and  the 
«*  whole  of  his  cftatc  at  his  death." — S|vdl  wc 
fign  direftly  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  No,  wc  can't  'till  we've  got  her 
confent — And  I  affure  you,  it  will  require  all 
n^y  eloquence  to  perfuadcJier — here  fhe  comes — 
leave  us  together. 

Enter  Lady  H*^n:^iitta.. 

Sir  Charles.  When  you  are  ready.  Sir  Tho- 
mas, I'll  wait  upon  you— Lady  Henrietta,  your 
moft  obedient.  [Bowsj  and  Exit. 

Lady  Henrietta.    Impudent  lycophant !    How 
his  looks  betray  his  triumph  !    Well,  uncle,  do 
you  really  pcrfift  in  marrying  me  to  that  gentle- - 
man  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  Certainly— I  will  have  a  man  of 
rank  for  my  heir ;  for  the  road  muft  be  turn'd,— 
the  common  enclofed, — and  the  canal  and  pow- 
der-mills accompliihed. 

H  Lady 
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Laif  Henrietta.  And  I  would  rather  work  on 
the  road,  graze  on  the  common,  or  be  drown'd 
in  the  canal,  than  marry  Sir  Charles  Dazzle — 
Befides,  I  am  inheriting  another's  right — Rola 
ought  to  be  your  heirefs. 

Sir  Thomas.  Ay,  that  is,  if  I  could  have 
married  her  to  a  great  man — But  now,  read  that 
agreement. 

Ladf  Henrietta,  {reading)  *•  Sir  Charles  mar- 
"  rics  Lady  Henrietta—Sir  Thomas  fettles  one 
<'  thoufand  a  year — And  the  whole  of  his  eftate 
«'  at  his  death." 

Sir  Thomas.  Well!  will  you  fign  it  ?  Look  ye, 
no  demurring ;  for  if  you  refiife,  neither  I  nor 
your  father  will  give  you  a  (hilling. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Ungenerous ! 

Sir  Thomas.  Confider  too — how  are  you  to 
repay  Mr.  Warford  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  How  indeed!  And  fooner  than 
he  Ihou'dfufFerfor  his  liberality — Yet,  to  be  the 
wife  of  my  avowed  enemy — I  cannot — will  not, 
be  fo  wretched ! 

Sir  Thomas.  Won't  you  ?  We'll  fee—Sir 
Charles  Dazzle !  {calling  him  in.) 

Ladf  Henrietta.  Hold,  fir*-*giye  me  but  a 
moment — Wait  'till  my  father  arrives. 

Sir  Thomas.  No — You  Ihall  fign  inftantly — 
Sir  Charles ! 

As  he  is  going— Enter  Rosa  haftihf^  and  runs  a^ 
gainfi  him. 

Rofa.  Oh,  Sir  Thomas  !™Oh,  my  lady  !-^ 
I'mi  out  of  breath. 

Slir  Thomas.  What's  the  matter,  Jczabel  ? 

Rofit. 
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;  Rofa.  I've  done  it !  Fve  hit  the  mark !    Such 
a  gentleman  has  run  away  with  raiel    No  lefs^ 
than  the  Prime  Minffter's  fon  ! 
.  Sir  Thomas.  The  miniftcr's  fon ! 

Rofa.  Yes ;  he'^s  of  the  Norman  race,  the  fe- 
cond  perfon  in  the  world  ;  Tm  the  third^  and  you 
ihall  be  the  fourth — Here  he  is  ! 

Lady  Henrietta,  {looking  out)  As  I  live  it's  my 
old  friend.  Pave — If  I  humour  this,  I  may  re- 
ftore  Rofa  to  favour,  and  fave  myfclf — Lucky, 
lucky  thought ! 

Sir  Thomas.  I'ooh  !  this  can't  be  the  ihinifter's 
fon — And  yet,  by  his  appearaiice-^Hc  has 
certainly  a  very  important,  formidable  air. 

Lady  Henrietta,  ^ir  Thomas,  I  can  affirni  it  as 
a  faft — This  is  the  very  perfon — «I  know  him 
intimately. 

Sir  Thomas.  Do  you  ?  'Sd^ath  !  what  an  aw- 
ful fight '  My  rcfpcft^s  fd  great,  I  doii^t  know 
where  to  (land  or  now  to  look.        - ",        _ 

'  ■  •  .    /     r... 

Enter  F^vc. 

Lady  Henrietta. '  How  d*ye  do  }'lngds  to  him.) 
,  Pave.  Howd'/edo?  {nods  to  her.) 

Sir  Thomas.  He  knpws  her — it  is  him  !  Lord, 
I  wilh  I  had  paid  my  obedience. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Mr.  Pave,  tl.is  is  Sir  Thomas 
Roundhead,  {Sir  Thomas  draws  haih)  Nay, 
don't  be  frighten'd,  uncle — 1  he '  gentleman  is 
very  condefcending, 

Pavi.  Condcfceniiing  ! .  Lord  !  I'm  the  moft 
familiar  creature — ^Your  hand,  I'ommy,  give  mc 
your  fiand. 

Sir  Thomas.  Tommy  !    why,  he's  familiar  in- 
H2  deed! 
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deed !  Gad,  I  feel  bold  enough  to  talk  to  him 
•—pray,  fir-^-Hem  ! — is  there  any  news  ? 

Pave.  What !  (ftaring  at  bim.) 

Sir  Thomas,  (alarm' J)  I  only  alk'd,  fir,  if  there 
was  any  news. 

Pave.  Fie,  Tommy,  fie !  Never  pump  a  mi- 
niftcr — ^Mum  !  or  any  of  his  family — fie  ! 

Lady  Henrietta,  {afide  to  Sir  Thomas.)  Now*s 
your  opportunity— fix  him  at  once — Offer  him 
Rofa  with  your  eftare. 

Sir  Thomas.  I  will — For  this  is  indeed  a  man 
of  rank  !  Sir  !  dread  fir  !  if  I  don't  prefume  too 
much — I  have  a  fmall  cftate — not  indeed  ade- 
quate to  your  fituation — But  if  you  will  accept  it 
with  this  young  lady 

Pavi.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  Scarce  worth  mentioning — Only 
athoufand  a  year  at  prcfent,  but  at  my  death, 
it  will  be  five  thoufand — Will  you  have  the  con- 
defcenfion  ? 

Pave.  Well,  ril  indulge  you.  Tommy,  TU 
indulge  you — Five  thoufand  a  year,  no  bad  cer- 
tainty in  cafe  of  accident,  {afide)  In  return— 
if  there  arc  any  favours,  I  or  my  father— 

Sir  Thomas.  Oh,  fir !  {bows  very  low)  There 
arc  to  be  furc,  fir,  one  or  two  trifles — Firft,  you 
fee  {counts  with  bis  finger  on  his  left  band)  I  want 
to  turn  a  road — fecondly,  to  enclofe  a  cdmmon 
—thirdly,  to  cut  a  canal — fourthly,  to  build 

powder-mills — fifthly {beginning  to  count  on 

bis  right  band.) 

Pavi.  Stick  to  one  hand,  my  dear  Tommy! 
Stick  to  one  hand,  and  don't  agitate  yourfelf— 
the  trifles  fliall  be  accomplifli'd,  fo  draw  up  an 
agreement. 

Lady 


*  *  Laif  Henrietta.  I  believe  tliis^  will  do,  fir— ^Irt 
cnJy  to  fcraich  out  my  name  and  5>ir  Chartes's, 
and  infert  Mifs  Rofa's  and  Mr.  Pave's— FUdo 
it,  iind^ou  may  fign  dircAljr.  ((}6is'  to  table  and 
writes.)  '     '  ' 

Refa.  (toFzveJl  fay,  while  iHey^re  fettling 
the  agreement  TU  Ihev/  you  my  father's  pic- 
ture. 

Pavi.  Your  father's  pifture!  Ma  !  where  is 

« ? 

Rc/a.  Therc---behind    the.  curtain !     He's  in 

his  gown,  /  •  •' 

Pavi.    Gown! — Robes  you'  mean Let's 

fee.— ^     ..-■•• 

Lady  Hhtriefta.  Stop— —fign  the  conti-aft 
firit  '-'   ''  '•  • 

Sir  Thomas.  Ay  j  fign  firft — There—there's 
my  fighature;  (^^ir/iflg";)        ''     •'-'    ' 

Pave.  And  mine !  {Jibing.')  "  '-  . 

Rofa.  And  now,  there's  my  dear  father  in  his 
^wn  and  caffpck, 

[Undraws  curtains  of  piUures^  and  difcdvers 
a  painting  of  Mr.  Medtiim,  the  clergy- 
maHy  inbis  gbwn  and  cajfock — Pave  fees 
itf  andjlands  ftupijied. 

Sir  Thomas.  Yes;  there's  old  Medium — What 
furprizes  you,  fir?  ■ 

Lady  Henrietta.  Ay;  there's  another  minift^r — 
What  n^akesfyou  fo  dumb,  Mr.  Pave  ? 

Pave.  Relpect  and  reverence  at  that  anvful 
fight — Oh,  Sir  Thomas !  that  parfon's  pi&urc 
has  fo  deeply  afFefted  me,  that  only  this  con- 
traft  can  confole  me.  {taking  it)   Nothing  like  a 

certainty 
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"  ceitaintir  in  cafe  of  accidents—- Come,'  Mils 
=  Medium  !  .  .  .^ 

^/>  Tbcnuis.  Why,  where  arc  you  going  ? 

Pavi.  To  my  father's,  Tqmmy,  to  my  fa- 
ther's— ^To  take  care  of  the  road, — the  common 
^ — the  canal — the — In  fhort,  to  fecure  your  whole 
property. 

EfUer  Sir  Charles  Dazzle. 

Pavi.  Ah,  Sir  Charles,  have  you  made  out  a 
lift  of  promifcs  ?  In  the  courfc  of  five  years — 
that  is,  when  I  come  to  my  eftate,  I'll  think  of 
you — Farewell,  old  What's-his-Namc — Tom- 
my, adieu  !  I  retire  with  a  handfome  provifion 
however.     (Looks  at  contrary  C^c.J 

Exit  witi  Rosa. 

Sir  Charles.  Sir  Thomas,  what  does  that  im- 
pudent fellow  do  here  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  Impudent!  why,  do  you  know 
who  he  is  ?  . 

Sir  Charles.  Yes ;  I  know  him  to  be  an  im- 
poftor — a  rafcal — And  if  he  has  got  any  thing 
from  you 

Sir  Thomas.  Got  any^thing !  he's  got  my  whole 
cftate—Oh  Lord  ! 

Sir  Charles.  Purfue  him  direftly— 1*11  go  with 
you. 

Sir  Thomas.  Oh  dear !  Come  along — As  for 
you,  madam,  depend  on't,  you  (hall  uill  be  Sir 
Charles's,  and  for  that  fellow— Oh  the  villain  I 
I  believe  he's  a  poacher,  and  becaufe  he  cou'dn't 
fnare  the  game,  he  has  ftole  the  whole  manor  I 
Come! 

[Exii  wish  Sir  Charlbs. 
Laify 
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Lad;  Henrietta.  Ha  !  hal  he's  a  delightful 
man,  and  as  he  has  twice  faved  me  from  Sir 
Charles,  1  hope  he'll  do  me  the  favour  a  third 
time — But  now  to  Warford,  and  make  his  gqic- 
rous  heart  partake  my  joy. 


End  OF  Act  IV. 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. — A  modern  apartment  at  Sir  Th6- 
'  MAs's,  a  H^indow  open  and  Balcony  behind. 

Enter  Rosa. 

Rofa.  How  unfortunate !  To  be  retaken  and 
fcparated  from  my  dear  Mr,  Pave. — (Goes  to  win- 
dow  and  looks  out.)  Surely  Hippy  can't  have  for- 
got  me — I  dropt  him  a  letter  out  of  this  window 
to  carry  to  Mr.  Pave,  in  which  I  told  him  I  was 
locked  up,  that  he  mightn't  ^et  the  eftate,  but 
that  I  was  ready  to  elope  wich  him  this  very 
night — Dear  !  where  can  Hippy  be  ? 

Enter  Hippy  at  the  fVindow. 

Hippy.  Hufli !  is  nobody  here  ? 

Rofa.  Nobody. 

Hippy.  Odraten  !  this  is  poaching  with  a  ven- 
geance— Well !  I've  fcen  Mr.  Pave  and  he'll 
carry  you  off— -he  will  !  here's  his  anfwer. 

[Gives  her  a  letter. 

Rofa.  (reads  J  "  My  dear  girl — that  the  con- 
**  traft  may  be  fulfilled,  I'll  be  near  the  ladder 
**  in  an  hour,  and  the  fignal  Ihall  be  a  noife  at 
•*  the  window — Your*s  ever — Pave." 
Oh  charming  !  charming  !  What,  you  came  in  at 
the  balcony  by  a  ladder  ? 

Hippy.  To  be  fure  I  did— Leave  old  Nick  and 
I  alone  for  fixing  one — But  I  muft  return  to  the 
gentleman — So,  do  you  go  and  get  ready,  and 
lAfaen  you  hear  the  noife  at  the  window,  trip 

down 
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down  the  ladder  a  tittup,  a  tittup,  r  tittup,  as 
we  faid  of  the  hare  you  know, 

Rofa.  I  will !  1  will !  But  pray  let  the  noife  be 
loud  enough. 

Hipfy.  Loud  !  Odraten  !  Til  fmafti  ever/  pane 
fooner  than  you  (han't  hear  us — ^Depend  on 
Nicky  and  Ts  doing  our  beft — Good  bye,  Mifs, 
and  remember  the  noife, 

Rofa.  Ay,  1  won't  forget— Good  bye. 

[Exif  Hippy  af  window. 
And  now  Fllgo  and  get  my  hat  and  cloak — Sir 
Thomas  is  below  with  Mr.  Latitat,  and  the  elec- 
tors of  the  borough — In  the  hurry  of  bufinefs, 
nobody '11  think  of  our  elopement— Oh  !  how  I 
long  for  the  noife  at  the  window.  [£x//. 

Enfer  Latitat. 

LatiM.    So— ftole    oflF   unobferved — A  fine 

2uarreling  bebw — The  old  juftice  wants  Sir 
Charles  to  be  the  new  member — The  dehors 
want  a  better  man,  and  I,  as  returning  officer, 
infift  upon  the  fame— But  all  depends  upon 
Smalltrade,  he's  at  the  head  of  the  corporation, 
and  as  Sir  Thomas  has  fent  for  him,  I  muft  over 
hear  their  converfation — The  faft  is,  the  juftice 
wants  to  outfhoot  the  banker — the  banker  wants 
to  outrun  the  juftice — And  the  attorney  wants  to 
out-bowl  them  both  !  Here  they  come ! — That  I 
may  be  evidence  of  all  that  paiTes — I'll  e'en  let 
down  this  curtain — {lets  down  window-curtain  and 
gets  behind  it.  Sol  this  is  doing  the  thing  gen- 
teelly ! 
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Enter  Smalltrade  and  Sir  Thomas* 

Sir  Thomas.  Don't—don't  talk  of  that  impof- 
tor — I  have  fecured  Rofa  as  a  hoftage.  and  if  he 
don't  marry  her,  the  contraft's  void — So,  as 
we^rc  alone — (faji'ning  door.)  Sit  down^-— Sic 
down,  and  let*s  talk  about  the  ele&ion.  (they 
ft.) 

Smalltrade.  I  fhou'd .  like  to  have  feen  you 
counting  your  fingers,  fecuring  the  common, 
the  canal,  and  the  powder-mills— And  then  to 
have  feen  the  blow  up  !  Oh !  you've  a  fine  round 
bead !  And  what  wou'd  you  do  with  the  canal  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  What !  I'd  fecure  the  borough 
by  it :  for  if  the  eledors  didn't  do  as  I  wifliM, 
I'd  open  the  fluices  and  inundate  the  whole  town 
— You  can  only  lay  them  under  contribution, 
but,  dam'me,  I  can  lay  them  under  water,— 
You  fee,  old  friend,  if  Sir  Charles  is  the  new 
member  I  have  promifcd  to  marry  him  to  Lady 
Henrietta — Now,  the  firft  thing  he  wants,  is  to 
get  your  intereft. 

Smalltrade.  And  the  next  thing  is  to  take  my 
principal,  I  fuppofe — Oh,  I  know  him  of  old — 
The  fellow  hasn't  a  guinea — unlefs  indeed,  hc*$ 
kept  the  one  I  loft  at  Faro — No,  no ;  I  want 
fpme  good  citizen,  and  I  told  Latitat  our  re* 
tu'-ning  officer,  to  find  one. 

Sir  Thomas.  Yes  ;  but  Sir  Charles  is  the  only 
candidate,  and  therefore — 

{Loud  rattling  at  the  window^  Latitat  fops 
his  bead  out  from  behind  curtain^  and  on 
Smalltk  ade's  looking  round  puts  it  back."] 

9malltrade.  What's  that  noifc  ? 

Sir 
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Sir  Thomas.  Nothing  but  the  wind  ftiaking  the 
windows — Therefore  I  fay,  as  Sir  Charles  and 
theeleiftors  are  below,  let's  go  and  talk  to  them. 
{riftng.) 

Smalltrade.  Softly — mind  you're  not  tricked 
again-— For  that  Lattitat  is  fuch  a  dirty  (huffling 
rafcaL 

[Loud  rattling  again.  Latitat  pops  bis  bead 
euty  on  Smalltrad£'s  looking  round,  puts 
ii>  back  again. 1 

Smalltrade.  Now,  what  the  devil's  that  noife  ? 

Sir  Thomas.  'Tis  the  wind  I  tell  you — It's  al- 
ways fo  when  its  cafterly — Do,  let's  go  direftly  to 
the  electors. 

Smalltrade.  Ay,  there's  no  talking  bufinefs  in 
this  room — So,  leave  me  to  manage  Latitat — 
I'm  a  match  for  a  lawyer. 

Sir  Thomas.  Are  you  ?  Then  you're  a  match 
for  any  thing — I  hate  'cm  all. 

Smalltrade.  So  do  I — And  I'll  tell  you  what. 
Sir  Thomas — inftead  of  giving  me  a  day's  fport 
on  your  manor,  only  get  me  a  day's  (hooting  in 
Wcftminftcr-Hall,  and  if  I  don't  wing  and  pep- 
per the  whole  breed,  fay  I'm  no  markfman,  and 
Latitat*s  no  rafcal.  [Exeunt. 

Latitat,  (puts  bis  bead  out,)  Upon  my  foul 
I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you — [comes  from  be* 
bind.)  A  very  pleafant  fituation  !  Abufcd  before 
my  face,  and  pelted  behind  my  back ! 

Enter  Rosa  in  her  Hat  and  Cloak. 

Rofa.  I've  juft  heard  the  noife  at  the  window, 
and  now— ha ! 

Latitat.  Oho!  the myftery's out— an intriguCi 
heh  ?  This  is  the  beft  part  of  the  eledion,  and 

I  2  w 
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as  they  can't  make  the  return  without  mc,  I  may 
as  well  be  a  party  in  this  caufe — Here  I  am,  my' 
dear. 

R$fa.  Sir  !  Heavens  !  who  are  you  ? 

Latitat.  Me  !  the  prettieft  fellow  living !  Tm 
a  member  of  ten  clubs,  and  wear  twenty  differ- 
ent uniforms — Initials  on  one  button,  arrows 
on  another — bruflies  on  a  third— feathers  on  a 
fourth — ^Then  I  won  the  bcugle-horn,  got  fixty 
notches,  rode  five  races,  ow'd  ten  thoufand 
pounds — liv*d  within  the  rules — 'did  the  thing 
genteelly  ! 

Ro(a.  And  has  Mr.  Pave  fent  you,  fir  ? 

Latitat.  Pave. 

[Here  Pave  puts  bis  bead  out  from  behind 
curtain!] 

Rofa,  1  think  it*s  very  hard  he  didn't  come 
himfdf. 

Li^titat.  Pave  !  That's  the  man  I  pafsM  on  as 
Lord  oul'.vip. !  Zounds!  if  it  (hould  be  him — 
However,  I  won't  lole  the  girl, — Come,  my 
an^f.'l  !  ('laki}:g  her  h^nd.) 

Rofa,  Lord,  (ir,  how  am  I  to  know  Mr. 
Pu-'c  i>  your  friend  ? 

Latuct.  How  ?  ril  tell  you — Every  body 
know^  iny  way  of  growing  rich,  is  by  never 
pav.n^  whaL  I  borrov/,  and  notwithftanding  this, 
P.  ve  !v  :]L  iiiC  a  ih'H.fand  pounds  !  Now,  wasn't 
thai  f •  .  .ndly  ?  Si\  Til  peep  at  this  door  to  fee 
it  ai-y  L"jdy's  watching,  and  then  ■  ■  (gees  to 
fiagd  doer.) 

Pave  comes  forward* 
Pave,  (to  Rofa.)    My  dear  girl,  defcend   the 
ladder.— Your  liicnds  will    pioted   you  'till  I 
come.  [E'Xit  R  os a  ^ /  window. 

Latitat. 
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Latitat,  [looking  round.)  Nobody ^s  near  us,  my 
fwtet  angtl  ] — 

PavL  Isn't  there,  my  dear  lord?  So,  ftill 
doing  the  thing  gcnree  ly,  my  boy. 

Latitat.  Ah,  Mr  Pave,  I  aiTure  you,  I  am 
mo(t  happy  to  pay  my  refpects  to  you.  {bows.) 

Pavi.  {bowing)  And  1  allure  you  I  (hall  be 
more  happy,  if  you'll  pay  me  my  thojfand 
pounds — (Collaring  bim.)  Give  me  my  money,  or 
get  me  preferred. 

Latitat.  Now  don't — pray  don't  expofe  me — 
here  in  the  country  I  havn't  pafs'd  for  a  lord. 

Pave.  For  what  then,  fir  ?  {/baking  him.) 

Latitat.  For  a  gcndeman.  (Pave  Jbakes  him 
more.)  Pm  Returning  Officer  of  the  borough. 

Pave.  Vfh^t  (Letting  bim go.) 

Latitat.  Pm  Returning  Officer  I  fay,  and  as 
the  eleftion  takes  place  in  a  few  hours. 

'  Pave.  My  dear  fellow,  I  alk  you  a  thoufand 
pardons — In  the  firll  place,  i  didn't  know  there 
was  an  ele&ion,  and  in  the  next,!  little  thought 
you  couM  fo  cflentially  affift — Excufe  me,  Mr. 
Latitat — Lord  Sulwin  I  mcnn. 

Latitat.  Oh,  fir,  you  art-  too  kind. 

Pave.  Not  at  all — f  low  has  your  health  been 
fince  I  faw  you  ?  I  recoUedt  you  had  a  fuperb 
equipage— four  fine  bays— I  hope  they're  all 
well — And  fo,  there's  an  election,  my  lord. 

Latitat.  There  is,  fir;  and  if  any  friend  of 
your's  is  a  candidate. 

Pave.  There's  the  point,  my  lord — I  do  know 
a  gentleman,  a  very  clever  gentleman  ! — Don't 
think  of  that  little  debt  you  owe  me  I  And  as 
jvc're  alone — harkye — (wbi/pers  bim.) 

Latitat.  You  a  candidate  ! 

Pavi. 
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Pavi.  Why  not  ?  Tm  heir  to  an  eftate  of  fix 
thoufand   a  year,    was  near  being  fon  to  Mr. 
What*s-his.name,  and  have  a  lift  of  promifcs  as  . 
long  as  the  borough, — So  do,  pray  do  the  thing, 
genteelly. 

Latitat.  IVe  a  gtcat  mind — it  would  be  fcrv* 
ing  thofe  two' old  blockheads  as  they  defcrvc — 
Gad  I  will  !  Give  me  vour  hand. 

Pave.  Will  you?  '  ... 

Latitat.  Hufli  !  here's  Smalltrade. 

Pave.  What,  old  certificate  ? 

Latitat.  Stand  afide— Foras  his  intereft  turns 
the  fcale,  w£  muft  dupe  him  into  our  fchcaic— 
Mmn  !  Not  a  word. 

[Pave  being  in  a  travelling  great  coat^  muffiis 
bmfeify  and  draws  bis  hat  over  bis  Jace^ 
hejiands  afide ^  and  Smalltr  adb  enters. 

Latitat.  So,  Mr.  Smalltracle — Sir  Charles  b 
to  be  our  new  member. 

Smalltrade.  Yes,  Lati — ;  for  want  of  a  bet* 
ter — Ah !  I  wilh  we  cou'd  have  found  another 
candidate  ! 

Latitat.  Another  candidate,  fir ! 

[Looks  round  at  Pave,  who  bows  tv  bimi 

Smalltrade.  Ay ;  fome  good  citizen — Thai 
wouM  have  given  us  grand  corporation  dinners^ 
built  a  new  town-hall— -tlirown  a  bridge  over  the 
river,  and  put  all  his  money  in  my  bank. 

Latitat.  Come  here — Look  behind  you. 

Smalltrade.  Look  behind  me  ! 

Latitat.  You  fee  that  gentleman — Hc*s  the 
fon  of Alderman  Double, 

SmalUradc.  Alderman  Double!  Wh^t,  the 
great  London  brewer  ? 

Latitat. 
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Latitat.  The  fame—He  wllhcs  to  become  a 
candidate 

Smalltrade.  Does  he  ?  That's  the  very  thing — 
ril  go  and  talk  to  him 

Latitat,  Softly — He  has  been  travelling  all 
night,  and  has  got  a  violent  pain  in  his  face — I 
tell  you  what— FlI  fettle  terms  with  him,  and  if 
you* ve  a  mind,  we'll  chouce  Sir  Thomas. 

Smalltrade.  Chouce  Sir  Thomas !  Ay  do,  you've 
my  confent. 

Latitat.  Have  I  ?  Then  Til  take  him  and  re- 
turn him  at  once — Come  Mr.  Double — Mr. 
Smalltrade  will  excufe  you're  not  fpeaking. 

Smalltrade.  You'll  fettle  it  with  Mr.  Latitat. 
Ay,  I  wilh  the  pain  in  your  face  better  with  all  my 
foul — (Pave  nods  and  makes  Jigns  of  paying  band- 
fomehf  with  bis  bands.)  Senfible  foul !  How  well 
he  underftands  the  bufincfs — Take  him,  Lati,  and 
ril  go  and  detain  the  two  Baronets  'till  the  return's 
over — Good  day,  Mr.  Double. 

Latitat.  If  this  isn't  doing  the  thing  genteelly^ 
the  devil's  in't.  [Exit  with  Pave. 

Smalltrade.  There  goes  the  young  Alderman 
— Poor  Sir  Charles  !  poor  old  Roundhead  !  Oh! 
if  I  was  fuch  a  ftupid  blockhead !  But  I  don't 
know  how  it  is— -we  country  bankers  are  never 
impofed  upon.  [Exit. 
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SCENE  ll.-"Inftde  of  Sir  Thomas's  Garden^^ 
Garden  Gate  in  the  back  Scene. 

Enter  Lady  Henrietta. 

Lady  Henrietta,     (reading.) 

'*  The  tender  pair,  whom  mutual  favours 

bind, 
••  Love  keeps   united,   though  my  Alps 

disjoined  ; 
**  To  paffion  ill  return'd  Ihort  bounds  are 

fct, 
••  The  lover  that's  foi^ttcn  will  forget." 

And  what  have  I  to  do  with  that  ?  As  I  was  ne« 
ver  in  love,  I  can  never  forget — ^And  yet  it's 
very  odd  I  fhou*d  juft  hit  on  that  paflage-*- 
Heigho  !  I  wonder  where  Mr.  Warford  is. 

Enter  Warford. 

Blefs  me,  fir !  you  take  one  fo  by  forprize — I 
thought  I  fiuHi'd  never  fee  you  again. 

IFarfari^  And  now,  madam,  you  fee  me  for 
^  lift  time. 

Lady  Henrietta.  The  laft  time! 

Warford.  Yes  ;  Sir  Charles  has  crufh'd  all  my 
hopes  of  happtnels,  and  I  have  prevail'd  on  my 
uncle  to  let  ttK  leave  England  forever. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Leave  England!  Ob,  I  b^ 
your  pardon,  lir— You  can't  do  that. 

Warfmrd.   >o^  madam! 

Lady  H<nrietta^  Nc,  fir— you  recollect  you 
and  1  mult  iecde  accounts  firft,  for  you  don't 

fuppoie 
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fuppofe  V\\  kt  you  be  out  of  my  fight  while  I 
owe  you  an  obligation !  A  pretty  thing  indeed ! 
To  lend  a  lady  a  thoufand  pounds,  and  then  go 
abroad  and  compel  her  to  come  after  you  to  re* 
pay  you. 

Warford.  Lady  Henrietta,  I  am  miferable — 
I  have  lived  under  the  fame  roof  with  a  treafure 
I  now  fee  given  to  another  !  But  I  alone  am  to 
blame — It  was  prefumption,  in  my  humble  fitua- 
tion,  to  afpire  to  fuch  excellence,  and  I  now  meet 
the  reward  A^y  arrogance  deferves.     (going.) 

Lady  HenrieUa.  Stay,  Mr.  Warfowl — Juft  let 
me  fct  you  right  about  one  thing.  There  are 
people,  fir,  that  can  difi:inguifli  merit  in  obfcu- 
rity — Nay,,  can  admire  it  too — I  for  inftance 
now,  can  perceive,  that  while  1  poflcfs  nothing 
from  rank  and  birth,  you  gain  every  thing  from 
virtue  and  honour, 

Warford.  This  language  overpowers  me—* 
And  if  I  thought  1  was  even  pitied 

Lady  Htnrietta.  Pitied !  Oh,  Mr.  Warford, 
doesn't  the  man  who  fliunn*d  me  in  the  hours  of 
diflipation,  and  returned  to  me  in  the  day  of  dif- 
trefs,  deferve  fomething  more  than  pity  ! — Yes ; 
— and  as  this  is  the  laft  time  we  (hall  ever  meet, 
let  me  avow  my  gratitude — my  efteem  !  Let  me 
be  proud  to  tell  you,  that  had  I  my  own  choice,  I 
wou'd  give  my  hand  where  my  heart  has  been 
long  difpos*d  of. 

Warford.  Is  it  poffible  ?  Can  the  humble,  de- 
ferted  Warford  be  fo  blefl:  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.,  You  deferve  every  thing,  fir-— 
But,  go,  go,  and  be  happy — Find  out  fomc  fair 
who  way  retvira  your  love,  nor  ever  think  of  one 
io  loit,  fo  ^retched  as  mvfelf ! 

K  Warf$rd. 
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Warffird.  I  cannot  leave  ycru  thns !  WI  fee  year 
uticle,  appeal  tD  his  humanity !  Nay,  you  are  not 
Sir  Charles  Dazzle's  yet. 

Enter  Mifs  Dazzle. 

'Mifs  Dazzle.  No-^-butfliewiU  beprefently-i 
This  is  your  laft  tite  a  titt  I  aflbre  you. 

Laiy  Hmriitta.  Is  Sir  Charles  elected  theti  ? 

Afi/}  DawUe.  He  is— Whaty  ydtt  thought  if 
he  loft  the  efcftion,  yt)U  wou*d  lofe  hitn. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Certainly,  madam — I  knftw  Sir 
Thomas  defign'd  me  for  the  (^ec^fsful  candidate^ 
and  you'll  pardon  me-^-^if  1  c&utd  have  chofen  a 
dearer  reprefentative  than  your  brother. 

iHati&i  ^tbout  and  Nb^ci 

MJs  Dazzle.  There !  do  you  hear  thole  acdap- 
mations  ?  Now,  Mr.  Wartord^  you  may  ttJte 
leave  of  die  charming  Henrietta,  and  make  your 
bow  to  my  fifter.  Lady  Dazzle. 

Warford.  Ungenerous  woman!  Is  it  not 
enough  to  triumph. 

{More  huzzaing  whhut. 

Enter  iSir  Thomas  RdtrNDHEAD. 

Sir  Thomas.  There!  It's  all  over— -Sir  Charles 
is  clewed,  and  IVe  at  laft  got  a  fenator  for  my 
Jicir  !  Mifs  Dazzle^  I  give  you  joy. 

MifsDa^e.  And  I  give  you  joy.  Sir  Tho- 
mas,— and  you.  Lady  Henrietta— and  you  Mr. 
Warford — Come,  (hall  we  go  and  fee  the  pro- 
ceffion? 

SirThomas.  CtPamVf^Enit  {Mifi  DAttLt.) 
Niece,  do  you  wait  here  (orecdhrc  your  kufband^ 
Sir  Ckuks  Dazzle. 

fTarfirds 
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r  Warfori.  This  is  bevond  bearing— Sir  Tho- 
a^  hear  me. 

Sir^bmAS.  Ill  hear  nothingr-Hcnrietta,  wait . 
to  receive  the  new  member. 

JSv/irSllALLTJlADEf       . 

Ifmalltradip  Nqw,  iy]^re  anp  yw  going  .^ 

&>  TDcmas.  Tq  pi^^cuW^  S^  Charjes  00. 
his  elcftion,  to' be  fure. 

SmalUrade.  Ar^  you  ?  then  yoa  m^y  as  well 
ft^  where  you  ^re. 

Sir  Thomas.  Why  fo,  old  Smalltrade  ? 
'  '^maUtraie.  Pll  tell  you,  old  Roundhead-- he 
has  loft  the  eleAion.  • 
'.  Oinfi^,l<^  .the  j^teaion ! 
:  j^Ufrsdf*  y*?5  <k9  yiowng  aJkdcr<T%9A  has  it— ► 
Pout^l^'s  the  man ! 

S^  Th^nsSj,  Pou^ld's  the  man  t 

SmalUrade.  Yes  5  it's  ail  my  doiii^g— Now  how 
£>q1\Qi  you  lookr-rl  fay,  your  woiihip,  ^pesn*? 
iiii3Ten)indyQu  of  cwn<:ifig  ypwr  fibers  ?  Oh, 
you  old  flat ! 

'  Sir  TidiMas.  W|^y»  wih^is  allthis*?  And  who 
tlte4eyU's  Double? 

SmalUrade.  A  great  brewer  and  the  fon  of  a^ 
idderfAan  !  Latitat  foaad  him  out>  aad  h^  ma- 
naged the  whole  buQnefs  himsTelf  ?  Now»  m*l 
you  prettily  outwicccKl?  And  jwxxn't  you  a1* 
low  tnat  a  banker's  head  is  t;w¥:e  M  deep  es  ^^ 
juftice's  ? 

Sir  Tbanai.  HoW  your  tongue,  Qr-»-f-»- 

Smalltrade.   Curfe  me,     but  if  I  <ho»ght  J 

Oiou'd  ever  be  fuch  an  old  fUi:  v  y9U,   if  I 

wouldn't  build  powder  aiiUs  w  Ml rpp^  iQ  johi^ 

myfelf  up  in  !...(ik&/r  wHbout)-"-H&»  he  is  »1 

K  2  here's 
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here's  the  new  member!  I  ordered  Latitat  to 
bring  him  here,  that  you  might  fee  with  your 
own  eyes,  what  a  ftupid  fool  wc  have  made  of 
you. 

Sir  T!bomas.  Did  you  ?  Fm  very  much  obliged 
to  you  —But  no  brewer  or  alderman  enters  my 
garden —  Here,  William !  Thomas !  {fjoivg*) 

Stnalltrade.  {holding  bim)  Now  do — Stay  and  lee 
how  much  you've  cxpofed  yourfelf.  , 

Sir  Thomas.  I  won*t — Let  me  go. 

SmalUrade.  You  ftia'n't — here  they  come. 
[Longflourijb  of  Clarinets^  Trumpets^  Gfr, 

Enter  Pav^  cbair^dy    with  ^^ors^  Ro^As  m4 
Latitat. 

Pavi,  (as  he  enters)  Gentlemen,  you  have 
returned  me  as  your  reprefentative,  ^for  which  \ 
return  you  my  moft  hearty  thanks,  and  to  (hew 
my  gratitude,  I  invite  all  the  country, — men, 
women,  and  children,  to  dine  with  Sir  Thomas 
to-day,  and  to  fup  with  little  Certificate  in  the 
evening,  (turning  round)  Huzza !  IVe  done  it  at 
laft ! 

Sir  Thomas.  Smalltrade,  who's  an  old  flat  now  ? 

Smalltrade.  I  am  doubled^  by  all  that's  ridi- 
culous. 

Sir  Thomas.  Doesn't  this  give  you  a  ticklifli 
fenfation  ?  Isn't  a  banker's  head  twice  as  deep  as 
a  juftice's  ?---And  won't  you  build  powder-mill* 
to  blow  yourfelf  up  in  ? 

Smalltrcfde.  So,  Mr.  Pain-in-the-face,  (/^ 
Latitat)  You  and  the  young  alderman  here 
liive  done  it.    * 

Latitat.  Yes  ;  weVe  done  the  thing  genteelly  ! 
But  don't  be  angry — the  new  member  means  to 
be  liberal. 

Pave. 
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Pavi.  Certainly— if  either  of  the  honowrablc 
gentlemen  in  my  ey^  want  franks. 

Sir  Thomas.  Franks! — Sirah 

Pavi.  Order  Tommy — Order — Harkye,  old 
Certificate!  IfFbifpersSMAhtTRADE.) 

SmaUtrade.  How  !  You'll  move  to  abolilh 
country  banks  1 

Sir  Thomas.  Ay,  dos—ril  fecond  that  mo^ 
don. 

Pave.  Come  here.  Tommy.  (wHfpers  him.) 

Sir  Thoma^.  How !  Move  to  ftop  canal  cut-. 
ting> 

SmalUr^de,  Ay  do :— I'll  fecond  that  motion  I 
.     Latitat.  And  encourage  attornies,  for  they  do 
the  thing  genteelly. 

Pavh  Now  Fm  promoted,  I  can  be  a  better 
patron  than  Sir  Charles- -1*11  prefer  you  all. 

Rofa.  Will  you  ?— that's  charming. 

Pavh  To  you.  Latitat,  I  give  up  your  debt 
—To  you.  Tommy,  I  reftore  your  contraft,  to 
you,  old  Certificate,  I  give  my  lift  of  promiles, 
to  you  Lady  Henrietta,  I  give  the  nrwn  you  lovp 
— And  laftly,  to  you,  Rofa,  I  give  the  bcflf 
prcfent  of  all,  for  1  give  you  myfclf,  my  dear 
girl,  and  next  to  Mr.  What's-his-name,  dam'me^ 
if  I  know  a  finer  fellow. 

Lady  Henrietta.  Nor  I— Will  you  confent,  Mr, 
Smalltrade. 

Rofa.  Will  you.  Sir  Thomas  ? 

Lady  Henrietta.  We*U  put  all  our  money  in 
the  country  bank. 

Rofa.  And  I'll  never  poach  on  the  manpr  as 
long  as  I  live. 

Sir  Thomas.  Smalltrade  I 

Smalltrade.  Roundhead  ! 

Sir  Thomas,  Shall  we  ? 

SmoXltrade^ 
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SmalbraJe.  Ayv,  we  have  ihcwn  ourfelves  fuch 
a  couple  of  old  flats,  that  we  can't  expofe  our- 
felves any  further — Here,  Warford,  take  Lady 
Henrietta,  and  depend  on't,  my  fetUeoient  fiiall 
be  equal  to  the  juftice% 

Sir  Thomas.  And  you,  fir,  {io  Pave.)  lince 
you  are  become  a  fcnator,  take  old  Medium's., 
daughter — One  half  of  my  eftate  goes  to  Hen- 
rietta— the  other  to  you — that  is,  on  conditioil 
you  iecttie  me  the  ioad«^the  common-^thifr— ' 

Pavh  SofUy^  fir,  foftly — Counting  may  btt 

ominous ^ 

,  l^dy  Henrii$tff  And  now,  as  moft  of  us  htve 
tried  difierent  ways  of  growing  rich,  let  us  ac«v 
]^x>wkdge,  that  while  Sir  Charles's  plan  jias 
been  the  worfl:,  Warford's  has  prov*d  the  beft— * 
for  had  the  time  the  former  Wfod  in  difilpation: 
and- deception  been  employed  like   the    latter, 

Shonpfly  and  induftry, ,  Sir  Charles  had  now 
ce  Warford,  been  rich  and  happy* 
.   SmalUrnde*  Aye,  apglicatioi)  and  CKonomy  is 
diie  furcft  road  tp  riphes,  . 

',  Pavi.  No — i'll  ihew  yop  a  better  w^-^by 
Ifatoing  patronage  and  promotion  here ! 

Here  let  our  friends  around   fupport  oiir 

caufc, 
And  we'll  grow  rich  indeed— by  their  ap« 
plaufe. 


r//£  END. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  hy  JAMES   BO  ADEN,   Efq. 
SPOKEN  BY  MR.  HOLMAN« 

TTOW  narrow  is  the  fpherc  a  modem  Bays 

•*■  "■"     Is  doom'd  to  range>  while  he  contrives  his  Plays 3 

Still  urg*d  by  folly.  Beings  to  explore. 

Whom  he  and  j/o«  fo  often  faw  before  : 

Precluded  chara6lers  by  their  advance, 

Whofe  minds  could  pierce  thro'  Nature  with  a  glance^ 

And  ilill  of  right  poflefs  the  moral  Stage 

With  leflbns  iiudied  in  a  diflant  age ;  * 

In  this,  our  glafs,  you  yet  refled^ed  find 

The  levities  which  lelJen  human  kind  : 

The  lighter  follies  which  the  Town  engage. 

All  that  prevail  in  fafhion  makes — the  Rage  f 

Yes,  all  !  though  various  be  the  motly  forms. 
That  fway  by  weakening,  or  compel  in  dorms : 
That  up  to  Fop  evaporate  the  Lord  \ 
Or  down  to  Jockey  fink  the  Maid  ador*d  \ 
Confound  diftindlions,  firm  and  frail  perplex. 
And  make  it  difficult — to  guefs  even  fex. 

But  is  the  Rage  to  levity  confined  ? 
Does  no  juft  pailion  fway  die  geueral  mind  ? 
Lo  1  the  rough  Veteran,  whom  his  Country  •  clinm, 
Koufes  to  vindicate  her  injured  name ! 

Tie 
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The  Bage  is  Cmquefi  which  his  boibm  fires. 

The  foe  yields  I  then — no  !  then  his  rage  expires. 

When  in  fome  dreadful  conteft  on  the  wave 
The  gallant  feaman  finds  a  wat*ry  grave. 
Ere  the  laft  pulfe  of  ebbing  life  be  o  er, 
.When  the  eye  turns  towards  his  native  (hore. 
Tins  thought  may  ev*n  the  parting  pan^aifuage 
That^  thcre^^Humanify  is  ftill  the  Ragf. 

Our  Author  s  Mu(e  follows  with  fa{hion*s  gale^ 
Down  a  fmooth  river  an  amufive  fail  ; 
She  dares  no  fea  where  boifterous  paflions  fway. 
Or  merely  dips  her  wing,  and  haftes  away. 
O,  may  her  airy  toil  your  love  engage. 
And  her  new  flight  to  pleafeyou  be — The  Rag€. 
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JFrittin  ly  ADIFARD   TOPHAM,    E/f. 

i 
SPOKEN  13T  MRS.  MATTOCKS. 


TTTELL,  Gentlefolks,  again  your  mtoft  obedient ; 

^  ^       That  Tm  the  Epilogue  is  held  expedient : 
Our  Bard,  who  for  a  youth  well  knows  the  Stage, 
Thought  as  to  fpckking,  Women  were  "  The  Rage.** 
And  faid — "  Good  Mrs.  Mattocks,  pray,  advance  j 
**  Females  muik  now  Aep  forward  as  in  France.** 

My  anfwer  was — "  My  dear,  kind  Sir,  have  pity, 
"  Pray  fpare  the  Ladies — Men  fccure  our  city. 
"  For,  arm*d  by  Parliament,  to  calm  each  fear, 
"  Huge  corps  of  Common-Council  men  appear, 
'*  Wards  Liveries,  Deputies,  en  Militaire, 
"  Led  by  Lieutenant-Colonel — my  Lord  Mayor  1 
'^  Each  man,  (a  fight  at  which  his  Lady  fwoons,) 
*^  Belt,  fabre,  helmeti  fpurs,  and  pantaloons  !** 

"  Dear  Chuck** — fays  Spoufe — "  pray  (it  at  home^  do  yielde^ 
**  Confider,  Love,  your  age  ;  you  grow  unwieldy  j 
*'  Good  twenty  done.  Dear,  cannot  play  about, 
*'  Belides,  thofe  cold  Jack  Boots  hurt  Lovey  s  gout.** 
"  Gout  I  vulgar  nonfenfe  Voman — Gout  !  Gad's  curie^ 
'*  Heavy  !  why,  I'm  a  private  of  Light  Horfe— 
"  Drefs  !  wheel  I  charge  I — Could  I  on  Horfebad(  get 
*'  I  or  my  horfc  would  do  fome  roifdaef  yet." 


EPILOGUE. 

» 

Thus,  meaning  Ao  oflfenccy  in  language  fainty 
The  City  Rage  for  foldiering  we  paint. 
But  Aire,  no  fons  of  Briton,  wifh  repreft 
That  zeal  which  leads  one  mati  to  ferve  the  reft ; 
'Which  drives  due  right  and  order  to  maintain, 
Againft  a  chaos  that  would  come  again. 

Long  may  fuch  R^ge  infpire  the  Eng1i(h  mind  I 
In 'neighbouring  clim^  a  different  "  Rage'*  we  find  ; 
Poor  Jean  Franfois,  who  fhouts  for  Liberte, 
Fmds  Slavery  ftill  the  Order  of  the  day ! 
**  Ma  foi  !'*— he  cries—**  No  people  bleft  as  we; 
**  They  force  me  out  to  fight,  to  make  me  free* 
**  Den  !  vif !  alert ! — begar  we  mufl  not  tarry, 
**  My  Vife,  for  common  good,  oblige  to  marry : 
**  She  labour  for  the  State,  tant  mieux  pour  elle, 
**  She  forgot  me — I  her — c*ell  Bagatelle  I 
**  Allons  au  Guerre  I  L'eau  de  vie  banifh  forrow, 
**  Vi6loire  to-day — La  Guillotine  tp-morrow  '" 

Englifh  Tom  Blunt,  a  dealer  in  fmall  wares. 
Who  knows  a  bit  what's  palling  above  ftairs. 
Cries — **  Why,  in  that  there  change  of  wives  fo  faft 
**  I  think  a  good  one  mayhap  may  come  at  lafl ; 
**  But  in  that  gulieting  machine,  dye  fee 
**  I've  no  idea  how  it  makes  one  free : 
*'  For  my  part  now,  whatever  may  be  faid, 
**  I'm  for  a  little  meat,  and  fafe  warm  bed, 
**  I  does  not  relilh  freedom — when  one's  dead  I 
**  So,  once  for  all,  my  means  and  refolution 
**  Gro,  to  fland  by  the  good  old  Conftitution." 

Such  and  fo  different  reign  with  fovereign  power, 
The  various  "  Rages"  of  the  prefent  hour. 
I  wifh,  in  truth  I  wifh  in  very  fpjght. 
Your  Rage  may  be,  to  fee  us  many  a  night. 
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SCENE  I.^-DaHmley's  Garden^  and  vim  df 
bis  /mall  Villa. 

Enter  Darnley  and  Sir  GeoAge  Gauntlet* 

Sik  George* 

J\  N  D  fo,  Darnley,  you  prefer  this  folitary 
life,  to  all  the  joys  ot  London — to  be  furc 
you've  a  nice  fnug  Villa,  and  a  charming 
wife  her^— but  its  duU-^^thc  fcenc  tires— ic 
lirants  variety,  Harry* 

Darnley.  No,  Sir  George. — Since  t  retired  tp 
this  peaceful  fpot,  I  have  not  had  a  wi(h  be- 
yonclit:  I've  been  fo  happy  in  that  humble 
cottage,  that  when  Tm  doom'd  to  leave  it,  the 
world  will  be  a  wafte,  and  life  not  have  « 
charm ! 

Sir  George.  How  you  are  altered,  Darnley? 
When  we  were  brother  officers  you  were  the 
greateft  rake  in  the  regiment  i  but  {rom  the 

B  time 
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time  we  were  quartered  at  Worceftcr,  where 
you  firft  beheld  Mifs  Dormer 

Darnley.  I  faw  the  folly  of  my  former  life  > 
I  own'd  the  power  of  her  fuperior  charms,  and 
leaving  a  bufy  and  tumultuous  world,  retir'd 
with  her  to  this  fcquefter'd  Tcene — *tis  now 
three  years  fince  I  married. 

Sir  George.  And  from  that  time  to  this,  have 
you  liv'd  in  this  out-of-the-way  place? 

Darnley,  Yes  :  and  till  you  yefterday  honour'd 
me  with  a  vifit,  I  have  not  feen  a  friend  within 
my  doors — but  isn't  it  a  happy  life.  Sir  George  ? 
Our  affeftions  have  room  to  (hoot— care  and 
diftruft  are  banifli'd  from  our  cottage,  and 
with  fuch  a  woman  as  Mrs.*  Darnley  to  coii- 
verfc  with,  what  is  the  world  to  me  ?  I  can 
defy  and  fcorn  its  malice. 

Sir  George.  She's  an  angelic  creature  indeed, 
Darnley  :  and  at  Worcefter,  I  had  myfelf  near- 
ly fallen  a  viftim  to  her  charms  ;  but  about 
your  future  life — do  you  mean  to  live  for  ever 
in  thefe  woods  and  meadows  ? 

Darnley.  No — would  to.  heaven  I  could ! — I 
fear  1  muft  forego  my  prcfent  calm,  and  mix 
in  active  life  again :  When  I  married,  I  fold 
my  commiffion,  you  remember,  to  purchaft 
this  fmall  farm — Mrs.  Darnley's  portion  wa* 
but  a  trifle;,  and  an  encreafing  family  has  fp 
cnlarg'd  my  expenccs,  that  ujnlcfs  I  return  t9 
che  army 

Sir  George.  Ah — you  want  to  be  raking 
again  ? 

Darnley.  No — I  want  to  fccure  an  indepen- 
dence for  my  family— I  want  to  fee  my  chil- 
dren affluent,  and  to  attain  this,  I  have  once 
m9X0  applied  (9  n\^  uncle  Sir  Pau|  Perpetual, 

who 
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who  was  fo  offended  at  my  felling  out,  that  he 
has  ever  fincc  abandoned  me. 

Sir  Cecrge.  What — does  the  old  be^u  ftill 
perfeverc  in  his  refentment  ? 

Darnley.  His  anger  has  encreas'd ;  for  he 
writes  me  word,  he  intends  marrying  Lady  Sa- 
rah Savage,  on  purpofe  to  have  heirs  more 
worthy  his  eftate : — Oh !  my  friend :-— 'tis  hard^ 
that  fortune  fliould  bellow  fuch  treafures,  and 
then  compel  me  to  defert  them  ? 

Sir  George.  So  it  is  :  but  now  I  think  on't, 
this  Lady  Sarah  Savage  and  her  brother  are 
my  intimate  friends  i  and  as  you  are  their 
neighbours,  I'll  introduce  you  and  Mrs,  Darn- 
ley  to  their  notice — ^When  arc  they  expefted 
from  town  ? 

Darnley.  To  day. 

Sir  George.  Then  we'll  pay  them  a  vifit : 
Lady  Sarah  Savage  (hall  interfere  with  your 
uncle,  and  if  that  fails,  her  brother  can  eafily 
enfure  your  promotion  in  the  army — but  fee ; 
here's  Mrs,  Darnley? 

Darnley.  Look  at  her.  Sir  George — do  you, 
can  you  blame  me  ? — who  would  not  afl:  as  I 
have  done  ? 

Sir  George.  I  would  by  heav'ns!— J*d  live 
with  her  in  a  hermitage  !-^ic  with  her  on 
^  pilgrimage  l-^I^'d--- — fdeath:  if  I  don't 
mind>  I  fhall  difcover  all.  \Aftde. 

Enter  Mrs.  Darnley. 

Darnley  advancing  to  her^^    Maria  I 
Mrs.  Darnley.  On  Harry  ! — I  have  been  look- 
ing for  you  every  where — I  declare  you're  grown 
quite  a  truant— Before  your  friend  came,  you 

B  2  us'd 
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us*d  to  wialk  with  me  over  the  farm :  or  ride 
with  me  to  fee  our  children  -,  or  fit  and  read  to 
me  under  oiir  favourite  Beach  Tree— but  now— 
Sir  George  !-— I  beg  your  pardon — I  didn't  fee 
you  before. 

Sir  George.  Madam  !         \_Bowing  ohjequioufy. 

Darnley*  My  friend  is  all  kindnefsy  Maria; 
he  has  f>romi^'d  to  introduce  me  to  the  honour* 
able  Mr.  Savage ; 

Mrs.  Damley.  What : — take  you  to  Savage 
houfe ! 

Damley.  Ay— why  not :— you  (hall  go  with 
me. 

Mrs.  Darnley,  No — ^let  me  ftay  here— I  am 
not  weary  of  my  prefent  life. 

Damley.  Nor  I— but  'tis  a  great  connexion  ; 
and  though  not  abfolutely  diftrefs'd^  I  would 
improve  my  fortune—*!  would  fee  you  and  my 
children  have  every  comfort. 

M^s.  Damley.  We  have,  while  you  are  with 
us»— confider  we  have  never  liv'd  a  day  apart, 
and  if  they  lure  you  into  fafliionable  fcenes, 
you'll  be  corrupted,  Harry — you'll  defpife  the 
humble  roof  yod  once  rever'd,  and  I  perhaps 
ihall  be  forgotten  and  neglefted. 

Daml0^.  Never ! — I  cannot  bear  the  fuppo^ 
lition ;  and  while  we  have  hearts  to  endurcn 
and  hands  to  labour,  there  is  fufficient  for  our 
cottage  ! — I  will  not  go— My  friend,  who  feea 
my  motive,  I'm  fure,  will  not  condemn  me. 

Sir  George.  No— always  obey  the  Ladies ; 
but  Darnley,  I  fee  our  horfes — you  rccolleft 
we  were  to  ride  to  fee  your  children  :  fo,  Ma^* 
dam,  I  have  the  fuperlative  honour  ■  ■  ■■  ■ 


Enter 
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Enter    Clara   Sedley — a  bajket  of  flowers  is 
hanging  on  her  arm^  and  /he  is  eating  an  afple. 

Sir  George.  What,  Clara  ! — been  picking 
flowers  my  angel !— well ! — I  thought  they  had 
all  died — all  died  from  envy  egad  !  ha  1  ha ! — 
cxcufe  me— ^I  never  laugh  but  at  my  own  wit, 

Clara.  Do  you  ?  then  you  laugh  very  fel- 
dom,  I  believe. 

Sir  George.  No— very  often  :  for  I  take  the 
joke  though  nobody  elfe  docs,  ha  !  ha ! — come 
I>arnley — adieu  Ladies — I'll  not  run  away 
with  him  ! —         {Exit  Darnley  andSit^  George.) 

Clara.  What  a  coxcomb  it  is  ! — and  if  he 
wasn't  a  duellift  into  the  bargain,  I'd  tell  Mr. 
Darnley  all  my  fufpicions — that  I  would— •but 
he's  fo  fond  of  fighting,  that  I  heard  him  fay, 
he  once  fent  a  man  a  challenge  for  wafering  a 
letter  inftead  of  fealing  it.- — I  wilh  he  was  gone. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Indeed  fo  do  I,  coufin — Mr, 
Darnley  is  ib  chang'd  fince  he  arriv'd — his 
ideas  foenlarg'd — he  talks  of  vifiting  at  Savage 
Houfe,  of  improving  his  fortune. 

Clara.  Fortune !«— ay :  and  this  morning  he 
gave  me  his  note  for  two  hundred  pounds,  beg- 
ging me  to  get  one  of  my  guardians  to  lend 
money  upon  it— his  excufe  was  that  his  expen- 
ces  exceeded  his  income,  and  by  his  uncle's 
marriage  with  Lady  Sarah  Savage,  all  his  ex- 
peftations  were  ruined — Now,  my  life  on' t,  this 
is  all  Sir  George's  doings-~He  has  dole  into 
our  cottage  like  the  Arch-Bend  into  paradife, 
and  I  won't  eat  another  apple  while  he  days! 
(Throws  away  the  apple Jbe  is  eating.) 

JMrs.  Darnley.  Is  Darnley  then  diftrefled  r— 
OhClai;a! 

3  Clara. 
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Clara.  Don't  be  unhappy — I  (hall  apply  to 
both  my  guardians  -,  Sir  Paul  and  Mr.  Fluih, 
they  are  now  at  Bath,  and  one  way  or  other 
the  Villa  fhall  flourifh  ftill—Lord!  I  fhall 
have  plenty  of  money  when  I  come  of  age, 
and  I'll  throw  it  all  into  the  fcal'e,  and  come 
and  plant,  fow,  and  reap  with  you  and  your 
bufband. 

Mrs.  Damley.  What  give  up  the  gaieties  of 
l/)ndon,  coufin  ? 

Gara.  London  !  ay  :  I  hate  it — I  once  pafs'd 
a  month  there,  but  they  hurried  me  fo  from 
fight  to  fight,  that  in  the  buttle  all  places  ap- 
peared alike — ^I  faw  no  difference — ^And,  if  you'll 
believe  me,  one  mornirig  after  feeing  Weft- 
minfter  Hall  in  term  time,  they  took  me  in- 
fide  Bedlam;  and  fo  confus'd  was  I,  that  I 
didn't  know  the  lawyers  and  their  clients,  from 
the  keepers  and  their  patients, 

{Signor  Cygnet  without). 

**  Trompite,  trompite  tra  1" 

{Singing  an  Italian  air.) 
Mrs.  Damley.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Enter  Signer  Cyghet, /0ing. 

"  Tra — ^tra — ^tra!'*  (Singing.) 

Clara.  Blefs  us! — What  animal's  this  ? 

Mrs.  Damley.  He  has  miftaken  his  way,  I 
fuppofe— Sir-— (*y/^tfr  don^t  regard  her.)  I  beg 
pardon.  Sir.— but  perhaps  you  don't  know  that 
this  garden**— 

Signer.  «  Beviamo  tutta  trel" — ah,  ha!-** 
les  Demoifelles !— Ladies,  a  votre  fcrvicc. — 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Darnley.  Sir !  (CurJ/dying.^^ 

Signer.  I  and  the  Honourable  Mifter  Savage 
arrive  laft  night — ce  Matin  I  take  a  my  little 
yalk — fee  your  fmall  Chateau,  and  am  fo  en- 
chantc  with  the  fpcdlacle  that — me  voici  ! — I 
honour  you  with  my  firft  vifit — eh  bien  !— vac 
is  your  names  i 

Clara.  Our  names ! — rather  wc  Ihould  aflc 
yours. 

Signer.  Mine  I — Diable ! — do  you  not  know 
mc? 

Clara.  No— how  (hould  we  ? 

Signer.  Vat !  not  know  I  am  Signor  Cygnet 
— dc  firft  Violin  in  Europe  {  de  bcft  compofer 
in  de  whole  world ! — de  hufband  of  Signora 
Cygnet— de  great  finger  at  de  opera — dc 
profcffional— <le  Abbey — de — Marbleu  1 — an4 
am  I  not  myfclf  ? 

Clara.  No— I  don't  think  you  are  yourfdfl 

Mrs.  Darnley.  And  fo.  Sir,  you  are  on  a  vifit 
at  Mr.  Savage's  i 

Signer.  Oui— in  my  vay  to  Bath  I  con- 
^efcend  to  pafs  a  few  days  there — Lady  Sarah. 
Savage,  Ihc  love  mufic,  or  pretend  to  love — 
vich  is  de  fame  ting  you  know — they  entertaia 
me  comme  ^a — give  me  good  dinners,  and  take 
tickects  for  mine  and  my  vife's  concert-— naais 
there  be  two  tings  I  don't  like. 

Clara.  And  what  are  they.  Sir  ? 

Signer.  Vy  Mifter  Savage,  he  give  mc  cold 
fuppers  and  fleep  in  the  beft  bed  himfelf — Now, 
begar !— I  vill  have  hot  fuppers  and  dc  beft  bed^ 
Qr  elfe  I  take  a  my  fiddle  and  promenez — 
**  Malbrouk  s'en  va,  &c."  {Singing.) — Dc 
grand  Duke — O  !  dc  grand  Duke — he  never 
nfc  mc  thus — never— jamais ! 

Glars. 
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Clara.  The  Grand  Duke  ! 

Signor.  Oui — vcn  I  was  at  -Florence  hojur  you. 
tink  he  treat  me  ?  accoutez— he  quarrel  with 
all  his  Minifters— all  but  one ! 

Clara.     And  who  was  that  one  ? 

Signor,  Me  ! — me  he  fhakc  by  the  hand  and 
go  to  my  vife's  benefit  toilt  le  memc— <lc  /ame 
as  ever  ! 

Clara. — [To  Mrs.  Barnley.'\  Upon  my  word, 
mufic  fcems  fo  important  a  fcience,  that  I 
think  you  had  better  let  your  little  boy  have 
fome  leflbns-*-it  is  neceffary  for  his  education—* 
isn't  it,  Signor  ? 

Signor.  Neceflaire  !— ma  foi :  *tis  dc  only 
education  now-a-days — never  mind  vat  you 
call  Latin  and  Greek— put  de  fiddle  in  his  lit-^ 
tie  hand  and  let  him  fcrape  away  !  den  he  vill 
be  great  man — like  me;  and  call  for  hot  fup- 
per  and  beft  bed  verever  he  go ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  What !  fhall  I  give  up  making 
a  parfon  of  him.  Clary  ? 

Signor.  Parfon  !— pif ! — vat  is  dc  parfon  to  dc 
mufician  ? — he  ride  his  old  white  horfe— preach 
away  at  four  or.  five  churches,  and  vat  he  get  ? 
• — forty  pounds  a  year — Eh  bien !  I  and  my 
vife  ride  in  vis-a-vis — ^fingohly  ven  we  like,  and 
make  five  thoufand  a  year- — ah  ha !  voila  la 
difference !— Parfon  ! — begar !  de  blind  fidler 
get  more  money ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  More  fhame  for  the  country 
then,  where  foreign  arrogance  is  fo  rewarded^ 
and  gentlemanly  merit  fo  infultcd— <x)inc 
Clara— 
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Ri-enUr  Sir  George  Gauntlet. 

Sir  George*  Don't  be  alaraicdyMrs.  Darnley ; 
but  I  and  your  hufband -have  jufl:  been  prefentj 
at  an  accident^  that 

Mrs,  Darnley.  An  accident;  .fir ! 
.  Sir  George.  Yes:  Lady  Sarah.  Savage,  who 
is  one  of  thole  ladies,  caird  female  phaetoneers^' 
was  driving  four  in  hand  acrofa  the  heath  ;. 
the  horfes  took  fright,  and  ran  away  with  her, 
when  Darnley,  with  more  gallantry  than  pru-"! 
dence,  rode  a-head  of  the  unruly  animals,  and 
ftopt  them  on  the  edge  of  a  precipice. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Heaven  be  prais'd ! — and' 
where  is  the  lady,  fir  ?     . 

Sir  George.  My  friend  is  conducing  her  to.the- 
villa,  where  he  begs  you'll  inftantly  join  them. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  By  all  means — come— 

[To  Clara. 

Clara.  Signor,  won't  you  aflift  your  friend? 

Signer.  Non — I  am  mufician>  not  phyfician,. 
and  my  head  is  fo  full  of  de  tune. 

Clara.  So  full  of  de  vapour,  he  means — like 
the  infide  of  his  own  violin — come  coufin— now 
isn't  it  a  pity,  that  while  we  have  butterflies- 
and  bullfinches  in  the  garden,  we  fiiould  be 
tormented  with  coxcombs  and  fiddlers-— infers, 
adieu  !  [Exeunt  Clara  and  Mrs.  Darnley. 

Sir  George.  3ignor,  I  rejoice  to  fee  you  ; 
you  have  often  afljftcd  me  in  my  amours,  and 
I  now  want  your  aid  more  than  ever. 

Signor.  Eh  bien  !— my  vife  has  a  concert  at 
Bath  next  week. 

Sir  George.  Hasflie!  then  Til  give  a  dinner 
(o  fome  Somerfetfiiire  bumpkins^  and  force  ofF 
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a  fcore  or  two  of  tickets**-You  faw  the  lady  I 
firft  fpoke  to-t-(hc  has  won  my  hMit,  and  I 
have  won  her  hufband's. 

Sipior.  Dat  is  good-^en  if  you  make  de 
difcord between  them.    .^ 

Sir  George.  Ay,  Sgnior:  if  I  excite  jealoufy  | 
and  this  accident  has  fprung  the  mine-^^Lady 
Sarah  Savage  is  already  half  in  love  with  Darn^ 
Icy-^he  has  invited  him  to  Savage  houfe>  arid 
if  he  takes  Mrs.  Darnley  along  with  him--— - 
.  Signer.  Dey  will  be  both  out  of  tune  for 
cvcr-^ah  ha  !  I  go  to  Mr,  Savage^  touteifuite. 
'  Sir  George.  Do — and  increafe  i.ady  Safah'a 
love  for  Darnley-^— affift  in  all  my  fcheniesi 
triumph  1  muft,  and  will;  for  1  offered  Mrs. 
Parnley  my  hand  long  before  this  huA)an4 
won  her  heart. 

Signor.  1  will  be  ftrft  fiddle  reft  aflurl — ^tenez| 
I  vill  compofe  two  duettos— one  between  Lady 
Sarah  Savage  and  de  hufband*— de  other  be-» 
tween  you  and  de  vife-^allons.  You  no  con-, 
ceive  the  power  of  mufic.  Sir  George, 

Sir  George.  I  do,  Signor— for  as  Shakefpeare 
fays :  *^  There's  nought  fo  ftockifli,  hard  and 
*<  full  of  rage,  but  mufic  for  a  time  does 
**  change  its  nature." 

Signor.  Shakcfpeare  !  vat  is  dat  Shakefpeare? 
He  never  compofe  a  fingle  tune,  and  dough  at 
prefent  he  make  a  little  noife,  begar,  you'll 
loon  find  de  fiddle  and  de  bravura  vill  lay  him 
on  de  Ihelfw— now-a-days,  found  always  get  de 
better  of  fcnfe,  mon  ami — Ah  ha !  yenez !  yoq 
jio  forget  my  vife's  bencfitt  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE  II.— i^  Rom  infide  Mr.  Darnley's 
VilUi  Prints^  Beoks,  Fowling  Pieces,  Fifinni 
.   Tackle,  &c. 

Enter  Mrs^  DAitf^LEY  and  Clara«; 

Mrs.  Damley^  Well  Clara  t  i(  Lady  Sarah 
Savage  be  a  pi&urc  of  town-bred  women  o( 
fafhion,  let  nne  remain  a  plainiimple  ruftic  all 
my  life— *Did  you  ever  fee  any  thing  fo  confi- 
dent—"-fo  mafculino— her  brother  too!  "  What 
you  call  impudence,"  fays  he,  "  we  call  cafe/* 

Clara.  Ay:  they^rc  a  precious  pair;  afld  yet 
in  London  they  are  both  the  Rage !— ^uite  at 
the  top  of  the  beau  monde»— But,  coufin, 
they've  ordered  their  carriages,  and  infifl  on 
our  going  to  Savage  houfe^-Mercy  on  us ! 
what'^s  to  become  of  two  lambs  amongfl:  fuch 
A  parcel  of  wolves  ? 

Mrs.  Damley.  This  is  Sir  George's  fcheme  t 
to  delude  Mr.  Damley  from  this  tranquil  fpot 
into  fa(faionabIe  life,  is  the  firft  ftep  towards  af- 
fcaing  his  bafe  defigns— He  told  Mr.  Savage 
about  your  fortune  too 

Clara.  I  know  it :  and  the  vulgar  man  made 
downright  love  to  me  direftly  i— 'faith-Coz, 
I  believe  Sir  George  wants  to  get  memarried> 
and  you  unmarried. 

Lady  Sarak  Savage  without.)  Bring  round  the 
Phaeton,  and  d'ye  hear— don't  tighten  the 
curbs^-I'll  whip  and  gallop  them  every  inch 
of  the  road. 

Clara.    '^  She'll  whip  and  gallop   them!" 

there  now !— this  1%  one  of  the  modern  br^ed  of 
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fine  ladies,  who,  inftead  of  being  feminine  and 
tender,  have  the  Rage  for  confidence  and  bold- 
nefs — Look  at  her  drefs — (he's  nnorc  like  a  man 
than  a  woman,  and  her  language  is  as-  mafcu- 

line  as  her  manners, 

£nter    Lady    Sarah     Savage    drejfed    in    a 
great  coat^  with  a  number  of  cafes  \   a  flat, 
found  beaver  bat\  a  fur  tippet  and  Jafh.     Booi 
fboes^  a'^bip  in' her  band,  and  a  riding  habit ^ 
under  great  coat ;  two  grooms  enter  with  her. 

Lady  Sarah.  John,  exercifc  the  pointers^  and 
the  hounds — I  fhall  fhoot  Co-morrow^  and 
hunt  the  next  day. 

Groom.  Any  thing  elfe,  madam  ? 

Lady  Sarah.  No — nothing — Oh  yes:  call  at 
the  taylor's  and  enquire  for  my  fencing  jackets- 
tell  him  I  broke  two  foils  in  my  laft  rencontre, 
and  afk  him  if  any  body  ought  to  make  aflaulcs 
in  a  gown  and  petticoat  ? — Ah !  my  little 
dears — here  (Seeing  Mrs.  Damley  and  Clara,  fie 
makes  them  pull  off  her  great  coat,  which  the  groom 
takes.)  Well !  and  how  do  ye  do  i  Oh  Wil- 
Jiam  ! — tell  the  recruiting  ferjeant  I  muft  learn 
the  new  military  manoeuvres,  and  bid  him  bring 
the  largell:  fufil  in  the  regiment— •there^— go 
along —  [Groom  Exeunt. 

Mrs.  Damley.  I  hope  you  have  recovered 
your  fright,  ma'am. 

Lady  Sarah.  Recovered  ! heh  ! ^why, 

Where's  my  deliverer? — my  dear  charming  Mr. 
Darnley  ? 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Madam  ! 

Lady  Sarah.  He  is  certainly  the  mofl:  divine 
engaging  creature— -I  mean. to  take  him  home 

with 
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with   me,  and  the  Phaeton  is  waitihg-^fo  call 
him,  child — (to  Clara.)  call  him  direftly, 

Clara.  Gall : — :whom,  madam  ? 

Lady  Sarah.  Why,  Mr.  Darnlcy,  to  be  furc  i 
what  does  the  girl  ftare  at  ? — did  fhc  never  fee  a 
perfon  of  quality  before. 

Clara.  Never— *its  the  firft  time,  ma'am  ; 
and  if  this  is  the  fpecimen,  I  hope  it  will  be  the 
Jaft :— I'll  call  Mr.  Darnley.  [Exii. 

Lady  Sarah.  I  wifti  I  was  like  you,  rny  dear — I 
wifli  I  was  married — its  fo  comfortable — fo  con- 
venient—heigho  ! — I  (hall  be  fo  glad  when  old  . 
Sir  Paul  is  my  ftalking  horfe-r-my  hu/band  I 
mean— fhan't  you,  Mrs.  ■ 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Excufe  me,  madam :  when  I 
reBed,  that  Sir  Paul  is  Mr.  Darnley's  uncle,  and 
by  your  union  he  is  deprived  of  all  his  future 
ibrtune,  you  cannot  blame  me,  if — — . 

Lady  Sarah.  Deprive  my  dear  Darnley  of  his 
fortune  ! — fo  it  does— ^well ! — ^that's  vaftlf 
droll ! — but  then  it  makes  mine,  which  is  the 
fame  thing  you  know— -See  ! — here's  my  bear  of 
a  brother ! —you've  no  idea  what  low,  vulgar 
company  he  keeps  ?— nothing  but  Buffoons, 
Bowftrcet  Officers,  and  Boxers  ! — and  only 
conceive,  my  dear,  me  and  my  friends  mixing 
in  fuch  horrid  fociety. 

Airs.  Darnley.  Surely  Mr.  Savage  cannot 
wifh 

Lady  Sarah.  He  does,  ma'am  :  and  only  con- 
ceive I  fay  my  intimate  acquaintance — people 
of  the  firft  conftqucnce— fuch-  as  Signor  Cyg- 
net, the  huH^and  of  the  fine  .  Soprano—^ 
Monficur  Puppitini,  the  inventor  of  tne  dear 
Fantoccini,  and  Count  Spavin;  the  greateft  of 
Horfe  Dolors— :OlUy.  i/nagiqe.  fpcb  pick'd  com- 
1  *  pany 
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^ny  as  this,  mixing  with  my  brother's  \ow^ 
liv'd  wretched  crew. 

Mrs.  Damley,  Indeed^  ina'am^  people  of  rank 
ought  to  fet  a  better  example. 

Enter  the  Honourable  Mr.  Savagi. 

Savage^  So  Savage — fitter  I  mean — I  Joft 
ten  pounds  by  your  filly  accident— The  moment 
I  faw  the  horfes  off,  I  faid  to  my  friends  around 
me^  ten  pounds  to  five,  the  driver  gets  a  tum- 
ble^-** done!" — "  it's  a  bett"  fays  I-*-away 
few  the  racers,— fnap  went  the  reins — five  to 
four  in  my  favour ! — when  plague  on't !  the 
Squire  rode  acrofs,  ftopt  the  carriage— you  fav'd 
your  neck,  and  I — loft  my  wager. 

Lady  Sarah.  You  brute:  did  you  ever  hear 
your  brother.  Lord  Savage^  talk  in  this  maA-> 
ner? 

Savage.  My  brother  \ — pough  !— he's  a  gen- 
tleman to  be  fure — proud,  independent,  and  all 
in  the  grandee  ftyle — but  I ! — I'm  not  like  him 
—I'm  a  man  of  fathion — I'm  not  a  gentleman. 

Lady  Sarah.  No-— that  you  are  not  upon  my 
honour. 

Savage.  I  am  the  hero  of  my  fociety — ^he  is 
the  flave  of  his — he  keeps  high  company,  ma'am 
(To  Mrs.  DarnleyyJ  lives  with  judges,  generals, 
and  admiraU — but  does  he  ever  encourage  the 
arts  and  fciences?  does  he  ever  fhake  hands  with 
men  of  genius  ?  fuch  as  peace  officers,  tennis 
play'rs,  and  boxers — no,  no — that  was  left  for  me. 

Lady  Sarah.  Yes  :  and  though  born  to  wealth 
and  titles,  there  you  ftand,  that  have  been  fix 
limes  bottle  bolder  at  a  boxing  match  ! — ^vulgar 
icience  ]r^\  hope  Sir  Paul  doA^c  tmderftand  it. 

Savage^ 
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Savage.  No— not  now— but  if  he  makes  yom 
his  wife,  it  nnsy  be  neceflfaiy  he  Ihould,  learn,*-^ 
I  fay^  ma'am,  that  .wa$  a  ftraight  one—wasn't  it. 

Mrs.  DamUy^  Indeed  I  don't  know^  {\f^ 
— Wou'd  Mr.  Darnley  were  here!— I  woBk 
unequal  to  their  fociety;  but  from  the  lit** 
tie  1  have  learnt^  I  think  one  hour  of  domeC- 
tic  life  worth  all  this  new  unintelligible  fcene. 

Savage,  Hark'yc :  (to  Lady  Sarah  J  here's  a 
letter  from  the  old  beau,  Sir  Paul-^he  is  coming 
to  Bath,  and  can  only  day  one  day  with  us,  ia 
his  way  $  but  as  people  of  quality  4re  not  always 
people  of  quantity  you  know,  he  (han't  ftir,  till 
the  marriage  is  cffc^ed — mum  !— m  keep  him 
clofe— — — • 

Enter  Darnlby. 

Savage.  Ha!  fquire!— come  Mrs.  Darnleyi 
(takes  her  by  the  band.)  I'll  drive  you  and  your 
pretty  cou  fin   . 

Mrs.  Damley.  Sir,  I  am  unus'd  to  vifiting  ; 
unfit 

Savage.  Nonfcnfe !— I  never  take  an  excufe ; 
when  I  aflc  people  to  my  houfe,  I  make  them  go 
when  I  like — (lay  while  I  like,  and  behave  as  I 
like — fo  come  along — fquire  mind  you  don't 
fhap  thei^eins;  and  d'ye  hear;  as  my  fitter  is 
rather  lame— only  juft  recovcr'd  from  the  gout— 

Lady  Sarah.  The  gout  ! — how  dare  you,  fir  ? 

Savage.  What !— do  you  deny  it  ?— do  you 
difown  naving  been  cur'd  by  a  quack  doftor, 
and  returning  him  thanks  in  all  the  papers? 
"  Lady  Sarah  Savage  informs  Dr.  Panacea,  that 
^'  his  alagaronic  antifpafmodonic  tindture,  has 
f*  entirely  rciwov'd  the  ggut  from  the  cxtremi- 
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*  ties,-  atld  ^e  now  hunts,  (hoots,  eats  and 
^  drinks '  more  freely  than  ever !" — now  isn't 
it  alhame,  ma-anri  ?  between  them,  they  piun-« 
dcr  both  the  j^iatlent^  and  the  phyfician. — The 
l|iiack  cheats  the  doftor  of  his  fee,  and  this 
i^tnanrot>s  the'man  bf  his  gout. 
•"-  {^ExitwttbMrs.T^AtiiiLTLY. 

Jjiiy  Sarah.  Oh,  Mr.  Darnley  !— I  anri  foglad 
youVe  going  to  Savage  houfe-*r'twill'  be  filch  a 
relief— corhe — I'll  appoint  you  my  rural  Cicis*^ 
beo-Hmy  gtiardian  (hcpherd — you  fav'd  my  life, 
and  I  won't  let  you  die  for  ftte,  I  am  deter- 
Anin^dl  \Ei(mnU 
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A  C  T    II. 

SCENE  l^-^^e  Honourable  Mr.  Savage's  Park 
and  Garden — a  Canal  with  a  Vejfel  on  if — a 
Bridge —.a  Temple Jurrounded  with  IVeeping  WiU 

" ;  lw)S — at  the  Wing  a  Portico  and  Steps  leading  /# 
tbettouje.  ,^ 

Enter  Darnley  and  Sir  George  Gav^tlet  from 
the  Portico. 

Sir.. George.  Why  now  indeed  you  arc  an  altered 
man? 

Darnley.  I  am — ^I  am— the  wine — the  fccnc 
—the  company— has  fo  tranfported  me,  that  I 
begin  to  think  Tm  not  quite  fober^  Sir  George — 
I  dp  indeed. 

Sir  George.  'So  wonder  at  it — youVe  led  the 
life  of  a  reclufe  and  every  new  fcene  dazzles  you 
T— you  are  like  a  nun  efcap'd  from  a  convent. 

Darnley.  No — more  like  a  Friar  in  one — ac 
leaJd  if  1  may  judge  by  my  eating  and  drinking—- 
But  my  friend — this  is  a  glorious  place,  and  I 
begin  to  think  I've  liv'd  too  long  out  of  the 
world — coop'd  up  in  a  cottage — buried  in  a 
farm — What  did  I  know  of  life  and  all  its  plea- 
fures  f 

.  Sir  George.  Ay :  what  indeed  ? — in  town — and 
Savage-houfe  is  the  fame  thing  you  fee;  for  they 
always  bring  London  into  the  country  with  them 
•7-but  Lady  Sarah,  Darnley — I  faw  you  at  din- 
ner ; — (he  gave*  yoii  fuch  afFeftionate  looks. 

Darnley.  Fie !  fie  Sir  George— you  forget— 
I  am  a  married  man. 
.    Sir  George.  A  married  man ! — what  then  ! 

D  Darnley 
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Damtty.  Why  then  I  love  my  wife — ^I  do-^ 
I  tenderly  love  her — and  when  I  chufc  to  play 
the  fool,  let  me  expofe  myfelf^  but  not  wound 
her  for  heaven's  fake ! 

Sir  George.  Nonfenfe ! — ^you  don't  know  Ladf 
Sarah — fhe  is  one  of  thofe  confident  females, 
who  won't  let  a  man  efcape — who  mark  you 
for  their  prey — lure  you  into  their  talons  i  and,  if 
you  don't  yield,  will  fo  claw  you* '- 

Bamley.  What !  make  me  love  her  whether 
1  will  or  not  ? 

Sir  George.  Certainly :  but  confider  the  ad- 
vantages of  her  friendlhip :  firft  fhe  can  getyoa 
^promotion  in  the  army  i  fecondly,  by  gaining 
An  afcendancy  over  her,  you  may  prevent  her 
marrying  your  unde  j  and  thirdly,  you  can  pro- 
vide for  your  family  without  injuring  your  ho^ 
nour — there  !— there's  an  opportunity  1 

Bamley.  That's  true-,  and  if  1  thought— 
hark'ye  j  as  we're  alone,  dnd  yOu'rc  my  bcft  of 
friends — I've  got  a  letter  from  her!  the  Signor 
fcrought  it  mc--rhere!  {tdkingmit  aUtter.y^\i% 
appoints  me  to  meet  ker  in  her  drefling^-room. 

5/r  George.  Bravo,  Signor  T — {pfidi) — let's  rcacj. 
^^{Reads  the  Letter.^ — "  Lady  Sarah  Savage^ 
*^  having  fomething  particular  ta  communicate 
'*  to  Mr.  Darnley,  begs  to  fee  him  in  her  dreflt 
*'  ing-room  in  an  hour's  time,*'— ——Go  by  all 
means, — go>  I  infifl.  . 

Darnley.  Why,  if  I  can  pcrfuade  her  not  to  matr 
ry  Sir  Paul,  or  even  get  her  to  interfere  with  him 
—I'll  go  !--I'm  fix'd— I'll  write  to  her  this 
iQftant.  <<  He  that  eiTays  ro  danger  gaii)^  09 
^^  praifc  {" 
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EnUr  the  lUnourabU  Mr.  Savage  haftily. 

Savage.  Joy  !  joy  my  lads  1  Sir  Paul  is  arri* 
vcd !  and  how  do  you  think  the  old  boy  intro^ 
duced  himfclf  to  my  porter  ? — **  Tell  your  maf- 
ter,  fays  he,  4  young  gentleniat)  defires  to  fee 
him/' 

Sir  George.  Young  gentleman! — ^that's  ex* 
cellenc — he's  at  leaft  feventy-two. 

Savage.  No,  you  wrong  him ;  he's  only  fc- 
vency— Sir  Paul  PerpetuS — Old  p.  1  mean; 
for  that's  his  nick  name  you  know^^has  been 
the  ancient  beau  of  the  age  thefe  thirty  years,  1 
and  as  his  great  grief  is,  that  he  never  had  a  foDj 
he  wants  my  confent  to  marry  my  fitter. 

Darnley.  And  do  you  jnean  to  confent,  fir?     • 

Savage.  Certainlly-^I  fay  {afide  to  Sir  Ge^rgA 
1—1  want  his  fortune  to  repair  my  own,  bxA 
therefore  he  (han't  Ifave  the  houfe  till  the  mar- 
riage is  efFeded-^^you  know  my  way. — V^ 
giwn  the  hint  to  the  fervants.  -^ 

*  Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir  here's  the  young  gentleman. 

Savage.  Squire,  take  my  place  at  the  table^--^ 
pufh  the  wine  about,  and  tell  the  jovial  crew  to 
prepare  for  quizzing — quizzing  you  rogue  !— 
go  (Darnley  exit) — the  licenfe  is  in  my  pocket, 
s  paribn'sr  in  the  houfe,  and  if  we  can  but  coft* 
fufe  the  young  gentleman,  we'll  marry  him 
in  a  joke,  and  afterwards  take  bis  fortune  in 
earned. 
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Enter  Sir  Paul  Perpetual,  f>  a  riding  drefs. 

Sir  Paul.  "  Be  Hvdy,  brilk  and  jolly ! — ^lively, 
brifk  and  jolly !"  (ftngingJ)  Ah,  my  boys  !— ^hcre 
I  am — as  young  and  hearty — but  I  can*t  ftay  i  I 
muft  be  at  Bath  to-morrow. 

Sir  George.  At  Bath  ! — what  to  drink  the  wa- 
ters ?:  to  renovate  before  marriage,  Sir  Paul, 

Sir  Paul,  No— upon  my  fpul  there's  no  occa^ 
Jipn— though,  at  prefent,  perliaps  a  little  phyficai 
advice  wouldn't  be  much  amifs :  for  hctweqn 
'.ourfelves,  I've  juft  cut  a  tooth,  and  fuffer'd  mpft 
violently  from  the  hooping  cough  I  {^l^J^gVl 
—Why  what  do  you  laugh  at  ?  . .  ..,.. 

Savage.  Nothing — nothing— only  wc  woa*^ 
der'd  how  fuch  a  chicken  as  you  could  ftruggle 
againft  a  pair  of  fuch  mortal  diforders  ! — but, 
fcrioufly — what  takes  you  to  Bath  ?  .        • 

Sir  Paul.  Such  an  event  ?  I  have  trac'd  afon  i 
a  boy  above  twenty  years  of  age !  that's  my  firi^ 
reafon— my  fecond  is — to  fee  my  grandfather*  ^ 

Savage.  Your  grandfather ! 

Sir  Paul.  Hark'yc— he  Ihall  make  fettlements 
on  my  firft  four  children. 

Sir  George.  Pray,  Sir  Paul — I  beg  your  pardon 
though— what  age  may  your  grandfather  be  ? 

Savage.  Two  hundred,  if  he's  an  hour  !  heh  ? 
an't  I  right,  old  P.  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Old  P. !  there  it  is  now !— here  I 
ftand,  that  walk  as  much  as  any  man — that  ride 
as  much  as  any  man — that  am  every  night  at  a 
concert,  an  opera,  or  a  club^that  fing,  dance, 
game  or  intrigue  !  and  whaVs  more,  that  have 
done  all  this  forfixty  years  ! — and  yet  to  be  call'd 
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pld  Pirn they  f^id  I  pcvfltl«^as.  4  father~l>sft 

I  fhall  foon  prbvc  the  great  and  glorious  fa^ft^    ^ 

$peOagc,  Ay  Lhowjorill  you  proycit  ?  ' 

Sir  Paul.  How.I-why;youVe  all  heard  of  mjr 
little  Nelly — poor  girl !  fhe  w^  jealousj  and  (he 
left  nFie  to  aiarcy  atradefnian — a  derk  at  a  lot^ 
tery  office,  apd  _three  months  after  we  parted 
fhe  was.  dcliyer'd  of  a  boy — a  fine  boy  !  •  as  like 
mc  as  one  Cupid  is  to  another— -a  year  after  her 
marriage,  fhe  died,  and  I  can  hear  nothing  of 
her  hulband  f  but  let  him  fay  what  he  will,  I'll 
fwear  the  boy  was  mine ;  Til  fwear  it,  becaufe 
I'm  convinc'd  I'm  father  to  more  children  than 
one,  SirGeprge, 

Sir  Geprge.  V^ry  likely  i  but  where  did  you 
learn  all  this  ?. 

Sir  FauL  From  Nelly's  fiftcr  j  a  month  ago 
I  accidentally  .met  her  at  Tunbridge;  Ihe  had 
neither  feen  n,or  heard  of  the  huft>and  fincc  her 
lifter's  deaths  but  (he  rcmember'd  the  child 
went  by  his  mother's  name !  its  mine  ! — I'm 
furc  its  mine !  and  {they  laugh  again.)  I  tell  you 
what — you'd  better  be  careful  j  for  when  you  and 
other  young  fprigs  of  falhion  fmile  at  nie,  jeer 
me,  and  call  me  the  infirm  old  P,  l-^'^jad  !  you 
little  think  you  dogs,  you  are  laughing  at  your 
own  father  perhaps!  however,  I've  trac'd  my  boy 
to  Bath,  and  whpever  difcovers  him  fliall  have 
the  too  beft  racers  in  my  ftud. 

Savage.  What  fidget  and  fizgig  ?  then  TU 
feek  for  young  P.  myfclf— I'll  find  him — I'll — 
but  hold — ho\d^'^( Stopping  Sir  Paul  'voh:^  is  going) 
don't  go  yet — your  nephew's  in  the  houfc. 

Sir  Paul.  What  Darnleyf — zounds!  then  I 
won't  ftay  a  moment — no — not  even  to  lee  my 
dear  Lady  Sarah,  who  I'll  marry  if  its  only  to 
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difappoint    that    rural  reprobate— that— —I'm 
gone. 

Savage.  No— you Ve  ne>t— 111  tdl  you  a  fecitt  i 
jeu  fball  day  a  week  viith  me* 

Sir  PauL  A  week !      ^ 

Savage.  Ay :  IVe  my  reafons — ^o  don't  thtnk 
©f  ftirring ;  for  your  horfes  are  turned  out  ta 
grafs — your  faddles  and  bridles  fnug  in  a  hid^ 
ing  place,  and  ail  the  gates  double  bar^d^infide 
and  out. 

Sir  PauL  What  the  devil  J  make  a  prifon<jr 
of  me? 

Savage.  Nonfenfel — I  only  foreftall  your 
wifhcs : — I'm  fure  you  want  fomc  ibft  difeouHes 
with  my  fifter,  and  don't  I  knowlvhat  niy  tHi-. 
tors  like  better  than  they  do  thenfrfelvcs  > 
don't  I  know  you  like  getting  drurife  ?— &come^ 
come  in  and  drink!  {Pulling  bim.) 

Sir  Paul.  1  don't — I  hate  drinking ;  and  dM'th 
and  fire !  haven't  I  told  you  I  want  to  find  my 
fan— — 

Sir  George.  (A/ide  to  Sir  Paul.)  Humour  htm  ; 
humour  him>Sir  Paul  5  or  he'll  refofe  you  his 
fifter. 

Savage.  Ay  :  give  confcnt,  orelfe 

Sir  Pdul.  Or  clfe  I  lofe  my  wife'  I  fuppoic; 
when  I'm  in  the  country,  don't  I  like  always  to 
live  quiet,  and  keep  early  hours,  and  would  you 
lock  me  in  a  houfe  where  ybu  never  fee  the  fun  ? 
where  you  go  to  bcdjuft  before  it  rifcs,  andgejt 
up  the  moment  after  it  fets  ? 

Savage.  Will  you  give  up  the  marriage,  and 
let  Darnley  have  his  wifli  ? 

Sir  Paul.  No— ril  die  firft— I'll 

Savage.  Then  will  you  join  the  jolly  crew  and 
prove — 

Sir 
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SirGecrgi.  That  you  haive  as  much  health, 

youth,  and  fpirits — 

Savage.  As  any  choice  fpirit— 

Sir  George.  Or  young  gentlcmaiv-^ 

Sir  Paul.  In  the  whote  world! — Vm  rous*d  ! 

rm  fir'd  1  and  to  (hew  Tin  feafon'd !  true  Engliih 

heart  of  Oak ! — allons  ! 

Savage.    (Singing.)     ^^  Bring  the  flafk!  the 

mufic— !— r 
Sir  George.  {Singing.)  •*  Joy  Ihall  quickly  fintj 


Sir  Paul.  •*  Let  us  dance  rfrid  laugh  and  fmg, 
and  drive  old  care  behind  us  !" 

[Exeunt  af  Pertica^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Darnley. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Can  this  be  the  manOon  of  elc- 
f:ance  and  tafte  ?  I  meet  with  nothing  but  rude- 
nefs  and  neglcft ! — I  wi(h  I  could  find  Mr.  Darn- 
fey  ! — ^I  dare  fay,  by  this  tioie,  he  is  Ccken'd  of 
the  fcene,  and  anxious  as  myfelf,  to  fee  his  homt 
again. 

Enier  Darnlby  frim    ike  Portico,    half  druuk^ 
with  l^dy  Sarah  Savage's  letter  in  bis  band. 

Darnley.  (Speaking  as  be  enters.)  Fill  away  iiif 
boys  ! — Hll !— -611  l-^while  I  like  a  faithful  gal- 
lant ! — gallant !  hold,  hold>  friend  Darnley.  This 
letter  is  to  benefit  your  intered,  not  facrifice 
your  honour. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Heavens  !— ^what  do  I  fee  ? 
Mr.JDarnlcy ! 

Dar^iley.  {Not  regarding  her,)  Yes  :— you  do  i 
you  fee  Mr.  Darnley* 
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Mrs.  Darnlty.  Why  ?-^Kat*s  the  matter  Witb 
you  ! — what's  that  letter  ?  f 

Darnley.  This  letter  ?— this  is  a  love  letter,  my 
angel, — ^ha !— why  it  is ! — it  is  my  wife  ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Yes :  that  wife  who  in  the  hour 
ofdiflipation  you  forget — can  I  believi  it?-^itf; 
a  little  hour  can  all  our  pad  attachment-^but 
why  am  I  alarmed  ? — -Fafhion  may  dupe  the 
wicked  and  the  weak,  but  virtue  fuch  as  his 
muft  fcorn  its  empty  power. 

Darnley.  Forget! — no  never! — and  now  -I 
look  at  you — I  think  I  ought  to  be  thaiTacred 
for  having  even  for  a  moment  neglefted  yo\r 
w— Oh  f Maria! — I  have  fuch  news  for  you — 
Lady  Sarah  has  been  fo  kind — flie  has  promifed 
to  promote  me — to  befriend  you-^and  in  fhort 
flie  has  taken  a  liking  to  the  whole  family. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  And  why,  Harry  ? 

Darnley.  Why  !  ay  :  there's  the  rub !  but  don't 
be  jealous,  Maria — I  entreat  you,  don't  be 
jealous !— for  by  heaven,  I  love  you ! — I  do  fo  ten- 
derly that  if  it  were  not  for  my  promife,  I  could 
find  in  my  heart  to  return  home  diredlly. 

Mrs.  Darnly.  Do  ;  let  us  begone — the  place 
diftrafts  me  :  and  I  fear  this  high  company  will 
corrupt  you. 

Daniley.  High  company  ! — hang  it: — if  that's 
all  you're  afraid  of,  there's  not  much  danger  in 
rhis  houfc  I  fancy — but  my  letter — my  word  toi 
Sir  George — and  confider  our  intereft,  Maria. 

Mrs.  Daf^ley.  Oh  no — confult  our  happinefs 
my  love;  and  furely  there  is  none  in  this  tumultu- 
ous fccne — we  left  all  joy  behind  us,  in  our 
children  and  our  cottage,  Harry;  and  there  alone 
we  Ihall  recover  it— come.  ' 

Darnley.  Slie's  right — the  pretty  prattler  has 
reafon  on    her  fide  and  who  can  difobey — {looks 

without^ 
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tvitbduty)  ha !— Sir  George   and  Lady  Sarah  in 
clofe  converfation  !— they  beckon  me  !— -again  ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Why  do  you  paufe  ? 

Darnley,  Vm  in  for  it—the  die  is  call  !--:-Ma- 
ria ! — cxcufe  me.  (going  from  her.) 

Mrs.  Darnley.  How !  will  you  leave  me,  Mr. 
Darnley  ? 

Darnley.  What  can  I  do  ? — *tis  but  for  a  fhort 
time. — 

Mrs.  Darnley.  You  muft  not. 

{Laying  bold  of  im.) 

Darnley.  Nay :  only  for  an  hour. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  (Letting  him  go  and  taking  out 
her  handkerchief.) — This  is  the  firft  time  you  ever 
us'd  me  thus. 

Darnley.  So  it  is — now  what  a  pretty  fcoun- 
drel  I  am  ! — and  this  is  fafliionable  life  is  it  ? 
—Oh  fool !  fool !  to  quit  fubftantial  peace  for 
artificial  pleafure  ! — don't  weep,  Maria — I  go  for 
our  mutual  advantage — I  go  to  make  our  chil- 
dren happy. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Then  (lay  with  their  mother—* 
they  never  wifli'd  that  we  Ihould  part. 

Darnley.  Nor  will  we — we've  liv'd  fo  long  and 
happily  together,  that  I  would  rather  lofe  the 
little  we  have  left,  than  hurt  your  quiet. 
(Enter  Sir  George  Gauntlet.)  Sir  George  (lay  with 
her — rU  fee  Lady  Sarah,  entreat  her  forgivenefs, 
and  return  inftanclyj  for,  oh  my  friend! — my 
heart  drops  blood  for  every  tear  fhefheds. 

Sir  George.  P'lha  ! — remember  your  intercll— 
Lady  Sarah  will  foon  reconcile  your  fcruplcs, 
and  leave  me  to  compofe  Mrs.  Darnley — nay  : 
take  your  opportunity — you  muft  keep  the  ap- 
pointment— I  infift — fo  begone  ! — (Darnley  exit.) 
'What  a  fufs  here  is  about  a  man's  leaving  his 
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wife  for  an  hour,  when  fo  many  worthy  couple 
would  be  happy  to  part  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Sir  George,  tell  me,  where  is 
he  gone  ?  tell  me,  that  I  'may  fly  and  overtake 
him! 

Sir  George.  Why !  can't  you  guefs  ? 

Mrs.  Darnley.  No,  indeed,  I  cannot. 

Sir  George.  Not  that  he  is  gone  to  Lady  Sarah 
CO  keep  an  aflignatipn  with  her. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  An  aflignation. 

Sir  George.  In  her  dreffing-room  !  at  this  very 
hour — the  gay  fcene  has  fo  alter'd  him,  that  you 
fee  he  has  left  you  to  keep  the  appointment- 

Mrs.  Darnley.  I'll  not  believe  it ! — he  is  above 
fuch  bafenefs. 

Sir  George.  Won't  you  ? — then  PU  prove  it. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  I  defy  you ! — he  knows  the 
value  of  my  heart  too  well  to  trifle  with  it;  and 
Tve  known  his  fo  long,  that  I'll  not  venture  to 
fufped  it — no — though  his  friend  defames  it. 

Sir  George.  Nay  then — you  remember  his 
hand-writing— here  is  his  anfwer  to  the  lady'f 
letter — read.  [  giving  her  the  letter. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  (^Looks  over  it.)  Ha ! — it  is  too 
plain — I  am  deceiv'd — deferred. 

Sir  George.  I  was  the  bearer  of  that  letter,  and 
prcferv'd  it  merely  to  fhew  it  you,  1  thought  ic 
the  duty  of  a  friend. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  And  from  the  fame  duty,  you 
advis'd  him  to  write  it. — Oh  !  I  have  known  you 
long,  Sir  George*— you  are  one  of  thofe  who  find 
no  happinefs  but  in  marring  thatof  others — who 
feduce  the  affeftions  of  the  hufband,  the  better 
to  betray  the  honour  of  the  wife !  and  when 
you've  fpoilt  all  focial  and  domeftic  peace,  the 
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friend  you  laugh  at,  and  the  woman  fcorn !— I 
know  you  well ! 

Sir  George.  My  dear  nia'ant)»  how  you  miftakc ! 
—I  meant  to  oblige  you. 

Mrs.  Damley^  Sir— there  is  but  one  way — leave 
me~nay,  I  infift — 

Sir  George.  I  fhall  obey. 

Mrs.  Damley.  I  muft  have  ftronger  proof  be* 
fore  I  am  convinc'd,  and  then  obferve,  Sir 
George,  if  his  truth  weakens,  Til  add  ftrength  to 
mine !  my  conftancy  and  honour  (hall  be  \o  ex- 
emplary, that  I  will  fliamc  him  from  his  follies  I 
make  him  repent :  and  when  reclaimed,  be  proud 
to  fay  he  is  my  own  again  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — An  elegant  Apartment  hading  to 
Lady  Sarah's  Dreffing-Room — the  Door  in  the 
Flat. 

Enter  Clara. 

Clara.  Yes :  yes :  its  all  over  the  Houfr— 
Sir  George  makes  no  fecret  of  the  affignation, 
and  I've  no  doubt  but  Darnley  is  now  in  that 
room  waiting  for  Lady  Sarah  Savage — Ihe  can't 
come  at  prefent— the  fervant  fays,  fhe's  gone  to 
the  ftables  to  fee  the  beads  unharnefs'd — faith  ! 
if  (he'd  go  to  her  brother's  party  fhe'd  fee 
that  bufinefs  already  done !— however  Til  pre- 
vent Darnley's  expofing  himfelf,  and  as  he  is 
certainly  conceal'd  in  that  room,  I'll  talk  to 
him.— Dear ! — there's  my  guardian  again  ! 


E  z  Enter  . 
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Enter  Sir  Paul  Perpetual,  {ha/lily.) 

Sir  Paul.  So  far,  Fm  fafe,  my  dear  girls  you 
don'c  know  what  your  poor  guardian  has  fuf- 
fer'd  in  this  high — no — this  jowrlif 'd  hpufe! — 
theyforc'd.me  into  a  roon^  full  of  buffoons.boxcrs, 
and  blacklegs-i-made  me  drink  a  bowl  of  punch, 
and  I'd  as  foon  drink  fo  much  poifon — then 
winking  and  nodding  they,  began  whifpering 
pretty  loudly — *'  fmoke  the  old  prig ! — damme, 
quiz  him !" 

Clara.  Quiz  him ! — what's  that,  Guardy  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Why,  with  our  young  men  of  qua- 
lity, quizzing  is  a  fubftitute  for  wit,  my  dear ; 
foonc  man  challeng'd  me  to  play  on  the  violin, 
and  when  I  rofe  to  move  my  elbows,  another 
whip'd  the  chair  from  under  me ;  a  fecond  put  hot 
coals  into  my  pocket,  fo  when  I  felt  -for  my 
hankerchief,  I  burnt  my  fingers  ;  a  third  tried 
to  cut  off  my  tail,  but  that  affaffin  1  purfued, 
when  unluckily  in  ruhning  after  him,  they  had 
tied  a  firing  acrofs  the  flairs,  and  I  pitch'd 
headforemofl  into  a  barrel  of  water,  they  had 
placed  for  the  purpofe. 

Clara.  Indeed,  its  quite  terrible,  Gaurdy. 

Sir  PauL  Then  they  fhew'd  me  a  licenfej 
brought  me  a  fat  parfon,  and  faid,  if  I'd  ia- 
flantly  be  married,  they'd  let  me  go  to  find  my 
fpn — if  not,  I  fhould  be  lock'd  in,  and  have 
plenty  of  it—now  here's  hofpitality ! — but 
they've  overfhot  the  mark  ;  and  if  I  get  out  of 
their  doors,  I'll  not  only  break  off  the  match, 
but  promifcto  befriend  Darnley.-— 

Clara.  What !  difappoint  LadySarah,and  relieve 
my  poor  diftrefl'cd  triend — then  Til  get  you  out 

of 
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of  the  houfe— I  will,  if  I'm  quizz'd  to  death  for 
it — You  fee  that  door — if  he  meets  Darnley,  he'U 
at  lead  interrupt  the  affignation. 

Sir  Paul.  Secure  my  cfcape— only  get  me 
out  of  this  den  of  favages,  and,  if  I  don't  befriend 
Darnley,  may  I  never  live  to  fee  old  age.  Where 
does  that  door  lead  to? 

.  Clara.  I  fancy  to  Lady  Sarah's  dreffing  room  ; 
for  it  is  full  of  half  boots,  horfe  great  coats,  mi- 
litary faftiesp  helmet  caps,  and  amazonian  jack- 
ets !  and  this  is  your  only  way  to  efcape — enter 
that  room. 

Sir  Paul.  Yes  — 

Clara.  Put  on  one  of  Lady  Sarah  Savage's 
great  coats,  tie  one  of  her  fafhes  round  your 
waill-— throw  a  fur  tippet  about  your  neck, 
and  with  a  whip  in  your  hand,  and  her  driv- 
ing hat  on  your  head 

Sir  Paul.  I  underftand — the  fervants  will 
take  me  for  tlieir  miftrefs,  and  open  the  gates ; 
Oh  !  you  dear  girl  !  (kijfes  her,) — ril  about  it 
inftantly — {opens  the  door  in  flat.)  I  fay,  Clara, 
the  hounds  below  arc  unkennel'd ;  they  have 
ftartcd  me  for  game,  and  after  keeping  them  at 
bay,  by  ioufing  in  a  flood  of  water,  I  take  to 
cover  ^  that  is,  I  put  on  Lady  Sarah  Savage's 
cloaches  to  avoid  pafling  for  a  wild  bead:  s  mum ! 
{^enters  the  room.) 

Clara.  If  he  does  but  get  out  of  the  houfc, 
the  marriage  is  broken  olF  and  Darnley  made 
happy. 

Lady  Sarah  Savage  {without.)  I'm  at  home  to 
nobody  but  Mr.  Darnley. 

Clara.    {Going  to  tbe  door.)  We're    undone, 
lU  n\l;  Hay  where  you  arej  here's  Lady  ^  arah* 
.  Sir  PauU  {putting  his  head  out) — The  devil ! 

i  Clara* 
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Clara.  Hu(h  !  lock  yourfclf  in,  and  don't  ftir 
till  I  tap  at  the  door,  or  flop — ftop— left  fhc 
or  fomcbody  clfc  fhould  cap,  don't  open  it  till  I 
give  you  a  fignal — let  nie  fee  5  what  Ihall  be  the 
watchword?  Oh,  *'  quizzing,"  you  won't  for- 
get "  quizzing,"    Guardy. 

Sir  Paul.  No — I  fhall  remember  it  thefe  fifty 
years ;  fo  when  I  hear  the  word  "  quizzing," 
out  I  come,  and — foftly — here  flie  is  {^/ktating 
bmjelfin.) 

Enter  Lady  Sarah,  with  pocket-book  and  tickets 
in  her  hand. 

Lady  Sarah.  {Speaking  asjhe  enters.)  Tell  my 
dear  Signor,  I  fhall  get  rid  of  all  thefe  benefit 
tickets  i  heh !  {taking  out  her  Jpying  glafs.)—'Yi\i2Lt 
young  creature's  this  ? 

Clara.  How  d'ye  do  again  ma'am  ? 

Lady  Sarah.  Again!  you're  vaftly  forward 
child  J  I  never  faw  you  before. 

Clara.  No  ma'am  !  that's  very  ftrange  5  you 
faw  me  this  morning  at  Mn  Darnley's,  and  in- 
vited me  to  your  houfc. 

Lady  Sarah.  Oh,  ay:  now  I  recoiled):;  you 
muft  excufe  me  5  we  people  of  rank  arc  fo  very 
abfent  j  we're  extremely  intimate  with  a  perfon 
in  the  morning,  and  don't  know  them  at  night; 
well !  I'm  vaftly  glad  to  fee  you  j  but  you 
muftn't  ftay  here,  I'm  engaged  child. 

Clara.  I  (han't  intrude,  ma'am — good  day. 

Lady  Sarah.  Adieu!  ftop— -ftop — ^I  forgot; 
give  me  two  guineas. 

Clara.  Two  guineas,  ma'am  !  ^ 

Lady  Sarah.  Yes :  for  thefe  tickets ;  they're 
for  the  Signor's  wife's  benefit  at  Bath  next  Mon^ 

day. 
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day,  the  whole  town  will  be  there — nay,  I  ftiall  at- 
tend— ^I'd  make  you  take  more,  but  as  you'll 
have  to  pay  card  money  bye  and  bye,  it  would 
be  alking  you  to  one's  houfe  abfolutcly  to  make 
a  bargain  of  you!  (jClara  gives  the  two  guineas.) 
there — ^you  may  go. 

Qara.  A  bargain  indeed  !  and  a  bad  one  too : 
for  if  I  was  mean  enough  to  make  money  by  my 
guefts,  would  I  lay  it  out  on  foreigners  who 
loll  in  carriages  ?  no — not  while  fo  many  of  our 
gallant  foldiers  and  failors  have  only  wooden 
limbs  to  ftand  on !  {balfaftde.)  I  am  gone,  ma'ani» 
icurtfeying.)  and  now  may  Darnley  get  out  of  the 
fcrape — ^Sir  Paul  get  out  of  the  houfe^— ahd  (he 
and  her  brother  knock  their  ftupid  heads  to* 
gether.  [£»/. 

Lady  Sarah.  I  fuppofe  this  filly  creature  has 
interrupted  the  charming  Mr.  Darnley,  and  he 
has  ftcpt  into  my  drefling  room — {goes  to  tb^ 
door  and  finds  it  f often*  d.) — lock'd  infide — it  muft 
be  {o^^(JiJiens)—l  ditQ\2LVC  I  hear  him  moving; 
{Jbe  liftens  again) — he  fighs  ! — poor  man !  {Jhe 
Jfeaks  loudly.) — don't  be  dcjcfted,  my  dear  fir  $ 
when  I'm  married  to  that  old  tottering  beau.  Sir 
Paul,  I'll  think  of  nothing  but  you.  So  come, 
Mr.  Darnley,  {Enter  Mrs.  Darnley y)  come  my 
fweet  Mr.  Darnley, 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Can  it  be  poffible?7— then  all'^ 
confirm'd  madam,  when  I  am  convinced  that 
my  huftand— that  Mr.  Darnley  has  been  de- 
coyed into  that  room. 

Lad!f  Sarah.  {Jfying  at  her.)  Blefs  me! — its 
Mrs.  Darnley  ! — this  is  a  little  aukward— .^how- 
ever  Til  foon  talk  her  out  of  it,  {afide.)  Don't  be 
uncafyt  my  dear— thefe  fafhionable  intrigues  are 

very 
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Very  harmlefs,  I'll  aflure  you,  and  if  you  had  had! 
my  free  and  liberal  education — but  poor  thing  ! 
I  fiippofe  you  were  fent  to  fchool  for  inftrudlion. 

Mr.  Damley.  To  fchool !  as  certainly  ma'am— 

Lady  Sarah.  There  it  is  then  :  for  what  could 
you  learn  !  only  to  fing  well  enough  to  fpoil 
convcrfation — to  play  on  the  harpfichord,  fo  as 
to  give  papa,  mama,  and  the  whole  family  an 
afternoon's  nap — to  dance  fo  aukwardly  as  to  be 
always  out  of  tune  and  place;  and  to  fpeak  jufl: 
French  enough,  to  make  you  forget  Englilh  ; 
this  is  a  boarding  fchool  education — But  I  my 
dear 

Mrs.  Damley.  Hear  me,  madam  !  when  I  firfl: 
faw  you,  I  was  the  happieft  of  women — I  had  a 
hufband  who  lov'd  and  honoured  me — who  dbat- 
cd  on  his  children,  and  knew  no  pleafure  but  in 
his  family  !  and  now  how  fcvere  is  the  Veverfe  ! 
you  have  robb'd  me  of  that  treafure,  feduc'd  ic 
from  my  heart,  and  I  return  to  a  melancholy 
home,  without  a  friend  for  my  own  diftrcflcs,  or 
a  father  for  my  children  ! 

Lady  Sarah.  And  how  can  I  help  it  ?— didn't* 
I  mean  to  do  you  both  a  fervice  by  introducing 
you  to  the  great  world  ? 

Mrs,  Damley.  Great  world ! — there  again, 
madam  ! — when  I  enter'd  this  houfe,  I  expefted 
from  the  exalted  rank  of  its  owner  to  have  been 
furrounded  with  kindnefs,  elegance,  and  hofpita- 
lity  1 — but  I  find  that  high  birth  doesn't  create 
high  breeding,  nor  am  ],  Bccaufc  humbly  born, 
lefs  likely  to  fet  a  polifh'd  example  than 
yourfcif— Oh  Damley  !  why  will  you  not  cpmc 
forth  and  favc  your  once  lov'd  wife  fronnl  agonies 
too  great  to  bear. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mr.  Savage. 

Savage.  So,  Savage — here's  a  pretty  ftory 
buzz'd  about ! — they  fay  that  Darnley,  the 
country  'fquire,  is  lock'd  up  in  your  dreffing- 
room  !  if  this  is  true,  you  Jezebel 

Lady  Sarab.  Scandalous  brute ! — but  I  don't 
wonder  at  it,  you've  had  fuch  alow,  vulgar  edu- 
cation. 

Savage.  I  had  an  education  1 — well,  that's 
more  than  ever  you  had  ! — but  look'ye,  Mifs, 
no  time  muft  be  loft;  for  if  Sir  Paul  difcovers 
your  intriguing  he'll  break  off  the  marriage,  and 
we  arc  ruin'd — yes ;  ruined,  madam  !  {to  Mrs. 
Darnley.)  you  and  your  infamous  hulband  will 
make  your  own  plots  and  mar  mine — fo  I'll 
unkennel  him. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Hold,  fir — indeed  he  is  not  to 
blame — he  was  betray 'd  into  that  room. 

Lady  Sarah.  Betray'd ! — nay,  then  I  muft  con- 
fefs,  brother,  that  Mr.  Darnley  is  there  ;  I  dare 
fay  he  conceaFd  himfelf  on  purpofe  to  expofc 
me  to  Sir  Paul — nay,  I  am  lure  of  it  now. 

Savage,  {looking  thro*  the  key-hole.)  I  fee  him 
through  the  key-hole — the  rafcafs  in  difguife  1 
{Enter  two  fervants.)  John,  call  up  the  club — un- 
loofe  the  hounds — tell  the  whole  houfe  to  pre- 
pare for  quizzing — quizzing,  you  rogue. 

Sir  Paul,  drefsd  in  Lady  Savage's  Great 
Coat^  ^c.  opens  the  door^  endeavours  to  ejcapey 
hut  meeting  Mr. Savage  retires  again  directly. 

Savage — ^John,  open  the  back-door,  and  fliew 
thcdifguis'd  gentleman  out  of  the  houfe  dirc6lly 

-^o — and  as  for  you,  Mrs.  Darnley 

F  Dabnley 
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Darnley  enters^   and  Mrs.  Darnley,  Lady 
Sarah,  and  Sav ag e,  Jtand  ajiontjhed. 

Savage.  Confufion  ! — Darnley  ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Is  he  then  innocent  ? — Oh 
Harry  !     {^Embracing  him.) 

Lady  Sarah.  Amazing !  why,  who  was  that 
wretch  in  my  coat,  hat,  and  tippet  ? 

Darnley.  No  lefs  a  gentleman  than  Sir  Paul 
Perpetual — Clara  told  me  the  whole  ftory — he 
put  on  that  difguife  to  avoid  the  fnares  that  were 
laid  for  him,  and  he  has  ere  this  left  the  houfe, 
determined  to  break  off  an  union,  that  would 
have  undone  me  and  my  family — Lady  Sarah, 
I  entreat  your  pardon  ;  but  here  {taking  Mrs. 
Dartdey  by  the  hand.)  here  is  my  apology. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  have  fhewn  the  difguis'd  gentle- 
man down  ftairs. 

Savage.  Go  to  the  devil  with  you. 

[Kicks  thejervant  off. 

Lady  Sarah.  Brother  ! 

Savage.  Sifter! 

Lady  Sarah.  We  are  the  fools  that  are  out* 
witted. 

Savage.  Yes:  we've  turn'd  out  the  wrong 
man — but  let's  purfuc  and  overtake  him  inftant- 
ly ;  come, — 'Iquire,  I  infift  you  leave  my  houfe 
directly;  and  as  to  you,  Mifs — if  I  catch  the 
young  gentleman,  I'll  have  fome  fport,  I'm  de- 
termined— ril  turn  you  both  loofe  amongft  the 
hounds  below,  and  t|ie  Club  fhall  decide,  whe- 
ther 
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'ther  old  P.  isn't  the  prettieft  looking  female  of 
the  tu'o  !  [Exh  with  Lady  Sarah. 

Damley.  I  refolved,  Maria,  to  meet  any  cen- 
fure,  rather  than  give  a  pang  to  fuch  a  heart  as 
yours ;  but  let  us  be  gone 

Mrs.  Diirnley.  Ay  :  let  us  return  to  our  villa, 
nor  ever  wander  more. 

Darnley.  No^not  yet,  Maria. 

Mrs.  Darfiley.  Not  yet ! 

Darnley.  No — I  have  a  plan  to  execute — Sir 
George,  my  beft  of  friends,  has  invited  us  both 
to  his  aunt's  houfe  at  Bath,  and  is  now  waiting 
without  to  condu6l  us. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Do  not  go !  let  me  entreat  you ! 
do  not — I  have  a  thoufand  fears. 

Darnley.  Nay,  nay :  he  will  introduce  us  to 
friends,  who  can  render  us  eflential  fcrvice ; 
come — come — indulge  me — the  fociety  will  be 
pleafant,  and  unlike  this  ill-bred  fcene — 

Mrs.  Darnley. WtW !  if  it  muft  be  fo — Ah,  Har- 
ry !  I  have  now  pafs'd  hours  in  the  humble  and 
exalted  fcenes  of  life,  and  I  find  that  good  breed- 
ing is  confin'd  to  no  rank  or  fituation  !  it  confifts 
in  good  fenfe,  and  good  humour;  and  I  believe 
we  may  fee  as  large  a  fliare  of  it  under  the  roof 
of  the  cottage,  as  in  the  fplendid  manfions  of 
the  great !  [^Exeunt. 


END    OF    ACT    II. 
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ACT   III. 

SCENE  I. — A  Jiiferh  room  in  Flushes  houfe"; 

,    handjomefidehoard  of  Plate — Pi6lures  in  elegant 

frames — gilded  chairs — twofervants  in  fine  tive^ 

rieSy  putting filver  coffee  pot^  tea  nrny  &c.  on  the 

table  for  hreukfafty  a  third fervant  Jb^joing  in 

Ready. 

Enter  Ready. 

Ready.  Tell  your  mafter,  his  agent  defires  to 
fee  him. 

Servant.  Sir,  Mr.  Flufh  is  hardly  dreft  yet. 

Ready.  Not  up  I-^— why  it's  two  o'clock. 

Servant.  Very  likely,  fir — my  mafter  feldom 
rifes  fooner — bcfides  he  gave  a  grand  fupper  laft 
night ;  all  the  firft  people  in  Bath  were  prefent^ 
fir. 

Ready.  Well!  well!  tell  him  Mr.  Ready  is 
here.  {Servant  exit.)  Now  isn't  it  amazing  that  a 
man  who  was  only  twelve  years  ago  clerk  to  a 
lottery-office-keeper  in  London,  Ihould  l^e  fo 
rich,  and  fo  vifited.  And  how  has  he  done  all 
this  ?  how,  but  by  the  modern  myftery  of  money- 
lending  ! — by  opening  a  fhop  in  the  city  for  li- 
nens, gauzes,  and  muflins — by  keeping  a  fine 
houfe  near  Bond-fl:reet,  and  another  in  Bath. 
His  fon  manages  in  London,  and  I  here ;  while 
he,  by  not  appearing,  is  every  where  noticed 
and  refpedted. 

Flufb.  {ivifbout)  James  !  Thomas  !  tell  the 
cook  to  fend  a  plan  of  my  dinner. 

Ready. 
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Ready.  He's  fucli  an  epicure !  and  he,  who 
formerly  could  fcarcely  get  neceffaries,  is  now 
not  fatisfied  with  luxuries. 

Flush  enters  with  two  fervants. 

Flujb.  (Jits.)  Ha!  Ready!  how  d'ye  do. 
Ready  ? 

Ready.  -Sir!  {bowing.) 

Flnjh.^xt  down,  Ready — fit  down.  {Ready Jits}^ 
well !  how  go  on  money  matters  ? 

Ready.  I  have  alter'd  the  advertifement  as  you 
defir'd,  and  inferted  it  in  the  Bath  and  Briftol 
papers. 

Flnjh.  Read  it — read  it.  {Takes  up  a  pine  ap^ 

fie  on  the  hreakfaft-table.)  You  fcoundrels !  {to  the 

fervants.)   is  this  a  pine  apple  for  a  gentleman  ? 

buy  a  larger;  buy  one  if  it  cofts  ten  pounds; 

I  can  afford  it — read,  Ready,  read. 

Ready,  {reading  a  new/paper.)  "  Money  mat- 
<^  ters. — ^The  nobility,  gentry,  ladies  of  fafhion, 
••  officers  of  rank,  bankers,  &c.  may  be  fecretly 
^*  accommodated  with  money  to  any  amount,  on 
^«  perfonal  fecurity  only,  by  applying  to  P.  O. 
^'  Holly  Street,  Bath— No.  93." 

Fhtft).  Excellent !  well !  does  the  trap  fill  ? 
have  you  caught  any  birds  ? 

Ready.  Plenty  ;  plenty  of  pigeons  already ; 
(takes  out  bis  pocket-book.)  here,  here's  a  note  tor 
five  hundred — left  by  a  dafhing  young  parfon— ^ 
I  think  it's  good. 

FluJb.  (looking  at  it.)  It  is — treat  him  well; 
give  him  value  ;  I  can  afford  it. 

Ready.  Value  !  but  in  what  manner,  fir  ? 
Flu/b.  (rijing.)  Oh  !  pay  him  in  the  old  way,  . 
Ready ;  &T&,  give  hinx  my  draft  at  a  week  for 

thirty. 
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thirty  guineas,  then  offer  him  damaged  linen 
iand  muflin  to  the  amount  of  one  hundred  and 
twenty,  and  bid  him  call  again  in  a  fortnight — 
you  have  his  note  all  the  time  you  know. 

Ready.  Certainly,  fir;  and  when  he  calls 

Flujb.  Give  him  a  bad  bill  for  one  hundred  and 
fifty,  and  pay  himthe  odd  hundred  in  trifles ;  fuch 

"  as^'pafte  buckles,  gilt  bracelets,  Wejftphalia  hams, 
painted  prints,  neats  tongues,  and  Stilton  cheefcs 

■  — fo  ftiake  hands,  and  have  done  with  Mailer 
Parfon. 

Ready.  But  not  with  the  bill,  fir. 
Flujb.  No — my  bankers  difcount  it,  and  pay 
it  away ;  till  paflSng  through  different  hands, 
fomebody  gives  value  for  it  at  laft,  and  then  the 
glorious  work  begins — then  comes  the  hero  into 
combat !  an  attorney  is' employed  !  an  attorney, 

*  my  boy !  adlion  is  brought  upon  a6lion  !  decla- 
ration filed  upon  declaration  !  till  the  drawer, 
acceptor,  and  indorfers  all  get  into  the  King's 
Bench — the  King's  Bench — no — I  beg  pardon; 
the  high  money-lenders,  and  low  attornies,  have 
fo  fiU'd  it  with  their  dupes,  that  there  isn't 
room  there — the  houfe  overflows  !  fo  Newgate^ 
Newgate  is  the  fhop } 

Enter  a  Servant. 

.  Ser-vant.   Here's  your  fon  juft  arriv'd  from 
London  ! 

FluJb.  Shew  him  in.  [Exit  fervant. 

Ready.  I'm  told,  fir,  Mr.  Gingham  is  quite 
another  man,  fince  I  faw  him. 

Fhijb.  Yes,  yes,  you  knew  his  curfl:,  ingenu- 
ous, candid  difpofition  ;  he  learnt  it  in  the  coun- 
try, the  dog  would  fpeak  the  truth,  and  his  fim- 
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pllcity  fo  injur'd  our  trade,  that  I  threatened  to 
turn  him  out  of  doors ;  but  he  has  reforni'd. 
Ready  !  the  boy  has  the  good  fenfe  to  tell  a  lie 
now,  and  I've  fent  for  him  to  witnefs  his  bleffed 
reformation. 

Ready.  Ay,  fir,  your  fon  always  fpoke  his 
mind  too  freely — in  fhort,  Mr. Gingham  was  too 
honeft*  for  his  profeffion, 

Flujb.  He  was ;  however,  he  has  given  me  his 
word»  never  to  fpeak  what  comes  uppermoft,  and 
he  is  now  what  he  ought  to  be  ;  a  regular,  fo- 
lemn,  jefuitical — in  ihort — he's  a  very  promif- 
ing  young  man. 

Enter  Gingham. 

Gingham.  Sir,  your  hand — Ready,  yours. 
Well !  here  I  am — quite  converted — like  father^ 
like  fon — tell  a  lie  without  blufliing. 

Fliijb.  Here — I  told  you  fo — ay,  ay,  I  knew 
the  boy  would  come  to  fomething  good  at  laft 
— fo,  my  dear  boy,  you  have  left  otf  telling  the 
truth— fpcaking  your  mind. 

Gingham.  Mum  !  clofe  as  the  cabinet — keep 
you  in  my  eye — put  on  your  face,  and  do  it  fo 
punctually,  you  wouldn't  know  young  P.O. 
from  yowvkli— {Looking  about  the  room.)  Zounds ! 
what  a  fine  houfe  you've  got !  how  it's  furnifh'd ! 
what  plate  !  what  pidtures  !   - 

FluJb.  The  refult  of  trade  and  honeft  induftry, 
Frank — yes — it's  pretty  furniture,  isn't  it  ? 

Gingham.  Pretty  furniture  !  it's  fo  handfome^ 
that,  except  yourfclf,  curfe  me,  if  I  fee  a  fliabby 
bit  in  the  room! — nay,  nay,  upon  my  foul',  I 
didn't  allude  to  you ;  I  meant  Ready. 

Ready. 
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Ready.  He's  at  his  old  tricks  I  fee — as  candid 
as  ever. 

Gingham.  Plague  on't !  I  could  fooncr  bite  off 
my  tongue,  than  flop  its  fpeaking  what  I  think  ! 
nay,  fir,  now  pray. 

Flu/b.  Well,  well,  I  excufe  you  this  once  ; 
I,  a  fliabby  bit !  however  we  Ihall  foon  fee — ^how 
goes  on  the  Ihop  in  London  ? 

Gingham.  The  fliop  ! 

Fli^.  Ay,  the  fhop  in  the  city  that  youVc 
the  care  of — the  linens — the 

Gingham.  Oh,  ay ;  now  I  recolleft  :  why  very 
well  upon  the  whole,  I  believe,  fir — very  well- 
only  between  ourfelves,  I  am  afraid  it  won't 
laft  ;  I  think  we  and  our  tricks  Ihall  be  found 
out — ^you  underftand — 

Flujb.  Found  out !  'fblood,  lirrah- 

Gingham.  Softly,  fir — foftly— don't  put  yourfelf 
in  a  paffion,  and  lay  the  blame  on  me ;  don't 
charge  me  with  our  ruin,  for  every  body  knew 
my  opinion  long  ago  ;  didn't  they.  Ready  ?  I 
told  it  to  a  thoufand  people — fays  I,  ''  fwind- 
**  ling  will  never  thrive,  and  I  and  my  poor 
•*  father  Ihall  get  duck'd  at  laft  !" 

Flu/b.  You  did  !  did  you  ? 

Gingham.  That  I  did,  fir  ;  and  I'll  prove  I  faid 
fo — the  other  night  I  flept  at  the  weft  end,  and 
two  friends — diftrefs'd  old  officers  in  the  army — 
brought  their  notes  to  be  difcounted — fays  I, 
*^  Gentlemen,  it  won't  do — you'll  get  little  calh, 
**  but  a  quantity  of  trumpery  nonfenfe,  fuchas 
*'  hams,  cheefes,  prints,  linens,  and  other  ve- 
^'  getables  !"  faid  they,  ^'  We  know  that — we 
*^  know  you  and  your  father  are  two  infernal 
**  (harpers,  but  a  guinea  now  is. worth  ten  a 
*•  montli  hence — fo  give  us  the  money." 

FluJb. 
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Flujb.  Well :  and  you  took  their  note,  didn't 
you  ? 

Gingham,  No,  I  didn't — I  gave  them  the  cafli, 
fhook  the  two  old  foldiers  by  the  hand,  and 
faid  I  was  tir'd  of  fuch  d d  fwindling  prac- 
tices. 

Ready.  This  is  fad  work,  Mr.  Gingham ; 
you'll  never  be  at  the  top  of  your  profefTion. 

Gingham.  The  top  ! — Oh !  what  the  pillory  ? 
no— I  leave  that  to  you,  Ready. 

FJuJb.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  fcoundrel  ? — but 
we'll  hear  more,  {Aftde.) — So,  you  fleep  at  the 
weft  end  of  the  town,  do  you  ? 

Gingham,  Always — it's  vulgar  to  be  in  the 
.  city  of  an  evening  ?  befides  I  like  to  walk  in 
'  Kenfington-gardens  in  the  morning— ^you  know 
Kenfington-gardens,  father — the  place;  where 
there's  fuch  a  mixture  of  green  leaves  and 
brown  powder — of  blue  violets  and  yellow  flioes; 
and  where  there's  fuch  a  croud,  that  to  get 
air  and  exercife  you  ftand  a  chance  of  broken 
bones  and  fufFocation  !  Well ! — there  I  ftrut 
away,  rtiy  boys 

FluJb.  You  do — do  you  ? — I  can  hardly  keep 
my  hands  off  the  rafcal — So  then,  I  fuppofe,  the 
moment  my  back  was  turn'd,  you  never  thought 
of  bufinefs. 

Gingham.  Bufinefs ! — no  never— did  I,  Ready  ? 
I  recolTcifted  myfather  play'd  the  fame  gamebefore 
me  ;  that  when  he  was  clerk  at  the  lottery-of- 
fice, at  billiards  all  the  morning,  and  at  hazard  all 
the  evening — therefore,  fays  I,  whcre's  the  diffe- 
rence ? — none !  but  that  he  had  the  policy  to 
conceal  his  tricks,  and  I  the  folly  to  Ihew 
mine — heh  !  I'm  right — an't  I,  Ready  ? 

FluJb.  You  villain  ! — is  this  your  reformation  ? 
jiot  eveh  conceal  your  own  faults,  much  more 

G  rnine^ 
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mine.  Expofe  my  charafter,  negleft  my  trade, 
and  ftrut  away  in  Kenlington-gardens  !  I  have 
done  with  you ;  from  the  country  you  came,  and 
to  the  countryyou  fhall  return — Speak  the  truth, 
indeed  !  zounds !  lirrah,  what  has  truth  to  do 
with  money-lending  ?  [Here  Ready  exit. 

Enter  Clara  Sedley. 

Clara.  Oh,  Guardy — Fm  juft  come  to  Bath 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Darnley — we  are  all  on  a 

vilit  at  Sir  George  Gauntlet's,  and- ^ 

{feeing  Gingham Jbejlops^, 

Flujb.  It's  only  my  fon,  Clara — a  fimple 
foolifti  young  man. 

Gingham,  {bowing  to  her.)  More  knave  *than 
fool,  upon  my  honour,  ma'am. 

Clara.  The  gentleman  don't  praife  hin^felf 
Ifee,  Mr.Flufh. 

Gingham.  No,  ma'am — nor  do  I  know  any  bo- 
dy that  will  praife  me — unlefs  my  father  indeed. 

Fluft).  Silence,  lir  ! — well:  but  about  the  ru- 
ral pair,  my  dear  ward  ;  do  you  know  I  have  a 
great  regard  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Darnley. 

Clara.  Have  you  ?  I'm  vaftly  glad  of  that ; 
for  your  joint  guardian.  Sir  Paul,  is  fo  employ'd 
in  feeking  for  his  loft  child,  that  he  has  forgot 
Jiis  promife  to  affift  Darnley  ;  therefore  I  want 
you  to  do  him  a  favour. 

FluJb.  A  favour  ! — he  may  command  me. 

Clara.  The  cafe  is  this — his  increafe  of  family 
has  fo  enlarg'd  his  expences,  that  he  has  thoughts 
of  returning  to  the  army — Sir  George  has  pro- 
mifed  to  procure  him  a  company,  but  Mrs. 
Darnley,  not  chuling  he  Ihould  owe  his  promo- 
tion to  him^  wiihes  he  Ihould  purchafe  ;  now, 

Guardy, 
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Guardy,  if  you  would  lend  him  two  hundred 
pounds. 

Flujb.  Two  hundred  pounds,  child  ! 

Gingham.  Ay,  two  hundred  pounds,  father  ! 

Flt^h.Who  bid  you  fpeak,  fir  ?— Why,  Clara, 
in  money  matters  there  is  an  etiquette. 

Clara.  True  :  but  this  is  your  friend. 

Gingham.  Sd  it  is,  ma'am  :  the  man  he  has  a 
great  regard  for. 

Clara.  And  when  you  confider  the  charms  of 
Mrs.  Darnley,  and  the  wants  of  her  children — 

Ginghan.  He  can't  refufe,  ma'am — indeed  he 
don't  intend  it- — and  therefore  as  I  fee  he  means 
to  grant  the  favour,  I'll  fave  him  the  troqble  of 
putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket — Here  ma'am  ! 
{taking  out  banknotes)  here  are  two  bank  notes  of 
a  hundred  each — they  belong  to  Mr.  Flulh — 
now  they  belong  to  Mr.Darnley — {Flujbgetsinbis 
way  and  prevents  Claras  taking  thehi) — he  begs 
you'll  give  them  to  his  friend — ^and  prefent  his 
compliments — and  fay,  he'll  double  the  fum. 

Flufb.  Stand  off — ftand  off — or  by  heavens 

Gingham.  {Offering  Clara  the  notes  acrofs  hisfa^ 
ther)  Double  the  fum,  whenever  called  upon, 
ma  am. 

FluJb.  Hold  your  tongue,  or  ni  knock  it 
down  your  throat,  lirrah. — I  fay,  Clara,  in  the 
the  way  of  bulinefs,  I've  no  objedlionto  do  Mr. 
Darnley  a  iervice ;  that  is,  if  I  can  make  a  pro- 
fit by  it — firft,  he  ftiould  fend  me  his  note.. 

Clara.  Here  it  is,  fir.       {Giving  it  to  Flu/b.) 

FluJb.  That's  right — now  we  can  proceed — 
here,  fir — {Giving  the  note  to  Gingham.)  take  the 
note  to  my  agent,  and  tell  him  to  give  Mr. 
Darnley  thirty  pounds — I  can  afibrd  it. 

Ga  Gingham. 
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Gingham.  This  is  too  bad — take  in  his  own 
friend,  and  a  man  with  a  family,  {aftde.)  Sir, — a 
wordif  youpleafe — I  told  you,  we  were  all  blown 
upon — now  here's  an  opportunity  for  retrieving 
our  reputation — lend  him  the  two  hundred 
pounds — prove,  for  once,  we  can  behave  lil^c 
gentlemen,  and  hark'ye — ^we  Ihan't  reach  the 
top  of  the  profeflion.    {Putting  up  bis  neckcloth.) 

F/uJb.This  is  beyond  bearing— quit  the  room 
diredlly — 'sd'eath !  leave  my  houfe,  fir,  be- 
gone ! — I  difinherit  you — I 

Clara.  Lord  ! — why  fo  angry,  guardian  ?  I'm 
fure  he  is  a  good  young  man,  and  as  warm  in 
his  heart 

Flt4/h.  Warm  in  his  heart ! — nonfenfc  ! — will 
he  be  warm  in  the  funds  ?  no— never — while  he 
is  fo  candid — fo 

Clara.  Not  while  he  is  candid,  fir  ? ' 

Flnjb.  No — do  you  think  I  made  my  fortune 
by. candour  or  opennefs  ;  anfwcrmc,  fir — did  I 
ever  get  a  fhilling  by  fpeaking  the  truth — 
ipeak  ! 

Gingham.  (In  a  melancholy  voice.)  No,  fir,  I 
never  laid  you  did — I  know  the  contrary,  fir  ; 
madam,  I'm  of  a  communicative  difpofition,  I 
own  ;  but  there  are  many  fecrets  of  my  father's 
I  never  blabb'd. 

Flujh.  Are  there,  fir  ? 

Gingham.  Yes,  that  there  are,  fir. 

Fli^.  I  don't  recollect  them. 

Gingham.  Don't  you  ?  Why,  now,  did  lever 
mention,  fir,  that  you  got  thefe  pidlures  by  fue- 
ing  out  execution  ?  That  you  got  that  plate,  by 
its  being  pawn'd  to  you  for  half  its  value  ;  that 
you  intrigue  with  a  female  money-lender  ;  and 
tliat  the  laft  time  you  were  made  a  bankrupt, 

you 
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you  went  to  get  your  certificate  figned  in  a  new 
vis-a-vis  ?  did  I,  or  will  I  ever  mention  thefe 
things  ? 

Flup.  Begone,  fir — Fll  never  fee  you  more — 
Yet,  ftay-^you  have  papers  in  your  poireffion  ; 
meet  me  in  an  hour's  time  at  my  agei^t's,  fir — 
at  Mr.  Ready's. 

Gingham.  Forgive  me  this  once,,  father  ;  I'll 
never  let  the  cat  out  any  more. 

Flujh.  No,  fir,  I  never  will  forgive  you— 
Tarn  engaged,  fir,  and  you  know  we  great  men 
are  fele(^l  in  our  company. 

Gingham.  Well,  if  it  muft  be  fg — farewell, 
father !  the  world  is  all  before  me,  and  what 
trade  to  follow.  Heaven  only  knows.  Good  bye, 
madam — your  fex  will  never  befriend  me,  be- 
caufe  I  can't  keep  a  fecret,  you  f(?e. 

Clara.  I  will  befriend  you,  fir ;  for  while  there 
is  fo  much  deception  and  Ijypocrify  in  the 
world,  it  would  indeed  be  unjuil  not  to  ap- 
prove fuch  franknefsand  honetty.  Guardy,  let 
me  intercede  for  him  ;  I'll  anfwer  for  his  con- 
duct. 

Gingham.  Ay;  ^nd  if  ever  I  mention  duck- 
ing or  fwindling  again — There,  you  fee  he's 
fix'd,  ma'am. 

Clara.  At  prcfent  he  is,  and  therefore  leave 
him  ;  perhaps  by  the  time  you  meet  him  at  the 
agent's  I  fliall  have  talk'd  him  into  good  hu- 
mour. Adieu :  depend  on't,  I  fhan't  forget 
your  generous  intentions. 

Gingham.  Nor  fhall  I,  yours:  and  if  Fortune 
fmiles  on  me,  I'll  prove  that  I  deferve  your 
kindnefs — If  ever  my  father  pardons — but  I  fee 
he's  more  and  more  angry,  16  I  take  my  leave. 
May  every  blelfing  attend  you — may  you  meet 
with  a  heart  as  liberal  as  your  own — May  your 

coufins' 
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coufins'  diflrefles  vanifh — may  your  guardian 
once  more  value  a  fon,  who  can't  help  fpeaking 
the  truth  for  the  foul  of  him.  \_ExiL 

Clara.  -Upon  my  word  he's  a  charming  man  ! 
and  pardort  him  you  mull,  Guardy,  if  it's  only 
to  pleafe  me. 

Flu/b.  No — Fm  determined. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  The  dinner's  ready. 

Flujb.  Come,  Clara,  j'ou  fhall  dine  with  me; 
I  want  to  talk  to  you,  and  if  I  cou'd  fee  my  joint 
guardian.  Sir  Paul 

Clara.  I  met  him  at  your  door — he's  only  juft 
gone  by. 

Flujb.  Juft  gone  by !  that's  a  miftake  ;  for  the 
old  beau  has  been  gone  by  thefe  thirty  years  : 
ho\yever,  come  in — come,  and  eat  and  drink 
what  you  like.  Call  for  burgundy,  champagne, 
or  tokay — Ay,  call  for  tokay,  at  a  guinea  a  pint ; 
I  can  afford  it,  my  dear  ward,  I  can  afford  it. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IL^Tbe  Crefcent  and  the  furrounding 
country. 


Enter  Lady  Sarah  Savage,  and  Sir  Georgb 
Gauntlet. 

Lady  Sarab.  Sir  George,  I  own  my  weaknefs; 
the  proud,  the  haughty  Lady  Sarah  is  humbled :' 
Darnley  has  enfnared  my  heart,  and,  one  way  or 
other,  I  muft  enfure  his  pity — ^Heigho  !  you  are 
his  friend.  Sir  George. 

Sir  George.  You  fee  I  am ;  and  that  he  efteems 
me  more  than  ever,  is  evident  from  his  bringing 
Mrs.  Darnley  to  my  houfe — did  you  mind  his 
orders  to  her  ? — take  an  airing,  my  dear,  with  Sir 
George  in  his  phaeton!  it  will  raife  your  fpirits, 

my  love  ! Ha !  ha !  he  abfolutely  throws  her 

into  my  arms. 

Lady  Sarab.  Yes ;  but  (he  abfolutely  contrives 
to  get  out  of  them  again. 

Sir  George.  She  does ;  and  therefore,  there  is 
no  way  but  the  one  I  mentioned ;  we  muft  make 
Darnley  jealous. 

Lady  Sarab.  True  : — FIJ  tell  him  that  you 
love  his  wife. 

Sir  George.  Nay,  nay,  not  me — fix  on  fome- 
body  clle- -we'll  foon  find  an  objeft,  and  then, 
by  convincing  him  of  her  falfehood,  he  natu- 
rally turns  liis  thoughts  to  another  woman ; 
which  is  you,  you  know — and  Ihe  wanting  a 
protector,  consequently  flies  to  another  man, 
which  is  me,  you  know — we'll  add  the  Signor 
to  the  confederacy. 

Lady 
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Lady  Sarah.  You're  a  fad  wretch — a  fad 
^retch  indeed,  Sir  George,  to  impofe  on  a  friend, 
who  places  fuch  confidence— fuch — I  won't  hear 
you — pofitively  I  won't  hear  you — only  obferve, 
if  I  don't  win  the  cruel  Darnley's  afFe<5lion,  I'll 
drive  my  phaeton  down  a  precipice  in  reality ; 
I  will,  or  with  the  baydnet  of  my  fufil,  pierce  my 
too  tender  heart,  and  expire  at  his  feet. 

Enter  the  honourahle  Mr.  Savage  hajlily. 

Savage.  So,  Sarah — I  and  Sir  Paul  have  had 
fuch  an  adventure  ! — though  we  quarrel'd  laft 
night,  we  made  it  up  to-day;  for  I  never  think 
alike  two  hours  together — Do  you,  lifter  ? 

•Lady  Sarah.  Never :  but  when  I  think  of  you 
brother,  then  I  think  more  than  I  fay,  I  afllire 
you. 

Savage.  No  ;  you  fay  more  than  you  think,  I 
aflTure  you — but  would  you  believe  it  ?  Th^  old 
boy  has  feen  his  fon, — we  trac'd  him  from  the 
ftage  coach  he  came  in,  to  the  pump-room,  from 
the  pump-rooni,  to  the  billiard-room — there 
Sir  Paul  law  him  playing  with  the  marker,  and 
when  he  heard  the  young  man's  name,  he  fainted ; 
a6>ually  fainted  in  my  arms. 

Lady  Sarah.  What,  in  a  fit !  poor  old  man  ! 
well !  if  you'll  believe  me,  Sir  George,  I  never 
faw  a  perfon  in  a  fit  in  all  my  life. 

Savage.  Long  before  he  recover'd,  the  young 
man  was  gone — the  bird  was  flown — for  the 
ftanders  by,  all  blacklegs,  began  laying  betts  on 
Sir  Paul's  recovery,  and  thofe  who  were  againft 
him,  wouldn't  let  water  be  thrown  in  his  face. 

Lady 
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Lady  Sarah.  Inhuman  wretches !— they  ought 
to  have  fous'd  him  to  death :  but  pray,  brother^ 
who  is  this  child  ?  where  does  he  come  from  ? 
what's  the  ftory  ? 

Savage.  Why — about  twenty  years  ago,  %\t 
Paulas  lady  quarreird  with  him  atTunbridge^and 
married  a  citizen — Four  months  after  the  mar- 
riage ihe  had  a  fon,  which  the  citizen  brought 
up  as  his  own,  and  Sir  Paul  now  fwears  the  boy 
was  his — 'gad !  it  will  be  curious ;  for  the  child 
will  have  two  fathers. 

Lady  Sarab.  Curious !  hot  at  all — but  why 
ihould  you  meddle  ? 

Savage.  Becaufe  it  fecures  me  the  two  bcft 
racers  m  the  ftud — Fidget  and  Fizgig ;  and 
what's  better,  becaufe  it  ftiU  fecures  us  Sir  Paul's 
fortune;  for  though  he  won't  marry  you  him- 
felf,  he  intends  his  fon  ihould ;  and,  if  I  could 
but  once  more  fee  the  young  man — I  know  he 
goes  by  his  mother's  name — (Looking  out.)  heh ! 
it's  him !  there  he  is  again ! — ^get  out  of  the  way; 
don't  interrupt — 

Lady  Sarab.  N'o— I  have  too  great  a  regard 
for  Sir  Paul's  property  to  interrupt  any  plan  for 
fecuring  it ;  belides,  Sir  George  and  I  have  bu- 
linefs— come — I  fay,  brother,  tell  the  old  gentle- 
man to  be  careful,  and  in  his  eagernefs  bid  him 
not  claim  another  man's  child  inilead  of  his  own ! 

[Exit  witb  Sir  George. 

Savage.  Where  can  Sir  Riul  be  loitering  ?  he 
laid  he'd  follow  me— mum !  [Stands  afide. 
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Enter  Gingham. 


Gingham.  Oh !  what  a  whirligig  world  is  this  ? 
I  that  was  brought  up  to  lend  money ;  muft  now 
*try  to  borrow  it :  but  where  ?  who'll  truft  a  wan- 
dering linen-draper  ?  who'll  truft  the  notorious- 
young  P.  O.  ?  however,  I've  got  my  equivalent; 
I  can  fpeak  my  mind  now — no  longer  need  I 
finother  my  thoughts,  and  be  ready  to  burft : 
no  longer  have  an  itching  on  my  tongue,  and  be 
ready  to  bite  it  in  two — no,  no,  I  may  open  now. 
The  fweet  lady  fends  me  word  my  father  is  inex- 
orable, but  hopes  Ihe  Ihall  foon  fee  me  again ; 
heighol  I  hope  fo  too;  when  I  think  of  her,  my 
Iieart  feels  fuch  queer  fenfations — I  have  it  i 
ihe  has  taken  lelTons  of  my  father,  and  fwindled 
me  out  of  my  afFeftions ;  but  then  my  poverty — 
I  can  never  indulge  even  a  hope. — {Sees  Mr. 
Savage.) — Ha !  here's  the  friend  of  the  queer  old 
gentleman,  who  fainted  in  the  billiard-room. 

Savage,  {advancing  pompoujly.)  Sir,  the  honour- 
able Henry  Savage  has  the  pleafure — the  feli- 
city——What  arc  you 

Gingbam.  The  honourable  ? 
Savage.  Ay :  why  didn't  you  know  it  ? 
-  Ginghain.     No  :    nor  never  Ihould  if  you 
hadn't  told  me — ha !  ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

Savage.  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  you're  a  droll  dog  ! 
'gad  I  you  Ihall  come  to  my  houfe,  and  pafs  a 
week  with  me. 

Gingham.  Faith !  a  year  with  all  my  foul  I 
I've  nothing  to  do  with  myfelf ;  I've  left  off 
trade ;  haven't  change  for  fixpence  in  the  world, 

and 


A    COMEDY.  SI 

■and  fo  my  little  right  honourable — I'll  honour 
you  with  my  company.  \Sbaking  him  by  the  hand. 

Savage.  Hufh  !  if  you  want  money  don't  own 
it :  we  great  people  are  clofe 

Gingham.  I  know  it ;  oeconomical  too  !— *- 
you  live  cheap. 

Savage.  What !  people  of  fafliion  live  cheap  ? 

Gingham.  To  be  fure ;  you  don't  pay ;  and  if 
that  isn't  living  cheap,  the  devil's  in't ! — ha  ! 
here's  the  fainting  gentleman  again  ! — ^who  the 
deuce  is  he  ? 

Savage.  I  fancy  you'll  find  him  a  pretty  near 
relation  of  yours — at  leaft,  if  you'  were  born  at 
Tunbridge,  and  your  mother's  name  was  Ging- 
ham. 

Gingham.  It  was ;  that's  the  name  of  her,  and 
of  the  town. 

Savage.  Say  you  fo  ? — {Enter  Sir  Paul  Perpe^ 
tual.)  The  racers  are  mine,  Sir  Paul ! 

Sir  Paul.  Ay :  my  whole  flud — any  thing  : 
every  thing !  only  let  me  have  another  peep  at 
my  dear  boy  !— only  let  me  prove  to  pofterity ! 

Savage.  There  he  is. 

Sir  Paul.  Where? 

Savage.  There !  there  is  your  fon  !  who  was 
born  at  Tunbridge — ^whofe  mo'ther's  name  was 
Gingham,  and  who  is  now  without  a  fhillingin 
his  pocket,  or  a  friend  in  the  world — joy !  joy  ! 
old  boy !  you've  got  a  young  P.  at  laft ! 

Sir  Paul.  Stand  off!  let  me  come  at  him  ; 
come  to  thy  father's  arms  \ 

Gingham.  My  father  I 

Sir  Paul.  Ay  ;  thy  real  father  :  who  has  a  for- 
tune to  bellow  on  tnec,  and  health,  youth,  and 
fpirits  to  ihare  in  all  thy  pleafurcs— Thedog  has 
my  right  eye  to  a  T.  . 

H  z  Cingbam., 
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Gingham.  {To  Mr.  Savage.)  Pray  docs  your 
friend  bite  in  his  fits  ? 

Savage,  \afide  to  Gmgiam.)  Hark'yc— it*s  Sir 
Paul  Perpetual !  better  known  by  the  name  of 
old  P, — he  has  an  immenfe  property. 

Gingham.  Has  he  ? 

Savage.  Yes:  and  ifit*s  certain  you  are  his  fon^ 
he'll  give  you  every  farthing  of  it. 

Gingham.  Oh!  ifthat's  the  cafe — if  he  has^an 
immenfe  property — ^let  me  fee  who  dare  deny  it  ? 
Sir,  your  bleffing ! — {kneeling.) — I  always  faid  I 
wasn't  my  father's  own  child. 

Sir  Paul.  Rife  my  boy !  my  darling !  and  tell 
116  how  the  citizen  educated  you  ! — ^The  turn  of 
my  nofe  exa6Uy ! 

Gingham.  IVe  done  with  linens,  gauzes,  and 
muflins  now ! — ^let  the  (hop  and  all  its  fwindling^ 

fo  to  the  bottom — ^I*m  the  fon  of  Sir  Paul 
erpetual,  better  known  by  the  name  of  old  P. 
I'm  not  a  tradefman . 

Sir  Paul.  Tradefman  !  zounds  ! — my  fon 
brought  up  in  a  ihop !  how  it  freezes  my  warm 
blood ! — ^look'ye,  my  boy — two  things  I  muft  re- 
i^ueft  of  you — never  to  talk  about  trade  or  men- 
tion your  former  father's  name. 

Gingham.  Never-rl'll  never  mention  his  name 
becaufe  Ldefpife  it ;  but  as  to  trade,  what's  bred 
in  the  bone,  you  know  father 

Sir  Paul.  Well — ^well — come  to  Mr.  Savage's 
houfe ;  there  we'll  introduce  you  to  your  in- 
tended wife — Mifs  Savage  will  foon  break  you 
of  talking  about  trade,  or  the  city — fo  come 
along. 

Savage.  Ay  :  pray  give  up  the  city — the  rick 
rogues  have  no  tafte  for  us  men  of  wit  and  ge- 
nius— ^they  eftimate  every  thing  by  property^ 

and 
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and  if  the  great  Ben  Jonfon — nay,  if  the  great 
Big  Ben,  were  alive,  is  there  one  citizen  would 
give  the  poor  dogs  a  dinner  ? 

Sir  Paul.  No — you're  right  there ;  in  the  ci- 
ty a  man  that  has  no  money,  has  no  wit — the 
fmalleft  bank-note  is  more  entertaining  than  the 
wittieft  manufcript ;  and  talk  of  Ben  Jonfon's 
name  for  jokes— damme,  Abraham  Newland 
beats  him  hollow !  isn't  it  true,  my  boy  ? 

Gingham:  As  true,  as  that  you  beat  my  other 
fether  hollow— come — thenceforth,  no  money- 
lending  tricks  for  me.  But  young  P,  O.  ihall 
flick  to  gay  old  P.  [Exeuta. 


ACT 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE  !• — A  Drawing 'Room  In  Mr.  Savage's 
Houfe  at  Batb^ 

Enter  Sir  Geouge  Gauntlet  and  Signorf^lxG^ 

NET. 

Sir  George^  Bravo !  Signer  bravifHmo ! — and 
fo  Lady  Sarah  Savage  has  adlually  perfuaded 
Darnley,  that  his  wife  loves  another  man  ? 

Signor.  Si — at  firft  he  no  believe — but  Lady 
Sarah  lay  it  down  with  fuch  courage — her  oatha 
were  fo  fuperbe,  and  mine  fo  magnifique,  that 
*at  laft  he  accompany  us  with  tears-^— pauvre 
Mifter  Darnley ! — Ah  ha ! — ^you  no  forget  my 
vife's  concert. 

Sir  George.  And  who  did  you  fay  Mrs.  Darn- 
ley was  attached  to  ? 

Signor,  Attendez-^-Sir  Paul — what  you'call—  ^ 
old  P. — he  has  found'one  child — eh  bien  ! — the 
enfant  was  at  the  coniedie,  and  faw  Madame 
.  Darnley  and  her  'coulin  maltraite  by  fome  qu'on 
appelle  bobbies^ — villains  who  fight  de  duels,  and 
interrupt  de  mufic— Veil !  de  child  relieve  de 
ladies,  conduft  them  home — fup,  and  dough  all 
de  time  he  make  love  to  Mad'moifelle  Clara — 

Sir  George.  Yet  Lady  Sarah  Savage  fixes  on 
him  for  Mrs.  Darnley's  gallant-— excellent !  and 
if  this  fcheme  fails,  I  underftand  fhe  has  another 
— there  is  Mr.  Flufli-^-a  fort  of  mpney-agenrt. 

Signor.  Je  connbis — je  connois — ^he  make  a 
you  poor,  by  lending  you  caih. 

.     Sir 
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Sir  George.  ThisMr.  Fluflihas  got  Darnley's 
note  for  two  hundred  pounds — now  he  can't  pay 
it;  and  therefore  if  Lady  Sarah  Savage  buys  it 
up 

Sigi^.  Je  comprehende — (he  fay,  give  me 
my  heart,  or  pay  me  my  money — ^ah  ha ! — I  fee 
you  will  be  the  firft  fiddle  yourfclf; — {looking  out. ^ 
le  voici ! — here  is  Mr,  Flufli ! 

Sir  George.  No — it's  Sir  Paul  and  the  fon  you 
fpoke  of — good  day,  Signor — ^and  if  you  fee 
Darnley,  tell  him  I'm  out  of  town. 

Signor.  I  vill ! — ecoutez — I  no  like  to  meet 
this  Sir  Paul — ven  he  alk  me  to  his  houfe,  he 
always  ling  himfelf — toujoiirs — «if  he  has  de  cold 
— de  fore  throat — il  chante.!  and  begar :  he  ling 
as  well  with  the  hoarfenefs,  as  without — bon- 
jour,  Sir  George — bon-jour — {goings  recolleds 
and  turns  back.)  Ah  ha ! — you  no  forgot  my 
vife's  concert  ?  \Exit. 

Sir  George.  Darnley,  jealous  of  his  wife !  and 
Ihe  under  my  own  roof! — now,  if  I  can  perfuade 
her  to  retaliate — there's  her  fuppofed  gallant. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Gingham,  elegantly  drejjeds 

Gingham.  I  tell  you,  father,  Clara  Sedley  is 
the  girl  of  my  heart ! — your  ward  is  the  girl  for 
young  IP. 

Sir  Paul.  Nonfenfe  ! — haven't  I  made  you  a 
gentleman — ftuckafword  by  your  fide  ? — haven't 
I  brought  you  here  to  addrefs  Lady  Sarah  Sa- 
vage ? — ha !  Sir  George  ! — now  mind  (to  Ging^ 
bam.)  and  conceal  your  low  education — not  a 
word  about  trade  or  the  warehoufe ;  for  I  mean 
to  put  you  into  the  army,  and  I've  told  every 

body 
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body  youVe  been  on  your  travels. — Sir  George 
— my  fon ! 

Sir  George,  (bowing.)  Sir,  I'm  very  proud  of 
the  honour. 

Gingham.  Sir, — ^I'm  very  proud  of — {boding 
up  to  btm^  andfpying  at  bis  cbitterhn.) — right  India 
muflin,  by  all  that's — mum ! 

Sir  George.  YouVe  been  a  great  traveller,  fir, 
—much  abroad ! 

Gingham.  Abroad  ! — ^yes,  fir — ^I  was  feldom  at 
home — ^generally  at  the  Weft  End,  for  between 
ourfelves,  though  I  was  brought  up  to  trade,  I 
always  defpis'd  the  warehoufe — always — pihawf 

Sir  Paul,  {taking  him  ajide.)  Zounds  i — mind 
what  you're  at— confider,  if  you  talk  as  my  fon, 
about  linens  and  the  warehoufe,  they'll  take 
Jrour  father  for  a  tradefman  ;  they'll  fay  Fm  a 
haberdafher,  knighted  on  a  city  addrefs. 

Gingham.  A  haberdaftier !— that's  a  good  one, 
a  very  good  one — upon  my  foul,  Sir  George,  my 
father  isn't  fuch  a  fool,  as  you  take  him  for — no 
—that  he  isn't — ^are  you,  father  ? 

Lady  Sarah  Savage,  {without.)  When  Mn 
Flufh  comes,  fhew  him  up  ftairs. 

Sir  George.  Here's  your  intended  wife,  fir— 
'gad !  I  hope  it  will  be  a  match,  for  Lady  Sarah 
is  fo  anxious  for  a.  hufband,  that  in  the 
fcrarable,  Ihe  might  feize  me  at  laft — come. 
Sir  Paul — ^let's  leave  the  happy  pair  together. 

Sir  Paid.  Now,  remember  what  I  told  you— 
Lady  Sarah  is  the  effence  of  falhion  and 
good  breeding ;  and  if  you  want  to  poliih, 
and  rub  off  the  city-ruft,  imitate  her — copy  her 
elegant  manners. 

Sir  George.  Ay :  Ihe's  the  rage  ! — and,  if  he 
wants  to  fecure  her  aiTeiStions,  bid  him  imitate 

his 
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his  father.  Sir  Paul—copy  you,  and  he  muft 
fucceed  with  the  women. 

Sir  Paul.  Ay,  that  he  muft,  Sir  George — 
there's  not  a  girl  at  Newmarket,  not  a  dancer  at 
the  opera,  nor  a  finger  at  the  ancient  concert, 
but  adores  mc — they  treat  me  with  the  fame  re- 
fpe(^  they  would  a  father — they  fey,  I'm  fo  quiet 
— fo  inoffenfivc — fo  harmlefs. 

Gingbam.  Harmlefs  i  do  they  fey  youVe  harm- 
lefe,  father? 

Sir  Paul.  Ay,  harmlefs ;  and  under  that  idea, 
IVe  done  more  mifchief  than  any  ten  danger- 
ous men  in  Europe — So,  copy  her  manners,  and 
fuccefii  to  you,  my  boy ! 

JjEjwV  with  Sir  George, 

Girr^bam.  Bravo !  thelc  are  fine  times,  Maf- 
ter  Gingham, — but  will  they  laft  ? — is  there  no 
trick  play'd,  ot  to  be  playM  thee  ? — Sir  Paul 
I'm  told  has  a  way  oif  difguifing  himfelf  in 
women's  clothes,  furely  this  is*nt  another  maf- 
querading  acfiair — Ah  !  here's  fpoufe  ! — now  to 
imitate  her  fafhionable  manners. 

Enter  Lady  ShUKK  Savage. 

Lad^  Sarah.  Marry  him,  I  will ;  becaufe  in> 
the  firft  place,  there's  a  fcarcity  of  huibands  ; 
and  in  the  next,  being  his  wife,  fecures  Sir 
Paul's  fortune,  and  makes  Darnley  for  ever  in 
my  pow'r — befides,  I  can  draw  the  youth  into 
all  my  fchemes — hem  ! 

Gingbam.  Hem  !  (imitating  her.)  If  this  is  a 
woman  of  fafhion,  the  breed  is  grown  pretty  bold 
I  think 

Lady  Sarab.  I  muft  ihow  him  my  fpirit — ^ter* 

rify  him  befoi^  marriage-  in  cvdtr  to^  tame 

I  bim 
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him  after.  {Going  towards  bim  wriggling  ber  bead.) 
Sir ! 

Gingbam.  {Going  towards  ber  wriggUngbis bead.) 
Ma'am  ! 

Lady  Sarab.  Give  me  a  chair  ! 

{Staring  full  in  bis  face.) 

Gingbam.  A  chair,  ma'am  ? 

Lady  Sarab.  Yes,  a  ch^ir,  fir. 

Gingbam.  {Staring  fidl  in  ber  face.)  Eflence  of 
breeding ! — fhe's  the  eflence  of  brafs  !  {brings  ber 
a  cbair.)  A  chair,  ma'am. 

Lady  Sarab.  {Staring  vacantly.)  He  little 
knows  what  a  life  I  ihall  lead  him. 

Gingbam.  {Sbews  alarm.)  Heh  ! — a  chair, 
ma'am  ? — here's  a  chair  I  fay — (lotully.) 

Lady  Sarab.  Oh,  I  forgot — I  am  really  fo  ab- 
fent — {Jits  down.)  he  !  he  !  he  ! 

{Spying  in  bis  face.) 

Gingbam.  {fitting  down.)  Are  you  really  ? — 
he  !  he  !  he  ! — I  fliould  like  to— ^{mimicking) 
imitate  her  manners  :  hang  me  if  I  dare — Ihe 
has  fet  me  all  in  a  tremble — pheugh  !  {Puffing 
bitnfelfwitb  his  baty  and  drawing  his  cbair  from 
ber.) 

Lady  Sarah.  Look  up,  my  hero  !  {flapping 
bim.)  You  can't  think  how  I  rejoice  at  your  be- 
ing dcfign'd  for  the  army.  I'm  of  a  military,  mar- 
tial turn  myfelf,  and  ihall  ferve  every  campaign 
with  you. 

Gingbam.  You  ferve  campaigns ! — I  wifli  I 
was  out  of  the  room — ^pheugh  !  {^fi^^^) 

Lady  Sarab.  I  ihall  make  an  excellent  fol- 
dier — a  dauntlefs  warrior  ! — and  if  you  talk  of 
little  unfledg  d  fluttering  enfigns,  look  at  me — 
look  \—{f baking  bim.)  march  ! — ^wheel  about ! — 
left  1— tmakcrcady ! — ^prefent ! — ^fire ! 

i  Gingbam. 
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Gingham.  {Looking  frji  at  her  feet  ^  then  at  her 
heaiL)lx,  is — it  is  an  impoftor ! — ugh  !  {whijtles.) 

Lady  Sarah.  Shan't  I  make  a  warlike  appear- 
ance !  animate  one  army,  and  intimidate  ano- 
ther ?  reftore  the  name  of  Amazon — revive  the 
age  of  chivalry,  and  if  there  are  fools  that 
threaten,  and  cowards  that  dread  an  invafion ; 
Oh!  how  the  thought  fires  me  ! — {rifes.) — ^give 
me  a  few  champions  like  myfelf,  and  we'll  ftand 
on  our  white  clifis,  and  fcare  away  whole  na- 
tions. 

Gingham.  Damme,  it's  another  man  in  wo- 
man's clothes  !  don't  agitate  yourfelf — be  com- 
pos'd — {to  her  asjbe  walks  about.)  what  would  I 
give  to  be  fnug  behind  the  counter } 

Lady  Sarah.  I  am  no  timid  helplefs  woman ; 
I  can  Ihoot — I  can  fence — ^flourifh  a  fword,  or 
fire  off  a  mufket! — penetrate  your  fword  arm 
at  the  firfl  t;hrufl,  or  lodge  a  bullet  in  your  fore- 
head at  forty  yards. 

Gingham.  Keep  cool — my  hero,  keep  cooll 
Oh  !  It's  a  clear  cafe — it's  a  man,  and  here  am 
I  to  rub  off  the  ruft,  by  being  run  through  the 
body  !  lit  down  my  fine  fellow !  lit  down. 

Lady  Sarah.  Fine  fellow ! 

Gingham.  Ay,  I  fee  how  it  is — Sir  Paul  has 
adopted  xue  out  of  joke,  and  you  are  to  make 
mince  meat  of  me^or  my  vanity ! 

Lady  Sarah.  Why,  what  is  all  this !  (fmiling.) 
mince  meat ! 

Gingham.  He  fmlles !  then  the  joke's  at  an  end, 
and  they  don't  mean  to  hurt  me'  give  me  your 
hand — you  comical  dog,  give  me  your  hand. 

Liidy  Sarah.  Comical  dog !  what  do  you  mean  ? 
explain. 

I  a  Gingham* 
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Gingham.  Explain!  nay:  that's  too  t)ad-*do 
you  think  I  don't  know  you,  my  jolly  boy  ? — do 
you  think  I  can't  fee  you  are  a  gentleman  ?  . 

Lady  Sarah.  What  f  I  a  gentleman  ? 

Gingham.  Ay,  and  a  brave  one  too  ?— why  I 
fufpefted  you  at  firft  fight ' — I  faw  there  was 
nothing  feminine  about  you>  and  then  when  I 
looked  you  full  in  the  face,  "  pooh^i"  fays  I, 
this  can  never  be  a  woman. 

Lady  Sarah.  Not  a  woman ! — have  libidied 
modern  fafliionis — exceeded  all  the  prefent  race 
of  high-fpirited  women— only  to  be  miftaken 
for — ^Oh  Lord  '  I  never  wept  before  in  a^  my 
life— but  this— Oh,  I  ihall  faint-#— Qh',  Oh ! 
{Sits  in  a  chair  weeping.) 

Enter  Flush. 

Flufi^*  My  rafcal  of  a  fon  has  gone  ofF  with 
all  my  papers — Darnley's  note  among  the  num- 
ber— and  though  Lady  Sarah  would  give  twice 
the  value  for  it,  I  cannot  find  him 

Gingham,  (advancing  to  him.)  Hufii — not  fo 
fo  loud  father — she'll  flourifh  a  (word — fire  off  a 
mulket ! 

Flu/b*  He  ! — who  ? — but  how  came  you  here, 
fir  ?  in  this  difguife  too  ! 

Gingham.  Plioo  ! — it  isn't  me  that's  difguis'd. 
A  word — (whi/pers  fo  him.) — there !  {pointing  to 
Lady  Surah  Savage.) 

Fhijb.  What,  that  lady  ? 

Gingham.  No;  that  comical  dog — I'm  furc 
of  it — mum ! 

Flujb.  Ha,  ha,  ha ' — ^you  blockhead '  why  it's 
Lady  Sarah  Savage '  fhe's  rather  mafculine  to  be 

fure: 
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furc :  but,  Lord  help  you— Ihe  and  I  are  old 
friends. 

Gingham.  What !  you  know  her  ?  do  you  ? 

Flujb.  Know  her; — ^why  Di  take  my  oath  flie'$ 
a  woman. 

Gingham.  He*ll  take  hjs  oath ! — Oh  then  I 
fee  my  error — ihe's  on  the  pave,  difcarded; 
and  they  want  to  palm  her  on  me. 

FluJb.  Fool ! — would  you  make  more  blun«- 
ders  !  can't  you  tell  a  woma^  of  fafhion  from  a 

? 

Gingham.  No— there  it  is,  fir, — if  women  of 
fafhion  will  talk  and  drefs  like  women  of  ano- , 
ther  defcription,who  the  devil  can  tell  one  from 
the  other  i  and  if,  likewife,  they  will  hunt,  Ihoot, 
and  fence,  and  prefer  mafculine  aifurance  to 
feminine  diffidence,  is  it  amazing,  that  a  gentle- 
man (hould  confound  the  fcxes  ?  however,  Tm 
glad  it's  not  a  man. 

FluJb.  Come — come — ^without  further  tn-^ 
q^iry>  give  me  Darnley's  note ;  the  one  Clara 
brought ;  the  comical  dog  there,  as  you  call  her, 
is  in  love  with  Darnley,  and  wants  to  hold  the 
bill  as  a  rod  over  his  head :  I  ihall  only  aflc  her 
one  hundred  pounds  premium  for  it. 

Gingham.  {Taking  the  note  out  of  his  pocket  book.) 
Only  a  hundred  premium  !  heh  ! 

FluJb.  No;  I  can  afford  it:  and  Ihe,  by  arreft- 
ing  him,  can  make  her  own  terms — you  under- 
hand ! 

Gingham.  PerfeAly ;  fo  I'll  Ihew  her  the  note, 
and  make  peace — {goes  towards  Mifs  Savage^ 
who  is  Jlill fitting.) — madam — lady. 

Lady  Sarah.  Pfhaw !  don't  come  near  me, 
brute. 

Gingham. 


62  THE    RAGE: 

Ghigham.  I  am  convinc'd  of  my  miftake, 
ma'am — this  gentleman  will  take  his  oath  on 
the  fubjedl,  and  therefore — in  hopes  of  making 
amends — here  is  a  note,  my  lady ;  a  note  of  Mr. 
Darnley's  for  two  hundred  pounds. 

Lady  Sarah.  What  did  you  fay,  fir  ? 

Gingham.  A  note  of  Mr.  Darnley's,  ma'am. 

Lady  Sarah.  {Looking  at  it.)  So  it  is ;  fign'd  with 
his  own  dear  hand — (rifes.) — well,  now  I  look  at 
you  again,  fir,  I'm  quite  afham'd  of  our  filly  mif- 
underftanding — I  am  indeed — he  !  he  !  perhaps 
it  was  my  fault — nay — I  dare  fay  it  was — ^and 
fo,  that's  Mr.  Darnley's  note,  is  it  ? 

Gifigham.  It  is,  and  now  I  recoiled,  wasn't 
the  lady  I  conduced  from  the  play,  his  wife  ? 

Lady  Sarah.  It  was — but  entrc  nous — ^what's 
the  price  of  that  foolifli  bit  of  paper  ? 

Flujb.  Only  three  hundred  pounds !  one  hun- 
dred for  tlie  premium^  and  two -for  the  princi- 
pal. 

Lady  Sarah.  Here  is  the  money,  then. 

Gingham.  {Putting  his.handonhers.)  Softly ;  keep 
the  principal,  becaufe  you'll  both  want  it^  and 
as  to  the  note,  I'll  keep  that,  left  fomebody  elfe 
fliould  want  it !  {putting  it  in  his  pocket.)  you 
brought  me  up  to  the  trade,  and  if  I  haven't 
learnt  a  trick  or  two,  Mr.  Fluih,  it's  no  fault  of 
yours. 

FJuJh.  What !  would  you  turn  fwindler,  you 
rafcal  ? 

Lady  Sarah.  Ay,  this  is  a  new  mode  of  get- 
ting money. 

Gingham.  No — not  fo  very  new — is  it  Mr. 
Flufli  ? — however,  as  the  wife  is  the  only  perfon 
that  ought  to  have  a  pow'r  over  the  huiband, 

ru 
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ril  e'en  go  inftantly  to  Mrs.  Darnley^  and  give 
it  her. — ^ 

Enter  Darnley. 

DamJey.  {fiercely.)  What,  fir  ? 

Gingham.  A  note  for  two  hundred  pounds^  fir, 
— have  you  any  objedlions  ?  never  mind  the 
lofs  of  the  premium,  Mr.  Flufh — you  can  afford 
it,  you  know — adieu  ! — Mr.  Bluff,  (To  Datmley^ 
who  is  frowning.)  your  fervant — it  wouldn't  do— 
you  comical  dog,  it  wouldn't  do  ! — 

(Sbewifig  Lady  Sarah  Savage  the  note^  and  exit.) 

Darnley.  (To  Lady  Sarah  Savage.)  'Sdeath !— • 
this  is  the  very  man  you  told  me  of. 

Lady  Sarah.  Ay,  now  can  you  want  further 
proof  of  his  attachment  to  your  wife  ? — I'll  leave 
it  to  any  body  : — isn't  it  evident,  Mr.  Flufh  ? 
^  Flufb.  His  giving  her  two  hundred  pounds 
is  a  flrong  circumflance,  to  be  fure — but  then, 
when  I  recolleft  the  money  is  mine,  and  not  his — 

Darnley.  What  then,  fir  ? 

Flufb.  Why  then;  I  think,  the  lady  ought  to 
be  in  love  with  me,  and  not  him,  fir. 

Daniley.  I'll  fet  out  for  London,  and  never 
fee  her  more — yet  no — I'll  be  fatisfied — I'll 
know  the  worft. — I'll  inftantly  purfue  this  new 
found  idol  of  her  heart,  and  if  I  catch  him  in 
herprefence 

Lady  Sarah.  Kill  him— for  a  wretch,  who 
can't  diflinguifh  the  human  fpccies,  isn't  fit  to 
live— come — I'll  go  with  you. 

Plujb.  So  will  I — but  pray  don't  kill  him, 
till  I've  got  my  papers. 

Ladj 
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Lady  Sarah.  Nay,  don't  fret  about  it,  Mr. 
Darnley — you  Ihall  return  with  me  \o  Savage-* 
houfe— come — never  think  of  going  to  London 
at  this  time  of  year — it's  fo  thin — all  the  great 
houfes  are  lock'd  up,  and  there's  no  making  a^ 
fafhionable  party ;  is  there,  Mr.  Flulh  ? 

Flufb.  Your  pardon,  ma'am — I  and  my  attor* 
ney  can  always  colle(£V  a  fafhionable  party,  and 
if  the  great  houfes  iare  lock'd  up,  why  there  are 
great  people  in  lock-up- houfes,  fo  don't  be 
afraid  of  finding  good  company,  Mr.  Darnley  i 

\Etmmt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Library  in  5/VGeorge  Gaunt- 
let's Houfe. 

Sir  George,  and  a  fervant^  meeting. 

Servant.  Sir,  Sir !  Mrs.  Darnley  is  coming 
here  to  look  for  fome  books. 

Sir  George.  That's  fortunate  :  did  you  deliver 
my  meflage  to  her,  and  her  hufband  ? 

Servant,  I  did,  fir;  I  told  them  you  were  gone 
out  of  town,  and  would  not  return  till  to-mor- 
row. 

Sir  George.  Very  well !  then,  in  cafe  of  acci- 
dent, leave  open  the  private  door  that  leads  behind 
the  library.  {Servant  opens  a  door  that  leads  be^ 
hind  the  library.)  A  man  of  intrigue  fhould  al- 
ways have  a  place  to  lay  fnug  in,  and  where  is 
he  fo  little  likely  to  be  difcover'd,  as  amongfl 
works  of  fludy  and  refiedlion  ?     Here  fhe  is  ! 

mind 
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mind  we're  not  interrapted.    {Servant  mi — Sir 
George  retires  towards  the  Library.) 

Enter  Mrs.  Darnlet. 

Mrs.  Damley.  Will  Mr.  Darnley  neverbe  con- 
vinc'd  of  this  friend's  hypocrify  ?  he  is  fo  credu- 
lous, that  he  even  now  places  more  confidence  in 
him,  than  ever :  I'm  glad  Sir  George  is  out  of 
town — ^I  can  at  lead  pafs  another  hour  in  peace, 
and — {going  towards  the  Library^  Sir  George 
meets  her.) 

Sir  George.  Don't  be  alarm'd,  Mrs,  Darnley; 
Tm  only  a  living  volume,  and  if  you  will  perufc 
my  thoughts,  you'll  read  of  nothing  but  your- 
felf — you  are  engraved  here  in  indelible  letters, 
upon  my  honour. 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Sir,  I  was  informed — but  this 
is  no  time  for  parleying — alone  and  unprote  Aed ! 
{going ;  Sir  Gtorge  ^ands  in  her  way.) 

Sir  George.  Nay,  you  know  I  have  long  pror 
fefled  a  regard  for  you ;  long  thought  you  the 
fineft  woman  on  earth !  and  as  a  proof,  didn't  I 
offer  you  my  hand,  before  my  friend 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Friend  !  call  him  by  fome  other 
name.  Sir  George,  and  don't  profane  fuch  ho- 
nourable terms. 

Sir  George.  Why,  isn't  he  my  friend  ?  havn't 
I  fo  completely  gain'd  his  affections,  that  he 
wifhes  me  to  win  yours  ?  does  he  not  bring  you 
here — ^to  my  houfe  ? — leave  me  t£te-a-tfite  with 
you  ?  and  in  every  refpedl  prove  fo  kind,  fo 
obliging 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Hold,  fir — if  he  has  expofed  mc 

to  infults,  I  am  the  perfon  to  accufe  hiqi — not 

K  you. 
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you.    I  know  his  heart,  and  I  know  yours — one 
has  my  love — my  efteem — the  other 

Sir  George.  Has  what,  my  fweet  creature  ? 

Mrs.  Damley.  My  fcorn. 

Sir  George.  Nay  then — I  muft  tell  you,  that 
when  I  condefcend  to  love  a  woman,  I  always 
infift  on  making  her  happy ;  and  therefore,  with 
opportunity  on  my  fide,  and  the  whole  world  to 
lay  the  blame  on  your  liufband 

Mrs.  Damley.  On  him  !  the  world  is  not  fo 
eafily  deceived:  but  left  it  Ihould,  I'll  vindicate 
his  fame — I'll  proclaim  the  falfehood  of  his 
friend — his  perfidy 

Sir  George.  Gently — gently — I  fee  I  muft  take 
advantage  now  or  never  !  {goes  to  the  door.) 

Mrs.  Damley.  What  do  you  mean,  fir  ? 

Sir  George.  Firft  to  faften  the  door,  and  then, 
my  angel — f^s  be  opens  it  to  faften  it  clofely^ 
Gmgham  enters  and  pujbes  by  bim.J 

Gingham.  And  then,  my  angel — to  give  you 
two  hundred  pounds — this  note,  ma'am,  is  Mn 
Darnley's — it  accidentally  fell  into  my  hands, 
and  I  defignedly  place  it  in  yours — put  it  up, 
ma'am — keep  it  tight  in  your  pocket ;  for  what 
with  one  having  a  rage  for  difguifes — another 
having  a  rage  for  fwindling — a  third — {Seeing 
Sir  George.) — ha !  my  judge  of  good  breeding, 
is  it  you  ? 

Sir  George.  This  blockhead  has  ruin'd  dnfe 
fcheme  already,  I  fee. 

Gingham.  I'll  tell  you  a  fecret.  Sir  George  ; 
yow  fii/bionahle  people  are  very  vulgar — it  is  your 
fine  clothes,  gay  equipages,  and  fuperb  houfes 
that  are  well  bred,  and  not  yourfelves,  egad  ! 
now  only  pull  off  that  fpangled  coat — ftick 

yourfelf  behind  a  counter,  and 

Sir 
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Sir  George.  Sir,  don't  you  fee  Fm  bufy  ? 

G'mgbam.  To  be  fure  I  do. 

Sir  George.  Why  don't  you  leave  the  room, 
then  ? 

Gingbam.  Becaufe  I've  no  where  elfe  to  go. 

Sir  George.  Then  I  command  you :  this  lady 
and  I  are  engag'd. 

Mrs.  Damley.  Engag'd,  Sir  George !— Sir,  {to 
Gingbam,)  if  you'll  conduft  me  to  Mr.  Damley, 
I  Ihall  think  myfelf  a  fecond  time  indebted  to 
your  gallantry. 

Sir  George.  Madam,  I  infift — {Croffing  Mrs.  D^ 
and  taking  ber  by  tbe  band.)^xt\xxt  this  inftant. 
Sir— retire- 

Gingbam.  Oh,  I  perceive — he  detains  her  for 
bafe  purpofes !  Oh  fie,  fie  ! — ^fie  for  fhame.  Sir 
George — is  this  your  good  breeding — ^your 
hand,  ma'am — {Trying  to  pqfs  Sir  George.) 
'  Sir  George.  'Sdeath— obey  me,  or  this  fword, 
with  which  I've  fo  often  fought 

Gingbam.  Often  fought !  what,  in  earnirft  ? 

Sir  George.  Rafcall  draw. 

Gingbam.  No — I'd  rather  not. 

Sir  George.  What !  you  don't  like  to  fight ! 

Gingbam.  No — ^who  the  devil  does  ?  but  you 
call  me  rafcal,  fir — ^now  Fve  been  long  in  doubt 
whether  I  am  one  or  not — but  if  I  was  half  as 
clear  on  the  fubjedl  as  you  muft  be,  I'd  own  it 
publicly — I'd  fay,  **  I,  Sir  George  Gauntlet,  am 
**  fuch  a  rude — ill  bred — ^vulgar ^" 

Sir  George.  Coward! — come  onr^{Drawing 
bis /word.)  - 

Gingbam.  Come  on ! — ^Well !  why  fhouldn't  I  ? 

I  may  be  alarm'd  at  mafculine  women,  but  I 

don't  care  tliat — {/napping  bisfngers.) — for  ef- 

K  z  geminate 
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feminate  men !  fo,  though  I  never  learnt  to  fence 
in  all  my  life — though  I  don't  know  whether  to 
hold  my  fword  in  my  right  hand  or  my  left,  have 
at  thee  !-^ha ! — ^ha ! 

AVGeorge  and  GiJU  GUAM  make  two  or  fbreepaf- 
Jesy  when  loiid  knocking  at  the  door  inierrupts  tbem. 

Sir  George.  Zounds  ! — if  this  ihould  be  Darn- 
ley — {looks  out.) — it  is !  Fm  niin'd — undone  ! 

Gingbam.  Ay,  ay,  I  muft  take  leffons — ^I*m 
touch'd — pink'd — {Jbaking  bis  band,  wbicb  is 
fiigbtly  wounded.) 

Sir  George.  If  I  ftir,  I  meet  Darnley — hark'ye^ 
Sir — (ajide  to  Gingham.)  that  lady's  hufband  is 
now  on  theftairs,  and  y our  prefent  wound  is  only 
a  flight  one  ;  but  if  you  hint  or  fpeak  one  word 
againft  my  honour 

Gingbam.  You'll  run  me  through  the  body,  I 
fuppofe — ^well !  as  I  can't  fence — mum ! 

Sir  George.  I  fhall  not  leave  the  room — I  IhaU 
be  conceal'd,  and  on  the  flighteft  infinuation,  by 
heaven !  I'll  come  forth  and  cut  you  into  atoms : 
promife — or  you  know  my  way 

Gingbam.  I  do — I'll  live  and  fight  another 
day. 

SirGEORGEgoes  hebind  tbe  Library  unperceiv*dby 
Gingham  or  by  Mrs.  Darnley. 

Gingbam.  I  wilh  I  knew  the  name  of  Sir 
George's  fencing-mafter — {Mrs.  Darnley  comes 
to  bif/i.) — My  dear  ma'am,  don't  be  uneafy — it's 
only  graz'd,  and  if  they  don't  fend  dodlors  and 
apothecaries  to  me^  I  Ihall  live  to  pink  him, 
again  and  again. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.DamJey.  Let  me  bind  ycmr  hand,  with  my 
handkerchief.  {Darnley  enters  behind.)  Indeed — 
indeed,  I  owe  you  much. 

Darnley.  {ftill  behind.)  'Tis  now  beyond  a 
doubt — Oh  woman  !  woman  ! 

Gingham,  {to  Mrs.  Darnley.)  You  havn't  got 
the  rage — no,  you  are  what  a  woman  ought  to 
be ;  mild,  gentle,  affedlionatc — an  angel,  by  all 
that's  facred. 

Darnley.  How  !  make  love  before  my  face  ! — 
{advances.)   So,  Mrs.  Darnley— — 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Oh,  my  dear ! — Fm  fo  glad 
you're  come — this  gallant,  generous  young 
man 

Darnley.  Generous  young  man  ! 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Has  been  wounded  in  my 
caufe,  and 

Darnley,  And  you  bound  up  his  arm,  with 
your  handkerchief! — ^nay,  don't  deny  it,  madam 
—with  my  own  eyes,  I  faw  it — well,  fir !  what 
have  you  to  fay,  fir  ?  to  that  handkerchief,  fir  ? 

Gingham.  Say,  fir ! — ^why,  I  fay,  the  handker- 
chief is  as  fine  cambrick  as  ever  was  fold — 
twelve  fliillings  a  yard,  fir  ! — at  leaft  I  ufed  to 

fell  fuch  for  a  guinea — sl  guinea,  Mr.  Bluff 

as  to  any  thing  clfe,  if  you  are  the  lady's  huf- 
band 

Darnley.  I  am  her  hufband,  fir ! — ^who  has  long 
lov'd — long  ador'd  her  ! — and  now  comes  here 
to  witnefs  her  falfehood  and  his  own  difhonoun 

Mrs.  Darnley.  What  does  he  lay  ? — diftio- 
nour  ! 

Darnley.  Yes,  madam — with  him  !  with  this 
gallant,  generous  young  man  !  did  he  not  laft 
night  accompany  you  from  the  play,  and  now 
do  I  not  find  you  praifing  each  other  to  ipy  very 

face  ? 
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face  ?  obferve  me,  Maria — as  you  have  found 
me  tender  in  my  affedlions,  fo  you  ihall  find  me 
fevere  in  my  refentment. 

Mrs.  DartiJey.  I  know  not  what  he  means^ 
but  I  thought  they'd  make  him  hate  me — I 
guilty  of  falsehood  !  di  (honour  to  my  hufband  ! 
Oh,  Harry  !  if  you  believe  me  fo  debas'd,  take 
up  that  weapon,  and  pierce  me  to  the  heart  !-— 
in  pity  do  ! — I  cannot  live  and  know  that  you 
condemn  me. 

Darnley.  (taking  ber  hand.)  Do  you  not  love 
him  ? 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Whom  ? 

Darnley.  (pointing  to  Gingham.)  Him. 

Gingham.  Me  ! — love  me ! —  I  wifli  Ihe  did, 
for  if  I  didn't  ufe  her  better  than  you  do,  Fd 
cut  my  jealous  head  off! — ^look'ye,  great  lord 
and  mafter  : — Ihe  is  more  faithful  to  you,  than 
you  deferve — I  know  it,  becaufe  juft  before  you 
entered  the  room.  Sir  George  Gauntlet,  like  a 

vile  feducer  as  he  is,   was  attempting  to 

(here  a  hook  falls  from  the  library.)  crau — au — au  ! 
(checking  him/elf.)  I  Ihall  be  a  dead  man  before  I 
know  it. 

Darnley.  Sir  George  Gauntlet ! — paltry  eva- 
fions  ! — he  is  out  of  town,  and  has  fo  often 
prov'd  himfelf  a  friend 

Mrs.  Darnley.  Friend  ! — Oh,  Mr.  Darnley  ! 
at  laft  I  am  compell'd  to  tell  you,  he  is  your 
enemy  and  mine^ — it  is  that  very  friend,  who 
would  deftroy  your  domeftic  peace  ;  who  would 
rob  you  of  a  heart,  that  is,  and  ever  fliall  be 
all  your  own  !  and  that,  even  now  might  have 
triumph'd  o'er  a  helplcfs  woman,  had  not  his 
friendly  arm  been  ftretch'd  to  ferve  me. 

Gingham. . 
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Gingham.  It's  true — I'll  fwear  it!— I'll 
(anofier  book  falls.)  crau — au — au  ! 

Darnley.  Til  not  believe  it — he  is  above  fuch 
£irtB^  and  I  would  have  you,  madam,  not  en* 
creafe  your  guilt,  by  daring  to  abufe  my  beft  of 
friends.  \ 

Gingham.  Beft  of  friends ! — upon  my  foul^ 
you've  a  rare  fet  of  acquaintance  then. — Sir ! 
I  always  had  a  knack  at  fpeaking  what  comes 
uppermoft,  and  I  fay,  Sir  Gfeorge  wanted  to  turn 
me  out,  in  order  to  lock  her  in — I  fay,  he  gave 
me  this  wound,  in  trying  to  defend  her  from 
his  infolence — I  fay  he  is  now  conceal'd  in  this 
room! 

{Books  fall  from  theLibrary^  andleavean  openfpace. 
Gingham  looks  rounds  and  fees  Sir  George's 
face  frowning  at  bim  through  the  aperture^ 

Gingham.  No— I  don't  fay  he  is  in  the  room — 
I  don't  becaufe — becaufe — {looking  round  again) 
it's  better  to  be  choak'd  than  killed. 

Darnley.  See  how  he  prevaricates:  and  there- 
fore, that  my  friend  may  be  flander'd  and  I 
deceiv'd  no  longer,  'tis  time  I  ihould  decider — 

Maria ! — It  almoft  kills  me  to  pronounce  it 

{afide.)  we  meet  no  more (g^^^g') 

Mrs.  Darnley.  (Holding  him.)  Stay — fpare  mc 
but  a  moment — I  cannot — will  not  lofe  him ; 
Harry,  think  of  our  love— our  children.—— 

Gingham.  Sir !  fir ! — ^let  me  aflc  you  two  quef- 
tions — {Another  book  falls  ^  and  Sir  George  frowns 

at  him.)  Ay,  grin  away  you Sir,  can  you 

fence,  and  will  you  fight  ? 

Darnley.  Perhaps,  you'll  find,  I  can,  fir. 

Gingbanu 
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Gingbam.  And  if  I  prove  that  Siz  Grcorge  hid 
himfelf  to  avoid  you,  will  you  fbind  by,  and 
fee  a  poor  fellow  cut  to  atoms  ? 

Damley.  No— on  the  contrary,  I  fhall  be  fi> 
convinc'd  of  the  truth  of  your  ftory 

Gingham.  Say  you  fo?  then  come  out  yoa 
black  infernal  feducer ! 

{Runs  up  to  the  IJhrary — -forces  oten  the  front 
doors,  andanudjl  the  falling  of  all  the  books^  Sir 
George  Gauntlet  is  difcwered!) 

Gingham.  There — ^there  he  is !  and  now  come 
on,  if  you  dare — here's  a  pair  of  the  heft  fencers 
in  Europe  ?  (Snatching  up  a  /word  and  placing 
himfelf  hy  Darnlej.) 

Damley.  'Tis  all  unraveled — detefted  hypo- 
crite ! 

Sir  George.  Ah,  Darnley  ! — how  dVe  do  ? — 
this  is  a  droll  circumftance,  isn't  it  I — but  I 
hope  you  are  convinc'd. 

Damley.  Yes,  fir,  I  am  convinc'd. 

(iingham.  We're  all  convinc'd,  lir. 

Dar7iley.  That  you  and  Lady  Sarah  have  join'd 
in  a  confpiracy  to  deceive  me  and  betray  my 
wife ;  that  you  have  meanly  put  on  the  mafk  of 
friendftiip,  to  conceal  the  blackeft  artifices,  and 
that  if  you  had  come  to  my  houfe  and  boldly 
plundered  mc  of  all  my  fortune 

Ginghujn,  He'd  only  have  been  hang'd! — but 
now  he  Ihall  be  cut  to  atoms. 

Sir  George.  Be  cautious  in  your  language,  Mr. 
Darnley— you  know  my  difpofition. 

Damley.  I  do — I  know  you  well :  and  hence- 
forth if  you  dare,  either  by  action,  word,  or  look; 
mark  mc,  lir — raife  but  a  blufli  in  her  unfullied 

cheeky 
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cheek,  I  will  refent  it — I'll  infliA  a  punifhment 
great  as  your  arrogance  deferves ! 

Sir  George.  Arrogance  1 

Gingham.  Ay,  arrogance! — ^are  you  deaf  ? 

Sir  George.  Sir,  this  requires  an  explanation;, 
you  fhall  hear  from  me. 

Gingbam.  Pooh  ! 

Damley.  Delay  not  then,  for  I  fhall  leave  your 
houfe  this  moment.  (Sir  George  exit.) — Come, 
Maria,  to  you  and  this  gentleman  I  have  a  thou- 
fand  apologies— 

Gingham.  Blefs  you  !  Fm  amply  paid  iij  letting 
my  tongue  wag — and  as  to  any  thing  elfe,  allow 
me  once  more  to  fpeak  my  mind  to  your  fweet 
coufin,  Clara.-^Come,  let's  go  to  her — Oh,  you 
well-bred  ruffian  ! — to  be  firft  pink'd,  and  then 

nearly  choak'd  by  fuch  a ;  on  the  wholcj^ 

though,  I  never  fought  better  in  all  my  life  ! 

^  [Exeunt 9 
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ACT    V. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  in  a  Tavern — Dinner  under 
covers — DahnlSy  difcoverd  fitting  at  the 
Table — Waiter  attending. 

Damley.  Tell  Sir  George  Gauntlet,  Mr. 
Darnley  is  waiting. — ^what's  o'clock  ? 

Waiter.  Six,  lir. 

Darnley.  The  time  draws  near — I  wonder 
where  my  friend  can  be  ?  put  fome  wine  on  the 
table  and  leave  me. 

Waiter.  Sir  George  is  below,  in  clofe  conver- 
fation  with  a  gentleman,  who  leems  anxious  to 
fee  you,  fir. 

Darnley.  His  fecond,  I  fuppofe — tell  him,  I 
am  here — {Waiter  exit. ^  'Sdeath  !-r-to  what  have 
I  reduc'd  myfelf  ? — I  that  had  every  joy  this 
world  can  give — a  peaceful  home — a  wife  that 
lov'd,  and  children  that  rever'd  me ! — I  to  be  now 
in  a  tavern,  on  the  eve  of  meeting  with  a  pro- 
fefs'd  duellift  !  to  be  about  to  commit  murder, 
or  elfe  to  live  diflionour'd  and  difgrac*d — Oh, 
Maria  ! — when  thou  fhalt  hear  thy  hufband  is 
no  more,  wilt  thou  forgive  me  ? — wilt  thou— 
but  my  fate  determines  hers,  and  if  I  fall  fhe  is 
for  ever  loft ! 

Re-enter  the  Waiter. 

Waiter.  The  gentleman  from  Sir  George 
Grauntlet,  llr. 

Darnley. 
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DarnJey.  Admit  him — now  then  for  the 
event ! 

Enter  Gingham,  haftily. 

Ghigbam.  Fm  fo  fag'd — fo  completely  knocked 
up :  {fees  the  dinner.)  ha,  ha  !  what's  here  !— the 
very  thing  to  revive  me. 

Damley.  I  hope,  fir,  you  haven't  been  talk- 
ing to  Sir  George. 

Gingham.  Yes,  but  I  have  though — you  em- 
plqy'd  me  as  fecond,  and  if  you're  (hot,  it  Ihall 
be  in  the  way  I  like  beft.  {Jit ting  down.)  Waiter ! 
waiter  ! 

Waiter.  {To  Gingham,  who  is  going  to  putt  off  a 
cover  of  one  of  the  dtjbes.)  Sir !  lir !— Sir  George 
order'd  that  dilh  not  to  be  touch'd  till  he  came. 
Gingham.  Did  he  ? — then  it's  the  pick'd  thing, 
I  fuppofe,  fo  ril,eat  it  all  up  direcSlly,  {uncovers 
it  J  and  fees  a  hrace  of  piflols  laying  ^midft  powder 
and  ball.)  here — it's  quite  at  his  fervice,  and  I 
wifh  the  whole  were  in  his  fljomach,  with  all  my 
foul ! — {giving  the  dijh  to  the  waiter,  and  uncover^ 
ing  another.)  Ah !  here*s  fomething  that  I  can 
fwallow.  {begins  eating.)Wc\\,  after  hunting  every 
where  for  Sir  George,  I  found  him  below  flairs 
at  laft — "  fo*'  fays  I  "  my  little  Librarian" — ^al- 
luding  to  the  book-cafe  you  know—"  when  are 
you  and  this  jealous  hufband" — alluding  to  you, 
you  know — "  to  fight  this  fooliih  duel  ?"  {drinks 
a  glafs  of  wine.)  Clara  f  my  dear  Clara  Sedleyl 
Darnley.  Well,  fir. 

Gingham.  Says  I  "  the  fadl  is  this ;  one  will  be 

kiU'd,  the  other  be  hang'd,  and  the  world  get 

rid  of  two  hot-headed  fellows :"  fays  he,  "  Will 

L  %  Darnley 
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Darnley  make  me  an  apology  ?*'  fays  I  "  lie 
might  as  well.'* 

Darnley.  You  did  not ! 

Gingham.  Ah,  but  I  did  though :  "  it's  very  well 
for  falhionable  hufbands,  to  leave  their  wives 
with  friends,  in  hopes  of  getting  divorces  and 
damages  ;  but  what  right,"  fays  I,  "  has  a 
country  'fquire  to  quit  his  farm,  and  truft  his 
wife  with  baronets,  fools,  and  coxcombs? — 
to  plant  his  own  horns/'  feys  I !  {drinks.)  '^  Suc- 
cefs  to  trade." 

Darnley.  And  how  did  this  end,  fir  ? 

Gingham.  How  ! — ^why  the  other  fecond  in- 
terfer'd — faid  Sir  Greorge  could'nt  fire  at  you, 
and  advifed  him  to  apologize — he  hefitatcd — 
I  put  my  hand  on  my  fword — reminded  him  of 
my  fine  fencing — he  fign'd  this  paper — I've  al- 
ready Ihewn  it  to  Mrs.  Darnley,  and  fo— • 
{drinks.)  Here's  the  child  that  has  two  fathers  !  . 

Darnley.  {Reading  the  paper.)  'Tis  ample,  final 
iatisfadlion — wasn't  my  Maria  happy  ? 

Gingham.  She  was — ^but  with  women,  grief 
foon  follows  joy,  you  know — Ihe  fays,  your  un- 
cle, whoever  he  is,  has  order'd  you  to  quit  Bath,, 
and  go  abroad — that  Ihe  is  to  be  left  behind, 
and  as  your  fortune  is  exhaufted,  flie  fears  you 
mufl:  confent — I'm  forry  I'm  pinch'd  too— 
however — {drinks.)  Here's  confufion  to  your 
ftingy  old  uncle ! 

Darnley.  Unfeeling,  perfecuting  man! — ^fc- 
parate  me  from  all  I  love — I  know  the  motive 
for  this  barbarous  condudl — he  has  found  a  fon, 
on  whom  he  means  to  laviih  all  his  favours,  and 
while  lie  rolls  in  luxury,  I  and  my  family  may 
ftan-e — may — but  he  comes. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Paul  Perpetual. 

Sir  Paul.  So,  Mr.  Darnley :  how  dare  you  in- 
trude into  the  houfcs  pf  great  people,  and  thus 
repeatedly  difgrace  me  ? — ^look'ye,  lir — I  have 
made  up  my  mind — you  muft  feek  your  fortune 
abroad — I'll  pay  your  expences  to  the  continent, 
and  left  your  family  fhould  be  a  burthen  to  you, 
I'll  provide  for  your  wife  at  home. 

Darnley.  Oh,  fir  !  do  not  part  us  ! 

Sir  Paul.  I  will ! — I'm  refolv'd !  {feeing  Ging* 
bam.)  hah! — ^what  do  I  fee? — my  boy! — my 
darling ! — how  came  you  here,  you  rogue  ? 

Gingham.  Father,  you're  come  in  time — -juft 
in  time  to  finiih  the  bottle !    (Jilling  bim  a 
bumper^  and  putting  it  in  bis  band)  drink!  drink* 
the  laft  toaft ! 

Sir  Paul.  Ay,  what  is  it  ? 

Gingham.  ^*  Confufion  to  Darnley's" 

Sir  Paul.  With  all  my  heart-*-"  Confufion  to 
Darnley'jj" 

Gingham.  *'  Stingy  old  uncle  !" 

Sir  Paul,  {/pitting  out  the  wine.)  Stingy  old 
uncle  ! — why  that's  confufion  to  myfelf,  you 
(log!       - 

Gingham.  What !  is  it  you — ^well !  hang  me 
if  I  didn't  think  it  Was  my  father — that  is  jny 
other  father,  the  money-lender — coufin — rtXzn 
tion — how  are  you  ?  {Jbahng  Darnley  by  the  band.) 

Sir  Paul.  Nonfenfe  !  never  mind  him — I've 
brought  you  your  commiflion — a  company  in 
a  regiment  ferving  in  Ireland. 

Gingham.  Have  you?  {to  Sir  Paul.)  who'd 
have  thought  my  father  was  your  mifcrly  uncle, 
hchl  {to  Darnley.) 

Sir 
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Sir  Paul  It's  three  hundred  a-year,-my  boy  f 
pflia  !  don't  mind  him,  I  tell  you,  {pulling  bim 
iiv:ay  from  Darnley.)  I  referve  every  thing  for 
you — I  always  meant  to  give  all  I  could  to  my 
Ion. 

Gingham.  Did  you ! — Oh  then  it  copies  to  the 
fame  point ;  why,  perhaps,  you'll  give  me  two 
hundred  pounds. 

Sir  Paul  Ay,  that  I  will. 

Gingham.  What !  and  the  commiflion  too ! 

Sir  Paul.  Yes,  and  the  commiffion  too ! 
here  they  are  both — and  fome  ten  years  hence, 
I'll  join  the  regiment,  and  ferve  under  you; 
under  my  brave  fon  ? 

Gingham.  No — under  your  brave  nephew,  if 
you  like — I  don*t  underftand  the  exercife,  and 
Uarnley  does  !  and  therefore,  as  we're  all  rela- 
tions— all  in  a  family,  I'll  e'en  give  him  the 
commiffion — Nay,don't  be  lhy,coufin — it  makes 
no  difference,  father,  does  it? 

Sir  Paul.  Death  and  fire !  it  does,  fir,  it  makes 
all  the  difference,  and  I  fwear 

Gingham.  Softly — you  can  make  me  a  hero 
in  another  way — as  I  was  brought  up  to  trade, 
pop  me  into  the  train-bands — then  I  can  be 
kiird  in  tlie  Artillery  Ground  in  one  day,  and  be 
alive  in  the  fhop  the  next !  fo  keep  the  commif- 
fion, coulin  ;  keep  it — {Forcing  it  into  Darnley  s 
band,)  and  here — here's  the  money  to  take  you, 
your  wife  and  children  to  Irelana — {giving  the 
Bank  notes.) — there  !  now  moderate  your  joy, 
father !  you've  done  a  kind,  generous  aftion  to 
be  fare  :  but  why  ! — why  in  fuch  an  ecftacy  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Ecflacy  !  agony,  you  puppy  ! 

Gingham.  Gently,  gently ;  at  the  public  break- 
fafl  I  Ihall  found  forth  your  praifcs — come, 

coulin 
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couiin — the  beft  of  the  joke  is,  IVe  another  fa- 
ther ;  and  though  he  won't  lend  youafhilling,  I'll 
make  him  fend  you  linen  enough  to  fliirt  your 
whole  regiment. — Farewell,  thou  liberal  man  ! — 
look  ! — Self  gratification  has  brought  tears  of  joy 
into  his  eyes.  {Exit  with  Damfey*) 

Sir  Paid.  Tears  of  joy  ! — if  being  cheated 
out  of  my  money,  makes  me  cry  for  pleafure, 
what  fhall  I  do,  if  I  get  it  back  again  ? — was 
there  ever  fuch  a  fellow  ? — however  the  cora- 
mifiion  is  of  no  ufe  to  Darnley — but  then  the 
two  hundred  pounds — ^and  theeafe  with  which  he 
did  it. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  A  letter  from  your  ward.  Sir  Paul. 
It  requires  an  immediate  anfwer. 

Sir  Paul.  {Reading  it.)    ''Sir,  I   afti  now  at 

*'  the  "Public  Breakfaft,  where  Mifs  Savage  ac- 

**  tually  inlifted  on  my  coming.  I  havedifcovcr- 

'  ed  a  deep  plot  of  Mr.  Savage's,  and  when  I  tell 

you,  I  am  in  danger  of  being  run  away  with, 
*'  without  my  confent,  I'm  fure  you  will  fly  to 

''  the  relief  of  your AfFeAionate  ward, 

"  Clara.  Sedley.** 

Sir  Paul,  ni  come  direftly — (Servant  exit.) — 
So — So— they  have  heard  of  her  fudden  acqui- 
lition  of  fortune— of  the  Q)pper  Mines  bcmg 
difcovcred  on  her  eftate,  and  now  like,  true  fava- 
ges,  they  mean  to  paw  the  property — but  I've 
a  hufband  for  her  in  my  eye.  She  has  formed 
an  afFedlion  for  this  liberal  fon  of  mine,  and  the 
dog  can  t  take  ber  for  a  man  in  woman's  clothes. 

>  Enter 
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Enter  Flush. 


Flujb,  You  knave  ! — if  I  catch  you-— how, 
has  he  left  the  tavern  ? — Ah,  Sir  Paul ! — pray, 
Sir^  have  you  feen  any  thing  of  my  fon  ? 

Sir  Paul.  I  know  nothing  of  your  fon,  fir. 

Flujb.  He  has  been  diftributing  my  property— - 
giving  away  my  money.  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  PauL  'Gad  I  My  fon  has  been  doing  me 
the  fa.me  favour. 

Flu/b.  Ay,  fir ;  but  my  fon  has  fwindled  me  out 
of  two  hundred  pounds. 

Sir  Paul.  That's  the  exaft  fum  my  fon  has 
fwindled  me  out  of — fo  let's  Ihake  hands  arid  cry 
for  joy ! 

Flujb.  Well,  well— I  can  afford  it— but.  Sir 
Paul,  there  is  only  one  way  he  can  make  mc 
Tetribution— you've  heard  of  our  ward's  copper 
mines,  and  though  you  have  only  known  mc  as 
a  private  gentleman,  and  I  you  as  joint  guar- 
dian—yet I  think  you  will  confent  to  her  mar- 
rying the  man  I  propofc. 

Sir  Paul.  And  pray,  who  may  the  gentleman 
be  ? — not  the  Honourable  Mr.  Savage,  I  hope, 
for  he  has  no  property  but  my  two  racers. 

FluJb.  No — no — my  fon — my  rogue  of  a 
fon  ! — will  you  agree  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Why  I  would  with  pleafure,  only— 

Flii/h.  What,  brother  guardian  ? 

Sir  PauL  I  mean  to  propofe  my  rogue.of  a  fon. 

FluJb.  Your  fon  ! — why  how  came  you  by  a 
fon  ? — but  to  the  point — my  boy  has  won  her 
heart.  Sir  Paul. 

Sir  Paul.  So  has  mine  too,  Mr.  Flulh. 

FluJb. 
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Flujb.  Yours  too !— 'Sdeath,  Sir  Paul— this 
racing  has  turned  your  brain. 

Sir  Paul.  Racing  ! — Fve  done  with  it,  fir— 
I  hate  it — Fm  above  the  turf  now. 

Flufb.  Above  the  turf! — I  wilh  you  were  under 
iti — do  you  pretend  fhe  loves  both  our  fonsi — 
two  men  at  the  fame  time,  fir  ? 

&r  Paul.  To  be  fure — Ihe's  not  the  firft  wo- 
man that  has  lov*d  twenty  at  the  fame  time, 
fir — but  as  fiie  can't  marry  without  ouf  joint 
confent,  and  is  now  in  great  diftrefs  at  Lady 
Sarah  Savage's  public  breakfaft,  let's  adjourn 
there  diredlly. 

Flujh.  With  all  riiy  heart — I  can  afford  it- 
Public  breakfaft ! — why  this  is  later  than  ufual— 
{Looking  at  bis  watch.) — Nine  o'clock  at  night! 

Sir  Paul.  Ah,  thefe  are  late  hours !  but  what 
need  we  care,  Mr.  Elulh  ? — we  that  have  health, 
youth,  fpirits— do  you  know  there  is  only  one 
houfe  in  England  that  afFedls  my  conftitution  ? 

FluJb.  And  what  houfe  is  that  ? 

Sir  Paul.  {JVbifpers  bim.)  I  never  was  there 
but  twice — the  firft  time  there  was  a  motion 
about  relieving  poor  infolvent  debtors,  and  the 
houfe  was  fo  empty  I  got  an  ague.  The  next 
time,  fomebody  mov'd  to  remove  the  hackney 
coaches  from  Bond-Street,  and  the  benches 
were  fo  cram'd  that  I  was  thrown  into  a  fever ! — 
So  hey  for  the  breakfaft.— —Youth's  the  fcafon 
made  for  joy ! 

FluJb.  Love  is  then  our  duty !  &c. 

{Exeunt  Jinging  together.) 

M  SCENE 
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SCENE  11. — A  garden  at  Mr.  Savage^ s  on  Lanf^ 
down  Hill — a  marquee  at  the  upper  wmg,  in 
which  isfeen  a  table  full  of  fruits^  wine,  meat, 
tea  urns,  coffee  potSj  &c.     A  diflant  view  of 
Bath — moon  rifing. — Longflourijb  of  clarinets. 

Enter  Lady  Sarah  Savage  and  a  Servant. 

Lady  Sarah.  Call  Mifs  Clara — {Servant  enters 
marquee.) — I  have  given  this  party  in  order  to 
fecure  this  young  creature  and  her  fortune^  for 
my  brutifh  brother  has  fo  leffen'd  our  gold, 
that  only  her  copper  can  fave  us  from  finking— 
if  her  guardians  refufe,  we  are  prepared  for 
bolder  fchemcs. 

Enter  Clara. 

Well :  my  dear  girl,  how  do  you  like  our  break- 
faft  ? — breakfaft  by  moonlight  ?  isn't  it  quite 
charming — fo  nouv^Ue  ? 

Clara.  Quite and  in  addition  to  tea  and 

coffee,  here  are  fowls,  fruit,  and  wine ;  fo  that 
you  may  breakfaft,  dine,  drink  tea,  and  fup  all 
in  the  fame  meal — nouvelle  ! — furely  nobody 
clfe  is  fo  lingular. 

Lady  Sarah.  I  don't  know — I  never  copy — the 
world's  fo  very  ignorant — ^that  only  adl  unlike 
other  people,and  you're  pretty  fure  of  being  right. 
But,  didn't  you  like  the  mulic — thefinging? — 

Clara.  No  ;  I  don't  much  like  thefe  fine 
fingers — it's  a  long  time  before  you  prevail  on 
them  to  fing,  and  then  when  they  once  begin — 
faith !  they  never  flop.  I  declare  I  only  faw 
one  perfon  I  liked  amongft  the  party. 

Ladj 
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Lady  Sarah.  And  who  was  that — the  dear 
Signer  ? 

Clara.  No— the  dear  creature,  my  guardian's 
fon. 

Lady  Sarah.  What !  that  monfter  ?  I  wonder 
who  invited  fuch  a  heterogeneous  animal,  and 
you  to  prefer  him— 

Clara.  Even  to  your  brother,  ma'am — I  know 
Mr.  Savage  defigns  me  his  hand ;  but,  if  my 
guardians  will  ^gree — and  why  they  leave  me 
in  this  fcene  of  danger  when  I  wrote  to  Sir 
Paul 

Lady  Sarah.  Here  they  are  both — I'll  go  call 
my  brother,  and  by  the  time  I  return,  I  hope 
I  (hall  call  you,  lifter — adieu ! — Gingham,  in* 
deed  I  \Exif. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Flush. 

I 

Flzi/b.  Here  fhe  is — here's  the  girl  to  anfwer 
for  hcrfelf — now  be  cool,  Sir  Paul — compofe 
yourfelf,  and  I'll  fairly  put  the  queftion  to  her. 
Clara,  havn't  you  fix'd  your  affections  ? 

Clara.  To  confefs  the  truth,  I  have,  fir. 

Flujb.  Very  well — foftly.  Sir  Paul !  and  now, 
what  is  the  gentleman's  name  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Ay,  what  is  his  name.  Clary  ? 

Clara.  Gingham,  fir. 

Flujh.  There  !  I  told  you  fo — it's  my  fon  ! 

Sir  Paul.  Why  there  !  I  told  you  fo — it's  my 
fon  ! 

FluJb.  Your  fon  ! — In  the  firft  place  I  don't 
believe  you  have  a  fon  ;  and  in  the  next,  doyott 
pretend  that  this  Gingham 

Sir  Paul.  Is  my  boy !  my  own  darling  child !— ' 
and  ril  prove  it. 

Ma  FluJb. 
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FhJb.WtW,  well,  if  this  is  the  cafe  Fll'  make 
you  a  fair  propolition,  let's  call  in  both  our  fons^ 
and  let  the  one  flie  prefers  be  her  hulband. 

Sir  Paul.  Agreed — and  FU  bet  you  a  hundred 
pounds  ihe  choofes  mine. 

Flujb.  Done — ^I'U  bet  you  a  hundred  flxe 
choofes  mine. 

Gingbam.  {within  the  marquee^  My  life !  my 
love  !  my  Clara  ! 

Fluflb.  Here  he  comes  !  (rubhing  his  hands.) 

Sir  Paul.  Here  he  comes !  {rubbing  his  hands.y 

Gingham,  {within  the  marqUte.)  I  cannot  live 
a  moment  from  thee — I—: — ^ 

Gingham  enters  from  ihe  Marquee ^  and,  feeing 
bis  two  fathers  together ^  paufes  andftarts. 

Flufb.  Now,  Clara — Silence,  Sir  Paul ! — don't 
you  choofe  him  ! — him  ! — for  your  hulband  i 

Clara.  I  do,  lir. 

Flufb.  Huzza !  I've  won  my  bet  ! 

Sir  Paul.  Here  is  a  father  don't  know  his  own 
child. 

Gingham.  {Coming  between  them.)  And  here's  a 
child  don't  know  his  own  father !  upon  my  foul, 

fentlemen,  I  cannot  tell  which  of  you  had  the 
onour  of  inventing  me ;  but  here  I  am,  and  if 
you  have  more  property  to  diftribute — ^if  either 
of  you  has  another  two  hundred-pounds,  I'll  dif- 
pole  of  it  fo  neatly,  that  tears  of  joy  Ihall  trickle 
down  your  cheeks ! 

Flufb.  {After  looking  fome^  time  at  Sir  Paul.) 
Sir  Paul ! 

Sir  Paul.  Mr.  Rufh — We  were  joint  guar- 
dians juft  now,  and — ^— 

Flt^.  And  now  we're  joint  fethcrs,  it  feems. 

•     Sir 
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Sir  Paul.  This  muft  be  the  tradcfman — a 
word  in  private  if  you  pleafe,  fir^  (Tbey  enter 
the  marquee.) 

G'm^bam.  Lay  your  heads  together  ;  fettle  it  as 
you  pleafe  ;  for  while  Clara  Imiles  on  me,  I 
care  not  whether  Tm  ion  to  a  haberdafher,  or 
heir  to  the  Grand  Turk. 

Clara.  I  hope  they  won't  quarrel — I  fear  Mr 
Flufh  will  infift 

Gingham.  He  infift  ! — blefs  you,  he'd  fell  me 
for  half  a  crown  !  ^ 

Re-enter  Flush  and  Sir  Paul, 

Sir  Paul.  He's  mine  !  he's  mine  !  the  father 
knows  his  own  child  at  laft — I  never  fufpeAed 
Flufh  was  clerk  to  a  Lottery  Office,  and  confc- 
quently  little  thought  he  was  the  tradefman  who 
married  my  Nelly — 'gad  !  I  always  took  him 
for*  a  gentleman. 

Gingham.  Did  you  ? — thatwas  very  good  natur'd 
of  you and  fo  you  give  me  up,  Mr.  Flufh  ? 

Flufi.  Yes,  I  can  afford  it. — The  Tunbridgc 
ftory  is  perfectly  explained,  and  I  have  done  with 
you,  you  rogue — ^Your  wife  father  here  has  pro» 
mis'd  to  reftore  my  papers,  fo  now  you  may  fpeak 
truth  till  you're  black  in  the  face. 

Gingham.  May  I  ? — then  I  won't ;  left  other 
faces  fliould  be  of  the  fame  complexion — but, 
gentlemen,  fince  you've  found  out  who  I  belong 
to,  will  you  inform  me  who  this  lady  is  to  be*» 
long  to  ? 

Clara.  Ay,  Mr.  Flufh— I'm  furc  I  Ihall  have 
your  confent — you  are  a  monied  man,  and  have 
lived  with  people  of  rank. 

Flu/b. 
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Flujh.  Your  pardon,  ma'am,  if  I  had  lived  with 
people  of  rank,  I  had  not  been  amoniedman — the 
fadl  is,  I  touch  cafli  wherever  I  can,  and  Sir 
Paul  has  brib'd  me  fo  handfomely,  that  I  have 
fold  my  confent — I  have  fold  my  ward  as  well 
as  my  fon,  and  for  this  plain  reafon — I  can 
afford  it. 

Sir  Paul.  Qary,  take  his  hand,  my  girl.  (Gw* 
iftg'  her  to  Gingham.)  The  dog  has  on  odd  way 
of  fpeaking  his  mind,  but  inftead  of  checking 
him,  encourage  him  ;  many  a  man  only  wants 
to  be  told  of  his  errors  to  correft  them,  and 
that  is  my  cafe 

Gingham.  Your  cafe.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Yes,  my  boy — ^fince  you  talked  of 
felf-gratification  bringing  tears  of  pleafure  into 
my  eyes,  I  refolv'd  to  try  the  experiment — I 
determin'd  to  retrench  my  expences,  to  fell  my 
hounds,  difpofe  of  my  ftud,  and  fee  if  I  could 
not  lay  out  my  money  on  rational  and  folid 
pleafures ;  in  beftowing  happinefs  on  two  as 
innocent  and  injur'd  creatures  as  ever  exifted  ! 

Enter  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Darn  let. 

Sir  Paul.  Niece,  your  hand — Darnley,  for- 
give what's  paft,  and  henceforth  if  I  don't  prove 
a  friend  to  you,  tell  that  fon  of  mine  to  fpeak 
his  mind  to  me — tell  him  to  take  another  two 
hundred  pounds  out  of  my  pocket.;  nay,  dif- 
perfe  my  whole  property — any  thing,  fo  you 
don't  drink  ^'  Confufion  to  a  ftingy  old  uncle!'* 

Mrs,  Darnley.  Sir,  we  owe  every  thing  to 
your  fon — he  has  been  our  pilot  through  jthc 
ftorms  of  fafhion,  and  if  he  now  fecures  to  us  in- 
dependence and  our  cottage 

Sir 
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Sir  Paul.  Independence  and  a  cottage  I  'SHfe ! 
you  Ihall  have  affluence,  and  a  farm  as  large  as 
Salifbury  Plain — FU  come  and  fee  you  every 
fummer !  ay,  for  fixty  years  to  come  ! — odsheart ! 
they  fay  I'm  like  an  old  Volcano,  burnt  out !  but 
it's  a  miftake — I'm  like  an  Egj'ptian  lamp  that 
flames  for  ever  ! — A'nt  I,  my  boy  ? 

Gingbatn'  Muft  I  fpeak  truth  father  ?— ^miim  ! 

Darnley.  {To  Sir  Paul.)  You  have  made  me 
the  happieft  of  men.  Sir  Paul ;  but  you  muft 
^xcufe  me  when  I  fay,  that  your  fon  has  the 
iirft  and  greateft  claim 

Gingham.  Nay,  coufin  ;  if  you  knew  mc  half 
as  well  as  I  know  myfelf,  you  would  find  I  have 
as  many  faults  as  any  of  you. — But  conre,,  let's 
adjourn  from  this  vulgar  fafhionable  fcene, 
and  while  they  drink  one  toaft,  we'll  give 
another — 

— May  manners  mafculine  no  jriore  deface 
The  charms  thatconftitute  each  female  grace. 
To  man  be  bold  and  daring  fchemes  confin'd. 
Woman  for  fofter  paflions  was  defign'd. 
And  by  meek  virtue — to  fubdue  mankind  ! 
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SPECULATION. 


ACT   I. 

SCENE, An  Apartment  in  'Project's  Country 

Houfe.     A  Door  in  Flat. 

Cecilia  difcovered  trying  to  unlock  the  Door. 

Cecilia* 

SO,  nobcdy  being  near.  Til  make  ufe  of  the  at- 
tendant's key,  and  for  the  fecond  time  converfc 
with  my  dear  Emmeline.  We  were  yefterday  in- 
terrupted by  Sir  Frederick,  and  I  had  only  time  to 
fay  a  few  words  to  my  old  friend  and  fchool-fellow, 
but  now — how !  Sir  Frederick  again ! 

Enter  Sir  Frederick  Faintly. 

CeciL  Sir,  I  beg  I  may  not  be  thus  conftantly 
difturb'd. 

Sir  Fred.  Difturb'd !  I  would  requeft  the  fame 
favour.  Mil's  Cecilia,  but  that  nothing  on  earth  ever 
difturbs  me-,  and  indeed  nothing  ever  pleafes 
me — I'm  in  a  pcrfeft  ft  ate  of  happy  noncbalana — ^I 
fancy  though  we're  both  on  the  same  errand — that, 
door,  hch  ? 

CeciL  I  told  you  yefterday,  fir,  I  know  nothing 
about  that  door. 

Sir  Fred.  Oh,  for  ftiame ! — what !  do  yon  pre-' 
tend  not  to  know  that  it  leads  to  that  part  of  the 

A  housa 
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houfe  where  Emmeline  is  lock'd  up  ?  come,  come,' 
Mifs — you  remember  I  caught  you  bribing  the  at- 
tendant to  lend  you  the  key — Cecilia  walks  about 
in  agiiation)  now  why  be  affronted  ?  nothing  ever 
affronts  me — no,  if  you  were  a  man, .  and  chofe  to 
fay  I  had  caufed  all  Emmeline's  fufferings — that  I 
had  behaved  like  a  rafcal  to  her— then  fend  me  a 
challenge — then  cane — then  kick  me — why,  I 
Ihouldn't  be  agronted — no,  IVc  too  much  good 
breeding  and  good  temper. 

•  Cecil  Very  likely,  llr ;  but  as  a  vifitOr  at  Mr. 
Projeft's  houfe  here  in  the  country,  I  pry  into  no 
family  fecrets — if  I  did,  I  believe  the  ftory  of  this 
young  lady 

Sir  Fred.  Ah,  poor  girl!  flie  and  all  her  large 
fortune  had  been  mine  if  fhe  hadn't — you  under- 
ftand — love  touched  her  brain, 

Cecil  How  do  you  mean,  fir  ? 

Sir  Fred.  Why,  that's  the  caufe  of  her  prefent 
confinement:  to  be  fure  Ihc  has  lately  recovered 
her  fenfes — indeed  is  quite  reftored  -,  but  her  guar- 
dian and  phyfician  think  her  entering  too  fuddenly 
on  the  wodd  again  might  occafion  a  relapfe — there- 
fore fhe  is  kept  quiet  and  clofc  in  that  part  of  the 
houfe— Would  you  believe  it,  ma'am,  fhe  preferr'd 
another  man  to  me  ? 

Cecil  Indeed !  and  who  could  be  fo  accomplifh*d 
as  to  out-rival  a  lover  like  fir  Frederick  ? 

Sir  Fred.  A  coufin  of  her's,  one  Captain  Arable, 
whofe  father,  being  averfe  to  the  match,  fent  him  to 
Gibraltar,  where  ever  fmce — 

Ettler  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Sir,  Lady  Projeft  defires  to  fee  you  imme- 
diately. 

Cecil  There  now — you  need  not  be  mortified-  - 

there'* 
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there's  your  equivalent:  I'm  fure  her  ladylhip  pre- 
fers  you  to  another  man,  even  to  her  hufband. 

&>  Fred.  She  does,  lb  Ihew  me  to  her.  Mifs,  if 
you  Ihould  get  a  peep  at  Emmeline,  tell  her  as  I'm 
always  in  love  in  the  country 

CiciL  In  the  country  !  Why  not  in  London  ? 

Sir  Fred,  Oh,  that  depends  on  the  part  of  the 
town  I'm  in — I  conftantly  adapt  myfelf,  and  in  every 
ftreet  Pm  a  different  man — for  inftance  now:  in 
the  Temple  I'm  a  lawyer-,  in  St.  James's-llreet  a 
lounger;  in  St.  George's  church  I'm  a  married 
man;  'in  Doftors'  Commons  a  bachelor;  Guildhall 
gives  me  an  appetite  :  the  Alley  makes  me  waddle  > 
in  the  Squares  I'm  not  ^orth  a  farthing;  and  in 
Lombard-ftreet  I've  as  many  plumbs  as  a  banker — 
So  tell  Emmeline  I  ftill  love  her  and  will  ftill  be  her 
hufband,  \F.xit. 

Cecil.  Now  then  for  my  charming  reclufe — 
{Opens  a  door  in  flat.)  Emmeline,  it  is  your  friend 
Cecilia!  \She  ledds  in  Kmmeline, 

Emme.  Oh,  forgive  me,  'tis  lb  long  fince  1  have 
feen  a  friend. 

Cecil.  Come,  as  we  were  interrupted  yefterday, 
pray  fit  down  and  proceed  with  your  (lory  :  ^thc 
little  I  have  heard  makes  me  anxious  to  liear  more— 
{They  fit) — now,  my  fwcret  friend,  proceed. 

Emme,  I   will  when  I  am   able — Firft  then,  did 

you  ever  hear  the  name  of  Edwaid  Aru ?  you 

fee  my  weaknefs;  I  have  not  power  to  proceed. 

Cecil.  Nay,  nay;  unbofom  your'  feelings:  pray 
go  on. 

Enimey  I  will,  I  will — the  name  ot  Edward  Arabic 
—it  is  enough  to  fay  we  lov'd  and  were  divided — 
My  father  chofe  Sir  Frederick  for  my  hufband, 
and  on  the  morn  of  our  intended  marriage,  they 
falfely  told  me  Edward  was  no  more.     What  was  to 

be 
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Tanjore,  and  give  him  this  letter — flop,  let  me  read 
itorxe  more. 

*'  Aly  dear  Coufin^ 

*'  My  hoiiTe  in  town  is  magnificently  fitted 
*'  up  to  receive  you-  -to  my  houl'e  in  the  country 
"  I  have  added  two  winj-s,  built  in  the  eaftern 
•*  ftyic  to  make  it  more  worthy  your  acceptance ; 
**  my  carriage,  horfes,  and  fervanrs  are  waiting 
*«  to  conduct  you  to  i.ond'.n^  and  I  have  got  a 
**  bride  ibr  you,  young,  beautiful,  and  rich." 

There,  that  will  pleafe  the  young  Nabob ;  to  be  fure 
it  was  unlucky  my  (hutting  my  dooi's  againft  him 
before  he  went  to  India,  but  thefe  atten-tions,  and 
bringing  his  filler  Cecilia  to  my  houfe,  will  remove 
former  i  rejudices,  and  make  it  a  moft  fuccefsfui 
fpeculation— there,  difpatth. 

\Gtving  Utter  to  the  Servant. 

Serv.  I  will,  fir.  ,  \Exit. 

ProjeSi.  Then  by  marrying  him  to  tny  ward  Etn- 
jneline,  I  fhall  prevent  any  overhawling  of  accounts, 

and  if  I  keep  her  clofe  till  he  arrives here  comes 

my  wife  in  a  rage  at  my  refufing  her  money  this 
morning — the  miferly  fpendthrift !  to  be  laving 
farthings  in  the  comforts  and  neceflaries  of  life,  and 
wafting  hundreds  in  luxuries  and  fuperfluities. 

Enter  Lady  Katharine  Project. 

Lady  Pro.  So,  Mr  Projeft,  how  dare  you  refufc 
me  mo!iey  v  hen  I  condcfcend  to  fend  for  it  ? 

Project.  Bjcaufe  'tis  time  to  grow  prudent, 
madam.  Wait  the  event  of  my  fpeculations  before 
you  let  folly  and  extravagance  again  undo  us. 

l,ady  Pr^, 
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Lady  Pro*  Extravagance  ! — Sir,  'tis  yourspecula- 
tions  that  have  undone  us — haven't  they  all  fail'd? — 
did'nt  the  first  wise  bubble  burst  into  air  ? 

Project.  The  first,  madam  ! 

Lac/j/  Pro.  Yes :  didn't  you  give  two  thousand 
pounds  for  a  pifture  gallery  ?  think  the  pictures  all 
originals  ?  call  it  the  Asiatic  Asipluisicon,  and  say  you 
should  make  afortune  by  its  exhibition  ? — very  well, 
sir,  and  didn't  the  famous  pidlure  that  you  advcrtis'd, 
as  the  *'  celebrated  champion  of  England,  by 
Rembrant,"  turn  out  to  be  nothing  more  than  an 
old  sign  of  St*  George  and  the  Dragon,  blown  dowa 
from  an  alehouse  in  Leadcnhall  Market  ?  was'nt 
the  boasted  beech  tree,  by  Claude  Lorraine,  daub*d 
out  a  week  before  by  a  glasier's  boy,  in  Cheap- 
side  ? 

Project.  No,  no,  Madam.  Besides  if  it  was,- 
didn't  the  speculation  on  bark  make  me  ample 
amends  ? — did'nt  I,  by  the  monopoly  of  that  mcdi* 
cine,  dispose  of  it  at  my  own  price  ? 

Ladj/  Pro.  No :  for  the  doctors  and  apothecaries, 
finding  they  could  get  no  profit  by  it,  swore'  bark 
was  unwholesome  physic,  and  nobody  took  it.— 
Then  did't  you  run  up  so  many  new  houses  at 
Paddington  that  many  of  them  were  built  without 
stair-cases  i  and  by  the  time  one  part  was  finished, 
didn't  another  fall  all  to  pieces?-— wasn't 

Project.  Zounds  !  have  you  done,  ma'am  ?— -Isay 
it  is  your  false  oeconomy  that  has  hurt  my  fortune : 
saving  trifles  and  squandering  thousands. 

Lady  Pro.  Squandering! — What,  sir,  do  you 
pretend  I  don't  consult  cheapness  ? 

Project.  Yes ;  but  how,  madam  ?  you  will  lame 
my  best  horses  by  sending  them  to  a  cheap  black- 
smith, and  then  give  a  hundred  pounds  for  a  ham- 
mercloth— you  will  quarrel  with  your  maid  for 

R  burning 
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burning  two  candles  instead  of  one ;  and  the  same 
night  lose  a  thousand  pounds  at  fkro~and,  answer 
me  fairly,  that  you  might  use  otto  of  roses  instead 
of  lavender,  haven't  you  sent  me  to  bed  supperlesi 
for  a  whole  month  ? 
Lady  Pro.  Well :  and  what  then,  sir  ? 

Project.  Then  you  stint  the  servants  in  meat  and. 
drink,  only  to  dress  them  with  bags  and  nosegays — 
and  once  when  you  gave  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  for  a  curricle,  didn't  you  want  me  to  drive 
two  miles  over  impassable  roads,  only  to  avoid  paying 
a  turnpike?— another  time  when  yoti  and  your 
favourite  Sir  Frederick 

Lad7;  Pi^o.  There  he  always  strikes  me  dumbr— 
Oh  !  if  I  could  recriminate !  [aside)V/t\\  sir :  what  of 
Sir  Frederick  ?  I'm  sure,  there's  no  impropriety  jn 
our  intimacy  :  we  are  never  tcte  a  tete — At  the  . 
theatre,  the  opera,  all  public  places,  my  grand- 
mother is  always  present  j  and  if  ever  Sir  Frede- 
rick kist  the  tip  of  my  linger,  the  old  lady  saw  it — 

Project.  That's  impossible :  for  the  old  lady's  as 
bUndas  Cupid..— However,  it  isn't  our  interest  to 
quarrel  -,  and  if  my  schemes  on  the  Alderman  and 
the  Nabob  turn  out  as  I  cxpeft,  you  shall  have  what 
money  you  desire— come,  shake  hands,— and  now 
walk  with  me  towards  Aldgate  farm,  and  I'll  explain 
to  you  all  my  plans. 

Lady  Pro.  Aldgate  farm !  there  again !  pray,  sir; 
to  whom  do  you  owe  the  power  you  have  over  the 
Alderman  ?  By  whose  means  is  that  lump  of  agri- 
culture become  an  annuity  to  you  .^— have  not  my 
charms  lur'd  him  ? 

Project.  To  be  sure  :  he  too  has  a  blindness;  and 
by  his  own  afFeftations  of  intrigue,  and  your  flatter- 
ing his  vanity 

Lady  Pro.  He  is  become  so  attach*d  to  the  wife, 

that 
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that  the  husband  may  speculate  him  out  of  all  his 
property.  Well,  sir,  since  you  confess  the  obligation, 
rU  walic  with  you,  and  sec  how  this  curious  gentle-, 
man  farmer  goes  on.     Saturday  is  the  day,  I  think, 
the  rustick  comes  from  London. 

Project,  It  is :  and  as  usual  he  only  comes  to  paint 
his  outhouses  and  neglect  his  land.— The  farm  is 
mine,  and  he  thinks  1  shall  give  him  a  long  lease  ; 
but  when  I  find  he  has  finish'd  his  improvements,  Pll 

let  it  over  his  head. Oh,  Eliza  !   this  is  the  age 

for  speculation— People  love  delusion— -:iy,  so  much 
that  the  more  you  dupe  them,  the  better  they  like 
you,  and  while  a  rich  citizen  shall  propose  a  fair 
scheme  which  nobody  adopts,  a  dashing  west-end  of 
the  town  gentlemen  shall  start  a  visionary  one,  and, 
hey  I  presto  !— -every  body  meets  him  in  full  cry-— 
This  is  my  plan,  and  so  the  Nabob  and  the  gentle- 
man farmer  shall  find  it.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE— ^4  viezo  of  the  Alderman's  Farm — Barn 
with  painted  doors — Carts,  zcaggons^  &V.  of  differ 
rent  colours — Hay-stack  covered  with  an  elegant 
axvning — White  rails,  8s  c. 

ViCKERY  discovered  with  a  basket  in  his  hand. 

Vickery.  Here  are  alterations  ! — The  vulgar  clod 
who  kept  this  farm  before  my  master,  said  he  built 
every  thing  for  use ;  he  minded  the  value  not  the 
look  of  a  thing : — now  I  think  the  Alderman  has 
shewn  him  the  difFereace.— -Here  he  comes,  and  I 
must  be  off  to  his  dear  Lady  Project  with  this 
basket  full  of  choice  garden-stuff,  and  haunches  of 
Nova  Scotia  mutton.  I  wish  the  Alderman  may 
succeed  better  as  a  lover  than  as  a  farmer ;  though 

B  2  between 
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between  you  and  I,  master  Vickery,  I  believe  he 
knows  as  much  of  the  one  as  of  the  other.     [Exit, 

Enter  Project  and  Alderman  Arable. 

Aid.  Ar.  There,  there   are   improvements  ! • 

Welcome  to  Aldgatc  farm,  my  friend. 

Project.  Thank'yc,  Alderman,  thank'ye. — Any 
news  in  London  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  That  for  London,-— that  for  trade  ! 
(snaj>pivz  his  Jingers.)  here's  the  spot  to  make  a 
fortune  in.  Look,  my  dear  friend  :  is'nt  every  thing 
so  tasty  ?  so  neat  ?  so  clean  ?  you  see  at  once  this 
is  none  of  your  rough  dirty  farms :  it  belongs  to  a 
gentleman  ;  not  to  a  farmer. 

Project.  True  :  all  the  outhouses  so  new,  so  neat! 
ay,  common  farmers  never  think  of  these  things. 

Aid.  Ar.  No  :  plodding  blockheads  !  they  think 
of  nothing  but  ploughing,  sowing,  and  reaping  : 
they  look  to  the  inside  of  their  barns ;  I  to  the  out ! 
that  pretty  team  now;  (pointing  to  one.)  it  carries  all 
the  ashes  and  other  manure  to  a  neighbouring  far- 
mer's, for  you  must  know  I'm  toocleanly  to  have  any 
dust  or  dirt  thrown  on  my  land  :  a  little  chalk  makes 
it  look  light  and  pretty. — Then  the  piggery  !  what 
do  you  think  of  the  piggery  ?  there  !  why  there  it  is. 

Project.  Mercy  on  me  !  in  high  varnish  !  Why, 
its  very  elegant.  But  pray.  Alderman,  haven't  you 
found  that  the  pigs  spoil  the  paint  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  Yes,  and  that  the  paint  spoils  the  pigs; 
so  I've  got  an  excellent  remedy — I  keep  none. 

Project.  That's  one  way  to  be  sure.— -But  with 
regard  to  the  more  essential  parts  of  forming, — 
how  goes  on  your  cabbage  plantation  ?  your  specu- 
lation on  butter  ?  what  iiave  been  your  profits  } 

Aid.  Ar.  Profit  !  ask  my  bailiff  about  that.     The 

"  *  facl 
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faft  is,  Projeft,  I  have  had  a  curst  unlucky  year: 
the  seasons  have  been  against  me:  a  hot  winter-— a 
frosty  summer— -flics,  bliglits,  and  grubs,  in  all  the 
corn— sheep,  calves,  and  horses,  all  with  the  staggers 
— foxes  eating  up  my  chickens — cocknies  shooting 
my  geese — and  as  for  the  speculation  you  mention, 
why,  the  cows  eat  me  forty  load  of  hay,  and  I  only 
made  thirty  pounds  of  butter; — "  Debtor  for  hay 
one  hundred  forty  five  pounds,  twelve  shillings  and 
eight  pence.  Per  contra,  creditor  for  butter,  one 
pound,  seventeen  shillings,  and  ten  pence  halfpenny 
farthing  !'• 
Project.  Ah !  I  see  it  don't  answer  so  well  as  I 
cxpefted;  but  about  the  plantation  ? 

Aid  Ar.  Oh !  the  cabbages. — Ay :  there  Iv*e 
been  fortunate.— -I  tell  you  what — that  plantation 
and  my  Nova  Scotia  sheep  will  make  up  for  all  my 
losses. 

Jack  Arable,  {without.) 

Father— Where  are  you  father:? 

Project.  Here's  your  son.  Pm  told  since  he  left 
Oxford  and  went  to  study  under  a  special  pleader, 
that  he's  much  improved.— -Why  his  education  must 
have  cost  you  a  great  sum  of  money.  Alderman  ? 

Aid  Ar.  Thousands,  thousands  !  But  he'll  repay 
nie. — Hark'ye  ;  he  is  now  a  Batchelor  of  Arts — by 
and  by  King's  Counsel — hereafter  member  for  the 
county— then  greatOrator— the  Seals — the  Cabinet! 
Oh  !  there's  no  doubt  but  Jack  will  make  his  own 
fortune  and  mine  too. 

Project.  How  do  you  mean?- -why  don't  you 
allow  him  an  income  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  Not  a  shilling. — I  have  given  him  a  most 
glorious  education  and  that's  fortune  enough  now- 
H-days.—Now  he  starts  fair,  and  he's  like  my  field  of 

cabbagesi^ 


U  SPECULATION. 

cabbages  ;  so  well  cultivated  that  there's  no  doubt  of 
a  fine  crop. 

Eufer  Jack  Arable. 

Jack  Ar.  O  father,  I've  been  hunting  for  you 

every  where.   The  Novia  Scotia  Sheep, pheugh. 

puffing  himself. 

Aid.  Ar,  Well,  what  of  the  dear  animals  ? 

Jack.  Why,  they  have  broken  into  the  planta- 
tion and  are  eating  up  the  cabbages  as  fast  as  they 
can — 1  dare  say  1  saw  them  devour  one  third  before 
I  came  away. 

Aid.  Ar.  You  did  !  did  you  ? — w  here's  the  bailiff? 
— oh  !  this  is  an  old  manoeuvre — the  farmers  are  in 
a  combination  against  me,  and  whenever  their  cattle 
xvant  food,  they  send  them  to  breakfast,  dine,  and 
sup  on  my  crops — they're  not  my  sheep,  so  I'll  go 
and  pound  them — in  the  mean  time,  Jack,  do  you 
give  my  friend,  Mr.  Projeft,  a  specimen  of  your 
talents.  [Exit. 

Jack  Ar.  My  talents  ! — Lord  !  they  speak  for 
themselves  I'm  sure — don't  they  Mr. 

Project.  How  long  is  it  since  you  left  college,  sir? 
-  -and  pray  what  w^as  your  chief  study  there  ? 

JackAr.  Siudy,heh } — come — that'sfair,  very  fair. 
Why,  mv  study  w^as  to  shoot  without  missing:  leap 
iivc  barred  gates  full  speed — get  drunk — make  love 
to  my  laiujdrcss — break  lamps  with  my  mathemati- 
cal instruments,  and  knock  down  the  proctors  with 
the  classics — famous,  heh  ? — oh !  I  finished  my  edu- 
cation in  a  most  capital  style. 

Project.  So  I  perceive,  sir — but  how  do  you  like 
theTc.nplc,  sir  ? — how  docs  Special  Pleading  agree 
with  you  ? 

Jnck  Ar.  Special  Pleading  !— I'm  above  that-p- 
mum  :"--don't  tell  father,  and  I'll  let  you  into  a 

secret— 


SPECULATION.  f  5 

fecret — I've  been  two  years  with  a  Special  Pleader 
and  never  faw  his  fat  face  in  all  my  life— fair,  heh! 
—very  fair ! — no,  no: — I  know— 

ProjeSf.  What  do  you  know,  fir  ? 

Jack  Ar.  That  Weftminfter  Hall  won't  do  for  Jack 
Arable — the  market's  ovcr-ftocked — there's  fuch  a 
croud  of  black  cattle,  and  fo  few  buyers,  that  one 
half  muft  be  returned  on  the  owner's  hand,  at  prime 
coft, — O! — befides,  if  one  did  get  a  brief,  the 
King's  Bench  is  like  other  courts,  fo  crouded,  tliat 
there's  no  getting  a  place  in  it — and  there's  the  cafe — 
I  mufl:  come  back  to  father— and  what  then  ? — he 
won't  give  me  the  Spanifli. 

Projell.  The   Spanifh  ! — now  what  the  devil's  . 
that  ? 

Jack  Ar.  Why,  ready  money,  not  credit  or  paper. 
When  I  aflc  him  for  a  few  guineas  be  reminds  mc 
of  my  education— refers  me  to  Weftminfter  Hall — 
lays  I  ftiall  be  call'd  next  term  and  make  thoufands. 
Thoufands  !  plague  on't  ! — after  being  three  years 
a  Barrifter,  attending  the  courts,  and  going  the  cir- 
cuits ;  I  dare  fay,  I  flian't  fetch  the  price  of  my 
gown  and  wig! — fo  you  fee,  Mr.  Projcft,  here  am 
I  with  a  finiiii'd  education  in  the  high  road  to  a 
jail. 

ProjeSl.  No,  no- -your  marriage  with  Cecilia 
will  prevent  that.  • 

Jack  Ar.  Ay,  I  ftiall  be  glad  to  have  her. 

Projelf.  What !  you  love  her,  do  you  ? 

Jack  Ar.  No,  but  1  love  her  fortune,  and  if  I 
could  marry  l.er  to-morrow,  I'd  touch  the  Spanift], 
and  be  off*  to  I  ondon  directly— to  Epfom  Races — 
the  grand  Cricket  Match— zounds ! — in  making 
me  a  Special  Pleader,  they'd  fpoil  one  of  the  moft 
daftiing  dogs  in  Europe. 

Re-entfT 
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Re-enter  Alderman  Arable. 

Aid.  Ar.  Pve  fecur*d  the  gormandizers,  and  there's 
an  end  of  that  bufinefs.  Well,  my  friend,  how  have 
you  found  him  ? — ilh't  his  head  like  my  land  ? 

Projell.  Exaftly — fo  barren  that  no  cultivation 
can  improve  it — (a/ide.)  but  fince  you  agree  to  the 
match  with  Cecilia,  the  fooner  he  pays  his  addrcffcs 
the  better.  What  fay  you  ?  will  you  go  and  have 
the  firft  interview  now  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  With  all  my  heart ;  her  brother  is  a 

Nabob,  fo  let*s  go  direftly 

Jack.  Ar.  Stop,  flop — when  we  get  to  Mr.  Pro- 
jeft's  houfe,  you  muft  both  of  you  grant  me  a 
favour,  you  muft  let  me  fee  my  brother  Edward's 
friend. 

ProjeSi.  Who  is  that,  fir  ? 

Jack.  Ar.  Why,  the  lady  that's  locked  up — my 
coufin  Emmeline— nay,  don't  be  angry  ;  I  only 
want  her  to  pay  me  twenty  pounds  fhe  owes  me. 

Aid.  Ar.  My  niece  Emmeline  owe  you  twenty 
pounds ! — how  do  you  make  out  that  ? 

Jack  Ar  ril  tell  you  :  two  years  ago  I  afk'd  her 
to  lend  me  fifty  pounds,  flie  had  only  thirty  in  her 
pocket,  which  flie  generouQy  gave  me— now  you 
know  fhe  owes  me  the  odd  tv/cnty— fair,  very  fair, 
isn't  it  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  Nonfenfe ! — fhe  is  under  the  care  of 
my  beft  friend  here,  who  don't  chufe  fhe  fhould  be 
difturb'd  in  her  feclufion  :  he  docs  every  thing  that 
is  right  with  regard  to  that  unhappy  girl. 

Projc£l.  I  thank  you  for  your  approbation — but 
come ;  let's  to  Cecilia. 

Aid.  Ar^  Ay,  come  by  boy,  odfhearti  flrike 
her  with  your  talents  at  once,  and  if  fhe  afks  about 
a  marriage  fettlemcnt,  put  your  hand  to  your  head ; 

hit 
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hit  It  hard  ;  it  won't  hurt  it.  Jack — fay,  *'  here  it 
is,"  here's  the  place,  like  the  Alderman's  granary— 
fofuU 

Jack  Ar.  Full,  father  ! 

Aid.  Ar.  Faith  !  I  forgot — it's  empty.  How- 
ever, don't  defpair,  for  three  fuch  lads  as  we  are  will 
make  a  match^  or  be  a  match  for  any  woman  in  the 
world !  \B^tunU 
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ACT  II. 


SCENE.— yfo  Apartment  in  Mr.  Projeft's  Houfe. 

Enter  Project,  and  Cecilia. 

Cecilia.  I  tell  you,  it's  all  fettled — I've  feen  young 
Arable :  he  propos'd  marriage,  and  I  gave  him  as 
warm  a  recejDtion  as  you  could  wilh.  But,  Lady 
Katharine  Projeft,  fir ;  flic  tires  me  with  her  infinua- 
tions — flic  fays,  I  come  here  to  feduce  her  hufband's 
afFeftions,  when  you  know,  Mr.  Projeft,  he's  the  laft 
man  on  the  earth  I  fliould  fix  on  for  a  gallaot. 

ProjeSf.  Mr.  Projeft's  very  much  oblig'd  to  you : 
but  the  truth  is  this,  Cecilia — flie  knows  I  fee  her 
partiality  for  fir  Frederick  :  this  makes  her  all  obc. 
dience — but  if  flie  could  once  recriminate;  only 
prove  I  have  my  gallantries  (and  I  have  had  them 
beyond  a  doubt)  why  then  fnap  goes  the  rod  I  hold 
over  her,  and  all  the  money  I  fpent  in  patching  up 
her  reputatiorj 

Cecilia.  Money,  in  patching  up  reputation  !— 
how  do  you  mean,  coz  ? 

Prcje^.  Moan  !  that  when  certain  people  lofe 
their  charad:er,  they  fpend  half  their  fortune  in  at- 
tempting to  retrieve  it — keep  open  houfe,  give 
public  entertainments — fuppcrs,  balls,  concerts, 
galas — then  every  body  comes  ;  for  if  Belzebub 
himfelf  gave  a  dinner,  there  are  people  who  would 
go  to  it ! — every  body  comes,  I  fay — eat,  drink, 
dance,  and  retire ;  and  while  the  hoft  and  hollefs 
fancy  they  arc  founding  their  praifes,  egad  !  they're 
only  cutting  up  their  reputation,  and  laughing  at 
them  more  and  more  for  their  folly. 
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Cecilia.  Arc  they  ?  then  I  wifli  lady  Projeft 
'would  recriminate,  for  Tm  very  fond  of  balls,  con^ 
certs,  and  galas;  iand  if  youVe  expos'd  you  muft 
give  them  to  patch  up  your  own  reputation,  you  know 
— fo  adieu  !— -oh,  I  forgot,  though — lend  me  thg 
key  of  the  Pagoda,  will  you  ? 

Proje£l.  The  Pagoda ! 

Cecilia.  Ay,  there's'  an  eclipfe  to  night,  and  it 
will  be  a  charming  place  to  fee  it  from — come  give 
it  me — foolilh  man  ! — I  dare  fay,  now,  you're  think- 
ing this  may  lead  to  fomc  plot  about  Emmeline ; 
but  you  forget  there  arc  other  doors  and  other 
keys,  Mr.  Cerberus,  and  as  Fvc  given  the  Bride- 
groom fuch  a  warm  reception— 

ProjeSt.  Well — ^your  kindnefs  to  young  Arable 
deferves  a  reward,  and  as  I've  no  reafon  to  fuppofe 
you  mean  to  make  a  bad  ufe  of  the  key,  take  it— — 
heh  !— here's  the  gentleman  himfclf !  and  I  declare 
looking  as  melancholy  as  if  the  honey  moon  was 
over — nay — don't  leave  us. 

Cecilia.  If  I  don'f,  I  (hall  be  too  late  for  the 
ecliple — fo  good  evening — fpoufe  will  defcribe  our 
interview  to  you — he'll  tell  you  what  pretty  things 
I  faid  of  him  and  his  father :  upon  my  word  they're 
a  charming  pair,  and  though  a  namefake  of  mine 
had  long  fincc  won  my  afFcdtions  -,  yet,  when  I  faw 
young  Arable — Oh  !  who  can  refift  a  man  of  his 
education.  [Exit. 

Enter  Ja(  k  Arable. 

ProjeB.  Joy  !  I  give  you  joy,  fir, — flie  .has  con- 
fented  ! — you'll  be  brother-in-law  to  a  Nabob,  and 
I,  bringing  about  the  match,  fhall  touch  a  thoufand 
pounds  from  the  Alderman.  Come,  fit  down,  my 
boy,  and  tell  me  all  about  it — [thy  Jit.) — who  had 
the  firft  word  ?  you  or  Cecilia  ? 

C  2  Jack  Ar, 
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Jack  dr.  I  bad  the  firft  :  (he  the  laft. 

ProjeSl.  Ah  !  th?it's  one  of  the  fex*s  privileges ; 
but  how  did  fhe  conclude  ?  with  reconimending 
you  to  go  to  a  parfpn,  and  finiih  the  marriage  ? 

Jack  Jr.  No :  (he  concluded  with  recommending 
me  to  go  to  fchool  again  and  finifti  my  educa- 
tion ! — Mr.  Projeft,  you'll  hardly  believe  it,  but 
jhe  caird  me  Matter  Jacky  :  laughed  at  my  learn- 
ing.; ridicuPd  my  manners  ;  and  when  I  reminded 
her  that  I  had  been  made  a  fcholar,  and  a  gentle- 
jnan,  Ihe  faid  I  might  as  well  fay  one  of  my  father's 
cows  had  been  made  to  tranflate  Greek,  or  dance  the 
minuet  de  la  Cour. 

PrQJe£t.  Why  this  is  a  warn\  reception  indeed  ! 
well :    what  was  your  anfwer  ? 

Jack  Ar.  Says  I,  ma'am  ! — ma'am !  Pm  a  Ba- 
chelor of  Arts,  and  a  Student  at  Daw  ;  I  can  folvc 
a  Problem,  draw  a  Demurrer,  and  read  a  luatin 
Ovid. 

ProjeSi.  A  Latin  Ovid  ! — what  not  a  tranflation  ? 

Jack  Ar.  No:  a  real  Latin  Ovid,  fays  I, 
ma'am.  |  that  was  .fair,  was'nt  it  ?  had  her  there- 
famous,  heh  ?  . 

Pi'cjeci.  Was  ever  time  and  money  fo  wafted  on 
g  blockhead's  education  ?  [afide) — you  Ihuuld  have 
told  her  you  were  fliortly  to  be  call'd  to  the  b;ir  ; 
that  you  were  now  at  a  Special  Pleader's  :  if  I  mif- 
take  nor,  fiie  is  a  great  admirer  of  the  profeflion. . 

Jack  Ar.  i-'o,  no  :  file's  not  fo  bad  as  that  cither; 
for  when  by  way  of  a  joke,  I  faid  tiiat  Weftminfter 
Hall  vvould  be  a  knowing  pla#e  to  give  a  malque- 
rade  in — "  a  mafqucrade !"  fays  fhc-^"  there's 
one  there  every  day  m  Term  time  ! — famous,  heh  > 
had  me  there  :  but  there's  father  juft  awoke  from 
his  after  dinner  nap— ^'j^ad  !  he  fhali  h:ive  his 
ihare— — r 

Enter 
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Enter  Aldz^lm AS  Arable. 

Jack  Jr.  Father,  Tm  come  from  my  intended 
%ife :  fhc  fpeaks  fo  highly  of  you. 

Aid.  Ar.  Does  fbe  ?    th;:t  makes  out  my  dream  ( 
then  :  I  dreamt  (he  gave  you  her  hand,  becaufe  (he 
faid  your  father  underftood  farming  better  than  any 
man  in  England.     Oh  !  the  dear  creature  !-—  how 
was  it  ? 

Jack  Ar.  She  faid,  that  while  you  were  planting 
ihnibbcries,  building  outhoufes,  and  painting  the 
pig.ftye,  your  ba^iliff  was  cheating  you  of  the  fmall 
crops  your  negledlcd  fields  produced ;  that  in  a 
month  you  wojjld  fpend  more  money  in  fattening  a 
fingle  wether,  than  would  fupply  the  Court  of 
Aldermen  with  turtle  and  venifon  for  a  year  ;  that 
your  garden  is  as  expenfive  as  your  farm,  for  that 
every  Monday  morning,  when  your  coach  is  cramM 
with  haijjpers  of  garden  fluff,  there  isn't  a  turnip 
top  within  them  but  cofts  more  than  all  the  pine  ap- 
ples in  Covent  Garden  market — that  was  fair, 
wasn't  it  ? — very  fair. 

Aid.  Ar.  ril  hear  no  more—it's  a  libel,  and  if  fhc 

wasn't  a  fifler  to  a  Nabob: a  wether  coll  me  more 

than  veoifon  ^  and  turnip  tops  more  than  pine  ap-: 
pies !   ril  be  revenged. 

Jack  Ar.  So  will  I-  -but  hovr  father? 

Aid.  Ar.  How  !  by  making  licr  your  wife,  whe- 
ther fhc  will  or  no — Fm  determined  to  have  a  jx)w'r 
over  her-,  and  Mr.  Project  I  will  give  you  nil  iny 
props  in  and  out  of  the  ground— dl  my  live  and 
dead  (lock— ay,  an  additional  thoufand  pounds  only 
to  make  me  father  to  this  Jezabel,  and  then — leave 
pne  to  manage  her  education. 

ProjiS.  If  fhe  won't  confcnt.  Alderman,  what 
pan  I  do  ? 

Jack  Ar. 
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Jack  Ar.  What!  a  college  for  that;  wc  claffics 
know  a  trick  or  two,  and  give  me  an  opportunity, 
and  five  to  four  but  I  make  her  Mrs.  Jack  Arable 
before  to-morrow  m;;rning.  Zounds !  Pli  carry  her 
off,  then  touch  the  Sp:ini(h,  and  away  to  Epfom  and 
cricket — {afide) — come,  what  fay  you  to  the  two 
thoufand  pounds. 

Prcjii^.  That  iL*s  a  nice  Speculation,  and  as  there 
can  be  no  harm  in  getting  a  girl  a  good  hufband, 
I  will  give  you  an  opportunity  :  hark  ye,  fhe  is, 
rzow  in  my  garden,  in  the  pagoda ;  come  with  me, 

directly  and ^but  hold,  hold,  where  will  you 

carry  her  to  ?   ' 

Jcick  Ar.  To  Aldgate  fai-m  to  be  fure,  where 
we've  a  parfon  waiting,  and  where  we'll  convince 
her,  that  we  can  make  a  match,  or  be  a  match  for 
any  woman  in  the  world  :  come — 

Aid.  Ar.  Ay,  away  with  you  ;  and  when  flie*s 
my  daughter,  inftead  of  being  fafhiowable  and  im- 
pertinent, flie  fliaJl  be  humble  and  induftrious :  (he 
fhall  give  up  the  harpficord  for  the  fpin;.:ng  wlud  ; 
faro  aijd  archery  for  the  hen-houle  and  the  daity; 
and,  inftead  of  parading/? /^  miliio.  -re'.j\\j.\{vr\i  bred 
hunter,  llie  fliall  carry  eggs  tu  ^i^ik-r  jn  b.oken- 
knee'd  Dobbin,  and  be  a  ptii::^;:-.  for ;.::  riie  farmer's 
wives  and  daughters  in  the  land  ■  away  my  boys  ! 

Exeunt. 

5CENE  II. Another    Apartment    in    Projc6l*s 

CciuUry  Hoiife — A  Boor  in  Flat. 

Enter  Cecilia. 

Cccih  So,  I've,  tric'd  him  out  of  the  key,  and 
now  for  my  dear  Emmeline  (Opens  the  door  in  fiat 

Enter 
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Enter  Emmeline. 

Emme.  Oh  my  friend ! '  you  come  moft  oppor- 
tunely-—at  the  very  moment  when  moft  I  needed 
coniblation  and  fupport.  Look  there  {givijig  a  let^ 
ter)  'ris  my  guardian's  anfwer  to  the  letter  wc  flan'd 
together.  . 

Cecilia  reads  : 

**  You  are  kept  here  to  recruit  your  health — 
"  your  fortune  (hall  be  p.iid  you  on  the  day  of 
"  your  marriage — in  the  mean  time  don't  trouble 
*'  me  any  more  with  unreafonable  rcquefts,  left 
**  I  fhould  imagine  you  ba/e  relaps'd--you  un- 
"derftand '• 

This  is  beyond  all  bearing-— I  cannot  endure  fuch-- 
Emme.  How  then  can  1  ?  Oh,  Cecilia !  when 
diffipation  and  ruin  deprives  the  thoughtlefs  profli- 
gate of  his  fcnfcs,  there  is  little  caule  for  lamenting 
a  difprder  that  bereaves  him  of  all  memory  of  his 
vices  •,  but  when  a  poor  fuft'eri^r  like  myfcif,  v/holc 
only  error  has  been  virtuous  love,  who  has  done  no 
wrong  but  that  of  cherifhing  an  honed  paflion,  and 
that  pallion  for  a  time  deprived  her  of  her  rcafwn, 
what  is  to  be  her  fate  ?  is  Ihe  to  be  pitied,  or  thus 
for  ever  punifhed  ? 

Cecil.  Don't  be  unhappy,  Emmeline  •,  I  feel  for 
you — pity  you  fincerely. 

Emme.  I  need  it,  for  if  I  v/ere,  as  they  infinuate, 
I  (hogld  not  have  the  fenfe  to  feel  my  Ibrrows  lo 
acutely.  My  heart  has  long  been  breaking,  and 
but  for  your  humanity,  the  ftruggle  had  been  pall- 
would  it  were !  and  yet  Cecilia- 
Cm/.  What,  my  friend  ? 

Ewme. 
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Emme.  If  I  could  fee  and  blefs  the  lovely  caufc 
of  all 

Cecil.  Be  comforted,  you  Ihall  fee  him;  come, 
cheer  up,  for  funftiine  breaks  in  upon  you,  Emmc- 
line ;  look,  this  key  will  fecure  your  efcape — ay, 
^tis  the  pagoda  key,  your  guardian  gave  it  me,  and 
in  my  lodgings  in  London,  you  may  be  kfely  con- 
cealed,  till  Edward  comes  to  punifh  him  and  to  re- 
ward your  fufFcrings. 

Emme.  Is  there  a  hope  then  for  our  meeting  ?  Oh ! 
joy  will  now  diftraft  me,  JDut  think  what  difficul- 
ties— 

Cecil  None  but  what  we  can  furmount :  the  fer- 
vant  who  brings  a  chaife  near  the  garden,  will  unlock 
the  gate  outfidc ;  Y\\  go  give  him  orders  dircftly, 
and  that  no  time  may  be  loft,  do  you  retire  inftantly 
into  the  pagoda  {gives  Emmeline  the  key^)  wait  till 
I  come,  or  you  hear  the  gate  unbarred — nay,  no 
more  melancholy  looks  ;  henf  eforth  you  muft  fmile 
and  be  cheerful,  and  fome  years  hence,  you,  I,  and 
Edward  will  fit  over  a  winter  fire,  and  laugh  at  our 
cunning,  in  outwitting  that  firft  of  fchemers  my  cou- 
fin  Project. 

Emme.  Kind  generous  girl  ?  I  will  do  all  that  you 
defire— till  we  meet,  farewell !  jiow  I  tremble  for  the 
event,  yet  why  ?  if  Tarn  brought  back,  they  can- 
not perfecute  me  more,  and  if  I  *fcapc  their  Inares, 
the  fight  of  Edward  Oh  !  the  thought  revives 

me !  and  fince  my  guardian  is  fo  bold  in  guilt,  where- 
fore  (hould  innocence  be  fearful  ?  no,  Fvc  a  virtu- 
ous caufe,  and  I  will  nobly  fall  or  triumph  in  the 
conflid: !  [^Exeunt  fepMraiely^ 
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SCENE  III.— Project's  Garden:  a  Pagoda  at  ibe 
TVing'-'Tnocn'tighi. 

Enter  Project  and  Jack  ARABtEi 

Jack.  Ar.  So  was  (he  caught  in  her  own  fnare, 
heh  ?  Well,  this  is  the  place  with  the  foreign  name, 
the  pagoda  as  you  call  it,  pray  what  put  it  into  your 
head  to  build  fuch  on  out-of-the-way  thing  ? 

ProjeSl.  Speculation,  fir,  fpeculation  :  the  houfe 
flood  on  my  hands,  fo  by  running  jip  a  pair  of  wings 
after  the  eaftern  falhion,  I  thought  to  catch  fome 
thoughtlefs  Nabob,  but  it  wouldn't  do,  they  were 
obftinatcj  however,  my  rich  coufin  is  coming 
home — 

Jack  Ar.  And  he  pays  for  their  obftinacy — fair*, 
that's  very  fair  j  but  about  this  Mifs  Ceciilia — (he  is 
coming  here  to  fee  an  eclipfe  you  fay. 

ProjeSi.  Yes,  (he  has  herfelf  given  you  a  fair  op- 
portunity, and  if  you  don*t  carry  her  to  -your  fa- 
ther's where  a  parfon  and  a  licence  is  ready — ftop, 
I  think  I  faw  a  light,  perhaps  (he's  there  already 
{looks  through  the  key-hole)  (he  is  !  I  fee  her  petticoat. 

Jack  Ar.  Do  you  ?  that's  famous-  —an  eclipfe, 
heh  ?  gad  !  (he  (hall  fee  a  conltcUation.  Go,  fquirc 
go,  tell  the  alderman  to  look  out  for  me  and  my 
wife— 

ProjeEl.  No,  I  muft  go  and  look  out  for  my  own 

wife,  for  if  (he  finds  me  and  Cecilia  out  of  the  houfe 

*  at  this  time  of  night,  (he'll  talk  of  recrimination  for 

ever  -,    fo  fuccefs  to  you,  and  remember,  (he's  an 

angel,  my  young  lawyer. 

Jack  Ar.  Why,  as  Tarn  a  lawyer  I'd  better  forget 
it,  for  we  and  angels  don't  exaftly  fuit  each  other. 
You  manage  your  wife.  Til  take  carcof  oiin^  (Pro- 

D  ^  JECT 
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JECT  exil.)  now  for  it— now  to  coax  her  into  thtgax- 
dcn^"(opens  tbe  door  of  the  pagoda)— M2i^zm !  hadn't 
you  better  come  out>  ma'am  ?  don't  be  frightened, 
there's  nobody  here  but  me — (he's  coming  by  alt 
that's  tender,  claflical,  and  famous  ! 

Enler  Emmeline  from  the  Pagoda. 

Emme.  This  is  my  friend's  fervant,  I  fuppoie» 
with  the  carriage — where  can  Ihe  be  herfelf  ?  flie 
promifed  tp  follow  mc  inftantly  ;  however,  rU'afk 
him — Heavens  !  what  do  I  fee?  my  coufin  Arabic! 
then  I'am  deceived,  and  am  undone  for  ever. 
•  Jack  Ar.  {not  knowing  her.)  Yes,  k's  mafter 
Jacky  !  he's  not  gone  to  fchool  you  fee ;  however, 
rU  firft  fecure  the  gate,  that  nobody  may  come  from 
the  houfe  and  difturb  us — (he  tars  the  gate  cf  tbe 
,  ^/jfg^^^tf.)— come  Mifs  Cecilia,  come  to  Aldgate-farm, 
and  teach  the  cows  to  tranflate  Greek  and  dance  mi- 
nuets. What,  fulkey,  heh  ?  let's  look  in  your  face 
— how  !  why,  it  is  not  you,  is  it  ?  no,  egad !  'tis 
coufin  Emmeline. 

Emme.  Yet,  that  Emmeline  who  was  once  your 
friend  and  favourite,  who  being  defcrted  by  her  fa- 
mily, and  perfecuted  by  her  guardian,  meant  to 
*  cfcape  from  confinement,  but  is  difappointed;  you 
have  difcovercd  my  intentions,  fir,  and  I  confefs 
myfclf  completely  in  your  power. 

Jack  Ar.  What !  it's  a  trick,  is  it  ? — You  ftole 
out  inftead  of  the  other— come,  that's  fair,  very 
fair.  Well !  and  how  d'you  do,  coz  ?  do  you  know 
I've  finifhcd  my  education  fince  I  faw  you— I  have 
famoufly,  but  you'ave  been  very  ill,  Emmeline? 
however,  we  won't  talk  about  that,  you're  recovcr'd^ 
and  I'm  glad  on't  with  all  my  heart !  ytt,  you  ufed 
me  molt  kindly,  coz. 

Emme. 
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Emme.  It  feems  I  have  ufed  every  body  fo,  clfc  I 
think  I  (hould  not  have  been  fo  hardly  treated.  I 
have  been  amply  puniflied,  flr. 

Jack  Ar.  You  have,  you  have,  Emmeline;  but 
you  fhould  have  kept  your  promife  about  the  Spa- 
nifti — I  always  kept  my  word  with  you,  and  once 
you  know  when  we  were  boys  and  girls  and  you  and 
my  brother  Edward  quarrelled  about  your  little  tame 
fawn,  did  not  you  cry  and  aflc  me  to  make  it  up  be- 
tween you !  and  didn't  I  bid  him  kifs  the  fawn  and 
kifs  you,  and  ever  after  wafn*t  he  fo  fond  of 
you 

Emme.  Let  me  befeech  you,  fir,  name  not  your 
brother:  lead  not  my  mind  to  thoughts,  that,  whilft 
they  charm,  diftraft  me.  Tm  ferry  I  forgot  my 
promife,  but  you  (hould  remember,  I  alfo  forgot' 
myfelf ; — remind  me,  and  perhaps 

Jack  Ar.  I've  a    great   mind 1  will ! — why 

the  faft  is,  Emmeline,  you  offered  to  lend  me  fifty 
pounds,  and  you  only  gave  me  thirty:  now  you 
know  you  owe  me  the  odd  twenty. — Pm  the  laft 
perfon  on  earth  to  dun  people  for  money,  but 
really  when  it  has  been  owing  fo  long ;  upon  my 
soul  I  beg  your  pardon,  but  the  Alderman  cuts  fo 
clofe  :  he  has  educated  me  fo  like  a  gentleman,  and 
keeps  me  fo  like  a  beggar,  that  here  I  am  with  a 
head  full  of  the  notions  of  life  and  difiipation,  and  a 
pocket  as  empty  as  Oxford  in  the  vacation. 

Emme.  I  regret  that  my  guardian  has  not  left  me 
the  means  of  fulfilling  my  promife,  but  when  I  fee 
my  friend  Cecilia,  Tve  no  doubt  but  (he'll  procure 
what  you  defire. — And  now,  fir,  Lt  me  know  my 
fate :  am  I  to  jio  back  to  my  prison  ? 

Jack.  Ar.  Go  to  prifon  I  what !  when  we've 
Spanifh  to  keep  us  out  of  it  ?  no,  that's  not  fair. — 
We'll  go  to  London,  to  Epfom  to  the  grand- 
match;  or  if,  as  is  moll  likely,  you  prefer  Mifs  Ctci- 

D  2  lia'«  - 
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lia*s  company  to  mine,  V\\  call  her  to  take  care  of 
you ;  for  if  I  leave  you  till  youVe  fafc  out  of  your 
guardian's  clutches,  may  I  lofe  the  long  odds,  and 
be  flogg*d  round  the  race-courfe  like  a  blacklegs. 

Etnme.  Now,  indeed,  you  are  the  brother  of  nny 
Edward  : — then  call  Cecilia :  I  dare  fay  by  this 
time  ftie  is  arrived  in  the  pagoda ;  and  yonder  is  a 
'  carriage  waiting  to  conduft  us  to  London :  there  I 
fhall  remain  till  your  brother  arrives,  and  then  make 
an  appeal  to  the  laws  of  my  country. 

Jack  Ar.  Never,  never  go  to  law  •,  leave  the  whole 
bufinefs  to  arbitration,  for  if  you  don't  at  firft,  the 
lawyers,  after  emptying  your  pockets,  will  only  do 
it  at  laft. — However,  I'll  unbar  the  gate,  {goes  to 
pageda.)  gad!  this  is  famous! — how  Project  and 
the  Alderman  will  be  bothered  ? — Zounds  I  what  do 
I  fee  ? — your  guardian  ! — {runs  to  Emmelin?,) 
don't,  don't  agitate  yourself:  pull  down  your  veil 
and  I'll . 

'Emmelwe  pulls  downier  veil  and  Project  enterf. 

ProjeSl.  As  I  thought.- -My  wife  fufpefts  an 
aflignation  between  me  and  Cecilia,  and  is  now 
coming  to  dcteft  me.  Mr.  Arable:  a  word  if  yqu 
pleafe.  (Jack  leaves^  Emmeline,  and  comes  to  Pro- 
ject.) If  you  don't  get  her  off, — and,  I  lee  how  it 
is  ? — you  can't  perfuade  her 

Jack  Ar.  Can't  I  ?  um  ?  ecce  fignum,  as  we 
great  fcholars  lay.  [gees  to  Emmeline)  Come» 
Mifs,  will  you  go  with  Mafter  Jacky,  and  be  made 
daughter-in-law  to  an  Alderman  ?  (Emmeline  ^/wj 
bim  her  band  and  nods  ajfent.)  there  !  haven't  1  a  rare 
granary  ?  Why,  I'll  back  my  head  at  a  fchemc 
againft  your's.  Little  Project. 

ProjeSf.  No,  you  muftn't  do  that  -,  for  this  lucky 
fchemc  was  all  my  planning,  you  know. 

JiLckAr. 
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^ack  Ar.  So  it  was ;  and  you  (hall  have  the  full 
credit  of  it,  my  boy  ! — The  chaife  will  take  us  to  the 
neareft  inn,  and  FU  return  for  Cecilia,  {afide  to 
Emmeline.)  Bid  her  good  by-,  give  her  your 
fandion.  (Project  ^^wj  andkijfes  his  band.)  There; 
now  you  do  as  he  orders  you. — ^You  fee,  fquire, 
you  see, — this  is  both  famous  and  fair,  isn't  it  ? 

[£y;V,  handing  ^Emmeline. 

PrcjeS.  It  iis !  it  is  !  {looks  out.)  He  hands  her 
into  the  carriage !  the  poftillion  {huts  the  door ! 
— mounts  his  horfes ! — away  they  go  ! — Huzza ! 
Huzza ! 

Enter  Alderman  Arable,  running againji  him. 

Aid.  Ar.  Huzza  I  huzza  he  has  her  f  he  has 
her ! — Joy  !  I  give  you  joy.  my  friend. 

ProjeS.  This  is  reaping  the  harveft,  farmer. 

Aid,  dr.  Ay  •,  we're  in  clover  now ! — But 
Projeft,  I  met  that  good  and  fweet  woman  your 
wile,  in  fuch  a  jealous  rage 

ProjeH.  That's  a  better  joke  than  t'other. — She 
thinks  to  detect  me  in  alYignation  with  Cecilia; 
but  the  bird  is  flown,  you  fee. 

Enter  Lady  Katharine  Project. 

Lady  Pro.  So,  Mr.  Projeft ;  where  have  you  con- 
cealed Cecilia  ? — Mr.  Arable,  he  brings  this  youog 
lady  to  my  houfe, — entertains  her  in  the  moft 
cxpenfive  ftyle,-— gives  her  the  moft  extravagant 
fuppcrs,  and  having  decoy'd  her  into  an  aflignation, 
ht  now  comes  here  to  carry  her  off^. 

Aid.  Ar*  That's  impofllblc,  "your  ladyfhip,  bc- 
caufe  Jack  has  carried  her  oflf  already.— -She  is  by 
this  time  as  fafc  at  Aidgate  farm,  as  Emmeline  is 
in  your  houfe,  and  I  dare  fay  they  and  the  parfon 

are 
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xre  fettlng  down  to  a  haunch  of  my  Novia  Scotia 
mutton* — Do  you  know,  my  lady,  I  always  kill  my 
own  mutton  and  milk  my  own  cows  ? 

Lady  Pro.  At  Aldgatc  farm  indeed  !-*more 
like  ?  (he's  in  that  Pagoda. — Ar'n't  I  right,  my 
life. 

PojeSl.  You  arc,  my  foul. — Hark*ye,---did  Sir 
Frederic  teach  yon  this  ? 

Lady  Pro.  There  now  [  Tm  always  to  be  choak'd 
at  the  moment  of  recrimination  \  I  believe  Cecilia's 
innocent,  but  to  know  my  hulband's  falfliood,  and 
never  be  able  to  prove  it. — I  can't  bear  his  triumph— 
I  {taking  out  her  bandkercbief)  am  the  moll  unhap* 
py,  ill-treated  wife.  (CVy/»g- 

CiciLiA  taps  at  tbedoor  witb  infide  tbe  Pagoda. 

Aid.  Ar.  What  the  devil's  that  ? 
Projea.  What,  indeed  !— hufh ! 
Cicilia.  (witbin)  Why  don't  you  open  the  door  ? 
'lis  I  \  'tis  Cecilia ! 

'  Lady  Pro.  Oh  !  it  is,  is  it  ? — then  come  out  and— - 
{Optns  tbe  door  of  the  pagoda^  and  leads  o«/  C  e  c  i  l  i  a,  ) 
I  fay  Mr»  Alderman,  they're  fettmg  down  to  a 
haunch  of  Novia  Scotia  mutton,  are  they  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  Projeft,  this  is  reaping  the  harveft  in- 
deed, 

ProjeEl.  Ay :  we're  in  clover  now  with  a  ven- 
geance,    Cecilia,  what  does  this  mean  ? 

Cecil  Why  as  all  concealment  will  now  be  ufclefs, 
I  may  venture  to  inform  y()U  that  by  feme  accident 
Emmelinc  has  efcapM,  I  find  -,  and  I  came  here  in 
fearch  of  her,  and  not  to  meet  your  huiband  ma'am, 
upon  my  honour. 

ProjeR.  EmmL'IIne  efcap'd  ! — that  was  her  then 
;liac  the  well-educated  blockhead  handing  off,  faying, 

you 
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"  you  fee  !  this  is  both  famous  and  fair  T*  'Sdeath! 
I've  ouc-fchem*d  myfelf, — ril  purfue  her  inftantly. 
Alderman,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Aid.  Ar.  Ay;  that  I  will;  my  fon,  Captaia 
Edward,  is  arriv'd,  and  if  he  and  Emmcluie  fliould 
meet, — I  tell  you  what,— as  Jack  has  made  two  fools 
of  us,  lil  perftfade  the  Baft  Indian  to  let  Edward 
marry  his  fitter,  Cecilia.  Come  along.  Odiheart ! 
I  won't  wait  to  order  my  carriage  or  have  garden 
ftuff — (Cecilia  laughs.)  now  there  again!  I  only  wHh 

I  had  you  at  the  farm. — I'd 

Proje£f.  Come ;  I  know  what  your  going  to  fay^ 
Aid.  Ar.  Do  you  i  then  you  Miow  more  than  I 
do  myfelf;  for  plague  on  the  girls,  they'll  drive tnc 
out  of  my  fenfes  !  [Eodt  wiib  Project. 

Latfy  Pro.  My  dear  Cecilia,  I  never  doubted 
your  innocence. — Come ;  let's  go  and  prepare  for 
London.  I  long  to  fee  your  brother  the  young  Na- 
bod.  I  dare  fay,  he'll  bring  over  the  moil  cnarm- 
ing  prefents. 
Cecil.  Very  likely  :  but  my  mind  is  all  on  Emmc- 
line.  Poor  Girl !  May  fhe  efcape  the  perfecutioa 
of  her  enemies,  and  be  rewarded  as  her  virtue  and 
her  fufferings  deferve !  Exeunt* 


ACT 
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ACT  III. 


An  elegant  Apartment  at  Project's  Houfe^  in 
London. 

Enter  Project,  andSi^.  Frederick. 

Project.  Not  find  her !  Emmeline  not  to  be 
found !  tell  me,  fir  Frederick,  have  you  been  at 
young  Arable's  chambers  ? 

Sir  Fred.  I  have — and  he  is  out  pf  town,  at 
Epfom :  pofitively,  I  can  hear  nothing  of  Emme- 
line—but  what  then  ?  fretting  won't  find  her ;  and 
if  it  did,  I  dare  fay  you'd  find  fometliing  elfe  to 
fret  you — I'm  her  lover,  and  you  fee  I'm  not  un- 
cafy. 

FrojcH.  No :  you  havn't  the  reafon  I  have — Ihe 
may  fall  into  the  hands  of  fome  enemy,  who  may 
fay,  I  have  entangled  her  fortune  \  confin'd  her  after 
her  health  was  reftor'd  ;  and  at  laft  convince  her 
uncle,  the  alderman,  that  I  have  wrong'd  her — then 
her  friend,  captain  Arable,  is  in  town,  you  fay. 

Sir  Fred.  Yes,  he  arriv'd  lafl  night  from  Gibral- 
tar—receiving a  letter  that  informed  him  of  Em- 
mdine's  recovery;  he  quitted  the  regiment  at  the 
rilk  of  offending  his  father— leave  me  to  manage 
him:  let  me  fcQ^- {looking  at  bis  watch.)  I  am 
now  going  to  meet  him. 

Project.  Arc  you.^  then  tell  him  of  her  efcape: 
the  ncccility  of  reftoring  her  to  my  power — hint  at 
a  relaplc,  and  pcrfuadc'him  to  je^in  in  Icarching  for 
her :  i  would  go  with  you ;  but  I'm  wailing  here  to 
receive  my  coufin  Tinjorc. 

Flourijb 
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Flourtjh  of  clarinets  without ^ 

Project.  That's  him  !  that's  the  young  Nabob— 
1  ordered  the  band  to  ftrike  vip  as  he  pafs'd  through 
the  hall;  and  as  he's  been  accuftom'd  to  be  fur- 
rounded  with  flaves^  IVc  hirM  thofe  blacks  and 
other  attendants  to  give  him  a  fort  of  pompous 
entree. 

Sir  Fred.  Ay,  there's  the  Eaft  Indian:  I  won- 
der whether  Mr.  Tanjore's  as  eafy  and  familiar  as 
ever:  I  remember  when  he  had  neither  cafli  lior 
credit,  he  ufed  to  call  the  greateft  men  by  their 
Chriftian  names  ;  and  though  he  hadn't  a  coat  to  his 
own  back,  he  was  always  remarking  on  the  drefs  of 
other  people. 

ProjeS.  Ah  !  he  was  no  Nabob  then :  now  I  fear 
he's  as  haughty  and  refer v'd  as  he  was  before  free 
and  familiar :  good  day,  fir  Frederick  :  I  (hall  rely 
on  your  making  captain  Arable  my  friends  [Sir 
Frederick  exit.)  now  for  it :  now  for  my  bed  fcheme ! 
to  be  fure,  my  tricking  him  and  turning  my  back 
on  him  before  he  went  to  Madras,  was  rather 
'  unlucky ;  but  his  coming  to  my  houfe,  proves  he 
don't  think  the  worfe  of  me — no,  no:  I  have  himt 
and  when  I've  fairly  ftrip'd  him  -,  Til  fend  him  to 
India  again,  there  to  make  another  fortune,  for  the 
benefit  of  mc  and  my  Speculations ! 

Another  Fkurijb.— Enters  Blacks  with  Mujic^fefvants 
infuperb  liveries  preceding  Tanjore  and  Cecilia, — 
ether  i^tendants  foUowing4 

Tan.  Billy,  your  hand--where's  Betfy  ?  well: 
here  we  are  you  fee :  hot  from  Madras :  warm  as 
Lucifer — rich  as  Croefus,  my  boy ! 

fc  Projelf 
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ProjeSt.  *Tis  as  I  thought!  [ajide)  I  hope  you 
found  my  carriages  and  horfes  all  ready  :  I  fhould 
have  been  mjfcrable  if  you  hadn't  condefcendcd  to 
make  ufe  of  them. 

Tan.  Should  you  ?  then  be  happy,  coz  ;  for  1*11 
make  ufe  of  them  for  ever :  the  carriages  and  horfes 
are  mine,  Billy. 

ProjeS.  They  are,  yoir  do  me  great  honour  in 
accepting  them  ! — he  has  forgot  our  old  quarrel — 
and  I  (hall  finger  every  farthing  \"-{qfide.)  Well: 
but  about  India,  coufin — you  made  your  fortune 
very  rapidly. 

Tan.  Yes:  the  princefs  Nundomoree  took  a 
fancy  to  my  perfon  and  drefs — introduc'd  me  to 
the  Nabob  of  Begwrnborce ;  he  to  the  Rajah  of 

Scringapatoree  ;  and  fo  amongft  them  you  fee 

but,  Billy,  what  makes  you  fo  civil  ?  bcrfere  I  faiPd, 
you  wouldn't  pay  the  fare  of  a  hackney  coach  for 
me,  and  now  you  give  me  all  your  carriages  and 
horfes :  well,  well :  I  take  it  very  kind  of  you ; 
and  fo  hark'ye — a  few  wefterly  winds  will  bring 
round  chc  homeward  bound  fleet,  and  then  hire  all 
the  ftrongcfl:  waggons  you  can  get :  bullion !  pearls  J 
diamonds  ! — oh,  damme,  coz,  this  houfe  fhall  never 
hold  them. 

ProjeS.  I  hope  this  houfe  will  hold  them  though : 
oh !  for  a  wefterly  wind  ! — in  return,  my  dear 
friend,  the  wife  I  defign  for  you  has  five  thoufand  a 
year — to  be  fure  it's  very  little  j  but— 

Tan.  A  little's  better  than  nothing,  you  know ; 
and  if  I  like  her  perfon  and  manners,  why,  five 
thoufand  a  year  will  be  very  pretty  pin  money  :  but 
what's  here,  Billy? — {locking  at  his  coat^)  is  this  a 
drefs  for  a  coufin  of  a  Nabob  ? 

ProjeSl.  What !  at  the  old  work  ? — pftia !  what 
fignifics  drefs  ? 

Tan. 
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^an.  Every  thing,  now-a-days — a  good  coat  is 
tantamount  to  a  good  chiirafter  •,  and  if  the  World 
be  a  Stage,  it's  as  ncccffary  to  drefs  as  to  aft  your 
part  well :  then  confider  the  effcft— why,  when  I 
landed  from  the  Packet  in  my  old  blue  coat,  fliabby 
red  waiftcoat,  and  decay'd  kerfeymeres,  I  cut 
through  the  alleys,  and  was  pulh'd  and  f^ioak'd  by 
every  apprentice  and  Ihopkeeper  I  met:  but,  the 
moment  I  put  on  thefe  fmart  cloathes  that  you 
fent,  I  fwagger*d  through  the  moft  public  Itrcets — 
joftled  all  the  men  of  fafhion — cock'd  my  eye  at  all 
the  lords,  and  received  the  homage  and  bows  of  the 
very  fhopkeepers  and  apprentices  that  had  before 
fneer'd  at  me.  Oh  !  in  this  age  of  falfe  appear- 
ances,  there's  nothing  like  a  fliewy  oucfide ;  and  a 
taylor  is  a  man  of  more  confequencc  than  you 
imagine. 

Projea.  Well,  but  after  the  fatigue  of  travelling, 
don't  you  want  fome  refrelhment :  pray  do  here  as 
if  you  were  at  home. 

^an.  That  I  do  every  where:  I  never  ftood  on 
ceremony  in  my  life ;  but  as  to  refrelhment,  that 
depends  on  our  hoftefs,  who,  if  I  rccollcft,  is  rather 
clofe — (hort  commons— heh,  Billy  ? 

ProjeSl.  Worfe  and  worfe  :  (he  has  almoft  ftarv'd 
me  fince  you  went :  you  haven't  yet  fccn  her  though : 
John,  call  Lady  Projcft. 

Tan.  No,  no:  call  her  yourfclf :  in  India,  I  was  al- 
ways  waited  upon  by  the  mafter  of  the  houfc,  and 
therefore,  go,  BiJly — go — befidcs,  I  wifti  to  fpeak 
to  my  fitter :  ftop,  though — I  fhall  want  fomc  ready 
money. 

Proje£f.  What  the  Spanilh  ? 

Tan.  Oh,  nothing  clfc — go,  fend  your  wife, 
and  pray 

ProjeSl.  For  a  wcfterly   wind !  you  Ihall  have 

£  %  what 
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what  money  you  require  -,  fo— rherc's  Speculation  ?— - 
Oh  !  for  a  wefterly  wind  ! 

[Exit,     ^hefervants  follow  bim^ 
Cecilia.  My  dear  brother  let  me  once  more  con- 
gratulate you  :  why,  who*d  have  thought  of  your 
coming  home  fo  rich  ? 

Tan.  Ah!  who  indeed  ?— you  didn't  expeft  it; 
did  you  Cecily? 

Cecilia.  No;  I  expefted  you*d  return  as  you 
went.  I  thought  you'd  come  and  fay,  "  herc*s 
a  Nabob  without  a  fhilling,  Cecily  !" 

Tan.  Did  you  ?  then  you  thought  cxaftly  right, 
for"  here's  a  Nabob  without  a  (hilling,  Cecily  !'• 

Cecilia.  Nonfenfc ! — Mr.  Projeft  fays,  you  have 
brought  over  money  enough  to  buy  him  new  houfes : 
new 

Tan.  Not  enough  to  buy  him  a  new  coat. 

Cecilia.  Nay,  now  you're  joking :  I  know  you 
muft  be  rich,  by  the  ftyle  you  kept  up  in  India  \ 
you  liv'd  in  a  palace,  my  dear  brother. 

Tan.  I  liv'd  in  a  jail,  my  dear  fitter. 

Cecilia.  Come,  come  ;  havn't  1  heard  that  your 
furniture  was  embofs'd  with  gold  ?  that  your  din- 
ners  were  more  expenfive  than  the  governor's. 

Tan.  My  furniture  was  t!ie  bare  walls,  and  my 
dinner  bri:ad  ami  water ;  the  fadl  is,  a  man  may 
ftarve  in  India,  ns  well  as  in  England  ;  and,  inftead 
of  finding  gold  like  dirt,  or  diairivonds  like  pebbles, 
I  found  a  fort  of  gentlemen  that  muft  be  attended  to 
in  all  countries  :  I  mean  a  bailiff!  'tis  true,  they 
didn't  vifit  me  on  my  arrival  •,  but,  in  the  courfe  of 
a  twelvemonth,  they  whip'd  me  into  one  of  their 
hofpirablc  manfions,  and  there  I  fhould  have  been 
at  this  moment,  had  not  the  captain  of  the  Packet 
afiifted  me  in  my  elcape,  and  landed  me  generoufly 
in  old  England  !  I  fay  generoufly,  for  curfe  me,  if 
1  am  Nabob  er.ough  to  pay  for  my  pafTagc. 

Cecilia^ 
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Cicilia.  Amazing !  if  Mr,  Projedl  knew  this,  he 
wouldn't  be  fo  friendly — 

^an.  He  friendly !  no :  when  he  and  the  club 
had  fchem'd  me  out  of  all  the  money  I  had  left ; 
they  fhut  the  doors  againft  me,  while  Sir  Charles 
Stanley — I  fliall  never  forget  his  liberality!  be* 
friended  me,  and  fent  me  to  India :  I  guefs  how  the 
miftake  has  happened — there  is  a  man  of  my  name, 
at  Madras  :  an  old  lover  of  yours. 

Cecilia,  Mr.  Henry  Tanjore — my  friend  as  well 
as  lover. 

^an.  Well:  hc*s  now  as  rich  as  Tm  poor;  is 
coming  home  in  the  next  (hips ;  and  fcheming  Billy, 
with  his  ufual  perfpicuity,  takes  me  for  him,  and 
determines  to  make  the  moft  of  me ;  and  he  fhall 
make  the  moft  of  me :  there's  no  favour  he  can  offer, 
but  ril  have  the  condefcenfion  to  accept :  and  to 
begin,  Pll  marry  this  five  thoufand  pound  lady, 

Cecilia.  Don't — don't  think  of  her :  there  are  a 
thoufand  reafons  againft  it. 

Tan.  Ay  ;  but  there  arc  five  thoufand  for  it :  no 
more  bare  walls,  and  bread  and  water. 

Cecil.  Poor  Emmeline !  then  I  muft  conceal 
from  him  where  (he  is  ?  [afide. 

Tan.  See !  our  hofte/s,  lady  Stingy  !  To  poor 
Tanjore  fhe  has  often  refufed  a  dinner,  but  to  the 
rich  Nabob,  I  fuppofe-— mum!  mark  how  Pll — 

Enter  Lady  Project. 

Lady  Pro.  Joy !  joy  on  your  fuccefs,  my  ever 
dear  cou  fin. 

Tan.   Thanks,  thanks,  my  ever  dear  Kitty. 

Lady  Pro.  Kitty  !  familiar  as  ever  I  fee  ■  Well 
coz !  ar'n't  you  glad  to  fet  foot  in  Old  England 
?gain  ?  once  more  to  fee  London  and  the  fafhions  ? 

Tan. 
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^an.  Why,  as  to  the  fafhions,  coz,  they  fly  fo  fall 
one  can*t  be  quick  enough  to  catch  them — nothing 
lafts  above  a  day.  Before  I  went  to  India  the  whole 
town  was  running  after  the  Goddefs  of  Health  -,  (he 
died,  Tm  told,  and  the  learned  Pig  came  to  life ; 
}ie  went  the  grand  tour,  &nd  the  balloon  came  into 
power ;  that  bubble  burft,  and  boxing  bore  down  all 
before  it :  then  came  the  varieties  of  drefs,  fuch  as 
jhort  Ikirts,  fhort  hair^  fliort  fticks,  and  fliort  great 
coats !  in  ftiort,  if  the  world  didn^t  turn  round  of  its 
own  accord,  people  of  falhion  would  make  it,  for 
the  moon,  whofe  votaries  they  are,  ifn't  half  fo  fickle 
or  fo  changeable ! 

Lady  Pro.  Very  true-,  then  don*t  you  obfervc 
the  alterations  in  buildings  ?  my  hulband  and  other 
fpeculatifts,  have  built  fo  many  new  ftreets,  and 
London  is  fo  abfolutely  gone  into  the  country,  that 
^  citizen  coming  to  a  rout  at  Marybone,  muft  be  at 
the  expence  of  changing  horfes,  and  paying  turn- 

pikes  ! but,  I  underftand,  you  want  fome  little 

refreftiment. 

Tan.  Little  refrefhment!  now  mind  Cecily. — 
Yes,  any  thing  will  do,  fome  turtle  and  venifon, 
a  great  deal  of  game,  a  quantity  of  pine  apples,  and 
plenty  of  burgundy  and  champagne.  Then  about 
my  bed;  at  the  Rajah  of  Seringapatoree's  I  always 
flcpt  under  a  canopy  empanelled  with  looking-glafs, 
and  covered  with  gold  and  filver  tiffue— -didn^t  I,  Ce- 
cily  ?  you'll  get  fuch  a  bed  Kitty.  So  now  for  dinner. 

Lady  Pro.  Turtle,  venifon,  canopies,  and  gold 
and  filver  tiflue!  Mr.  Tanjore,  you  don't  intend  to 
live  here  in  the  fame  Ityle  you  did  in  India. 

Tan.  No,  that  I  don't.  I  hope  neither  my  fur- 
nituie  nor  my  dinners  will  be  the  fame,  heh,  Cecily  ? 
then  my  wedding-day,  coz  j  I  fhall  celebrate  mv 

nuptials 
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nuptiah  at  your  houfc,  and  we'll  have  fuch  a  ball 
and  fupper  !  between  ourfelveSj  it  iban*t  be  over- 
crouded  though ;  Vl\  only  a(k  about  three  hundred 
people. 

Lady  Pro.  Three  hundred  people !  Sir,  I  muft 
tell  you,  no  fortune  can  fupport  this  extravagance, 
and  if  you  give  us  every  farthing  you've  brought 
over— • 

Tan.  Why,  I  shall,  every  farthing  is  your's  upon 
my  honour  •,  and  by  way  of  fpecimen  to-morrow 
ril  fend  you  a  large  cheft  of  fhawls,  pearls,  china, 
chintzes — 

Lady  Pro.    Will  you  ?  Can  you  be  fo  obliging  ? 
Oh  !  I  doat  on  pearls  and  fliawls,  and  then  for  china 
and  chintzes — my  dear,  dear  coufm,  come  to  din- 
ner, and  order  whatever  you  like. 

Tan.  (afidt  to  Cecilia.)  There  now !  and  I 
haven't  brought  over  a  rag  or  an  empty  trunk ; 
however  Kitty  fhall  have  the  prefents.  There  arc 
Indian  goods  in  England,  and  Til  buy  them  with 
Billy's  own  money.     Come,  filler !  come,  hoftefs ! 

[Excunf. 


SCR^R—Lincolns  Inn. 
Enter  Captain  Arable,  and  Sir  Frederick. 
Sir  Fred.    Nay,  but  refledt  Captain  Arable,  re- 

flca. 

Capt.  Ar.  I  do  refleft,  and  there's  my  caufe  for 
grief.  Have  I  not  quitted  my  regiment  and  offend- 
ed my  father  ?  is  he  not  now  in  fearch  of  me,  to 
fend  me  abroad  again  ?  and  when  I  expeded  to 
meet  Einmeline  in  happincfs  and  health,  do  you  not 

tell 
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tell  me  that  her  malady  has  returned,  that  fbe 
has  efcaped  from  her  guardian,  and  is  not  to  be 
found  ? 

Sn^  Fred.  I  do,  but  I  hope  you  don't  blame  tnc? 
or  Projeft. 

Capt.  Ar.  No,  far  from  it ;  I  believe  he  has  been 
more  a  parent  than  a  guardian  to  her,  and  you  have 
funk  the  name  of  rival  in  that  of  friend — but  my 
brother  to  aid  in  herefcape,  and  now  not  to  be  heard 
of!  What  is  to  bs  done  ?  I  dare  not  meet  my  father, 
and  if  I  leave  England  till  I  fee  Emmcline  reftored  ta 
her  gfylum  I  Ihall  well  merit  the  anguifh  that  awaits 
me. 

Sir  Fred,  Pflia !  you're  talking  about  anguifh 
too — now  nothing  gives  mc  pain,  and  why  ?  becaufc 
I'm  fo  cool  and  pliicid,  that  not  even  death — death  f 
no,  that  pain  niu'l;  be  over,  for  liang  me,  if  I  think 
IVe  been  alive  tlicfc  laft  ten  years — but,  where  arc 
we  to  find  her,  Captain  ? 

Capt.  Ar.  Ah  !  where'  ind.-cd  ?  poor  Emmeline  ! 
without  friends,  witiiour  aflllcance,  and  with  the  loft 
of  that  fine  lenfe  v.!;ic!i  now  might  bed  fupport 
thee,  where?  wher^-  art  thou  w.iridering?  let  us  be 
gone — let  us  fearch  every  v/liji-j — 

7w2^^rTANjoiiE. 

Tan.  My  coufin  to  fay  he  has  a  wife  for  me,  and 
then  not  tell  me  her  name  or  refidence !  however, 
IVe  found  out  fhe's  at  Cecily's  lodgings,  and  fo 
while  dinner's  getting  ready — 

Sir  Frc(L  Mr.  Tanjore  I  am  happy  to  fee  you — 
what !  don't  you  know  me  ?  have  yon  forgot  Sir 
Frederick  Faintly,  a  member  of  Bubble's  club? 

Tan.  Sir  Frederick  !  my  old  acquaintance  !  how 
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d'ye  do,  Fred  ?  how  are  you  Fred  ?  never  faw  Fred. 
before  in  all  my  life.  [afide. 

Sir  Fred.  This  is  a  particular  friend  of  mine, 
Mr.  Edward  Arable. 

Tan.  Plha!  hang  ceremony;  Ned,  your  hand 
Ned — by  the  bye,  Fred,  is  your  friend  a  riding 
hiafter? 

Sir  Fred.  Why? 

Tan.  Cock*d  hat  and  boots!  ciirft  vulgar — ^you 
too !  never  wear  a  cravat  with  a  full  drefs*d  coat,  its 
like  a  tooth-drawer.  Well !  what's  the  news,  my 
boys  ? 

Sir  Fred.  I  know  of  none,  but  tfiat  you  were  li 
night  re-ele6ted  a  member  of  Bubble's. 

Tan.  Was  I?  only  obferve,  Ned — my  coufin 
Billy  brought  me  into  this  club,  and  when  they  had 
fleec'd  me  of  all  my  cafh,  they-  kick'd  me  out  as  a 
pigeon  quite  bare — now  I  return  from  India  with 
my  feathers  frefh  moulted,  they  re-eleft  me,  in  the 
hopes  of  having  another  pluck — Ay,  it's  the  way  ac 
all  your  fafliionable  gaming-houfes.  **Mr.  Prefident, 
who  is  the  new  member  propoled  ?"  "  A  great 
fool,  but  very  rich!"  pop,  in  goes  a  white  ball.— 
"  Who  is  the  next,  Mr.  Prefident  ?"  *^  A  great 
genius,  but  very  poor !"  *'  Here  waiter  !  drop  in  a 
black  ball." — Your  fervant  though — I  can't  ftay, 
I  muft  go  take  a  peep  at  my  wife. 

Sir  Fred.  Your  wife ! 

Tan.  Yes,  gad'  it's  a  moft  curious  bufinefs-,  my 
coufin  fays  Tm  to  be  married  to  a  lady  worth  five 
thoufand  a  year,  but  he  cither  won't  or  can't  tell  mc 
who  or  where  (he  is  \  however,  I  overlooked  a  let- 
ter my  filter  was  juft  now  writing,  and  I  fufpeft 
fpoufe  is  conceal'd  in  her  lodgings — mum  !  fhan'c 
I  delight  and  aftonifh  her !  in  India  I  was  fuch  a 
favourite  with  the  women,  that  |pc  day  fix  prin- 
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ccffes  came  to  prifon  to  fee  me Prifon  did  I  fay  ? 

Oh,  ay,  that  was  when  I  fought  againft  Tippoo, 
had  fix  horfes  (hot  under  me,  and  was  at  Uft  taken 
prifoner  by    ■ 

Capt.  Jr.  Pray,  fir,  what  is  this  lady*s  name  ? 

^an.  Emmcline  is  her  chriftian  name,  as  to  fir- 
names,  I  never  knew  but  two  in  my  life.  Sir 
Charles  Stanmore,  and  your  humble  fervant  Tom 
Tanjore,  two  as  fine  fellows  as  ever  handled  rupees 
and  pagodas.  Fare-you-well.  I  fhall  marry  this 
Emmeline  to-morrow. 

Capt.  Ar.  You  marry  Emmeline,  fiir  ? 

Tan.  Yes,  I  Ned !  and  what's  more,  I  invite  you 
to  our  wedding-dinner,  and  you  alfo,  Fred,  and 
all  your  friends,  and  your  friend's  friends ! 
Lady  Projeft  defired  me  to  afk  the  whole  town,  and 
ril  take  care  the  nuptials  Ihall  be  celebrated  io  the 
true  eaftern  ftyle  of  magnifitence ;  here's  my  card, 
and  if  you  wilh  to  be  aflced  again,  come  well  drel&'d ; 
nothing  like  a  good  coat,  and  fo  farewell,  Fred,  and 
Ned !  lExit. 

Capt.  Ar.  It  muft  be  her;  let's  follow  him  di- 
rectly. 

Sir  Fred.  Stay,  fuppofe  you  ihould  meet  thc^I- 
derman  there,  and  I  know  he  has  bufmefs  with  this 
Mr.  Tanjore. 

Capt.  Ar.  Why  then,  and  not  till  then,  let's  think 
what's  to  be  done  ?  ^ome,  lofe  not  a  moment— 
in  his  filler's  lodgings,  and  he  about  to  marry  her ! 
'tis  dark,  myfterious !  mark  me.  Sir  Frederick. 
I'd  traverfe  half  the  world  to  thank  the  man  that  has 
befriended  Emmeline !  but  if  I  jfind  (he  has  been 
wrong'd,  if  there  (hould  live  a  villain  that  has  added 
to  her  forrows,  I  pledge  my  honour  to  avenge  her 
caufe — my  life  or  his  muft  anfwer  the  event. 

{Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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SCENE — Cecilia's  Lodgings. 
Enter  Tanjore  and  Alderman  Arable. 

Tan.  Walk  in,  Sir,  walk  in ;  your  chriftian  name 
is  Obadiah,  you  fay,  and  your  bufmefs  is  concern- 
ing a' marriage  between  your  fon  and  my  filler — 
dia  I  never  fee  you  before  ? 

jf^.  Ar.  Only  once.:  if  you  remember,  fir,  ic 
was  in  Mr.  Projedl's  park,  when  the  dear  Lady  Pro- 
jedt  had  fainted  away  and  you  caught  her  in  your 
arms.  I'm  not  cenforious,  Mr.  Tanjore,  but.  if  her 
grandmother  hadn't  come  up  at  the  inftant— 

7I«;2.  You'd  have  been  jealous,  heh?  Well!  but 
about  your  fon— 

did.  Ar.  Why,  fir-,  I  wifti  your  fitter  to  become 
the  wife  of  my  fon.  Captain*  Arablt;  -,  the  reprobate 
has  quitted  his  regiment  to  purfue  an  unhappy 
young  lady,  that  Pm  determined,  he  (hall  never  be 
united  to.  Now,  fir,  by  the  recommendation  of 
that  worthy  man,  Mr.  Projeft — 

Tanjore.  Pray  Obadiah,  where  did  you  get  that 
curious  waiftcoat  ? — pofitively,  it's  only  fit  for  an 
alderman. 

Aid.  Ar.  Theii  it's  fit  for  me,  Mr.  Tanjorc ;  for 
I  am  an  alderman.— Ay,  and  a  farmer  too,  and  if 
I  could  find  my  fon,  and  Cecilia  would  confcnt, 
wc*d  whilk  down  to  Aldgate  farm  to  night :  tack  them . 
together  to-morrow,  and  in  the  courle  of  a  motith, 
you  can  get  them  out  to  India,  and  there  you  know 
they're  fnug  and  comfortable  for  life.  To  a  man  of 
your  intereft,  I  fuppofe  eight  thoufand  a  year  will 
bC' 

Tanjore.  Nothing— a  mere  trifle. 

Aid.  Ar.  So  I  thought  —Oh !  when  the  captain 
F  2  get! 
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gets  to  Madras,  I  only  wilh  he  may  be  provided 
tor  as  you  were  Mr.  Tanjbre. 

^anjore.  Provided  for  as  I  was !  that's  what  I 
jyifh  myfelf :  for  curfe  me  if  I  know  or  care  about 
you  or  the  captain,  {half  afide.)  Yonder*s  Emme- 
linc  I  fancy i — I  muft  get  rid  of  this  ruftic, — Good 
bye  Obadiah  j  go  look  for  the  captain,  and  if  you  find 
him,  bring  him  to  my  wedding  dinner.  Lady 
Projeft  keeps  open  houfe  while  I  ftayj  fo  bring  all 
your  city  and  rural  friends — carters  and  common- 
councilmen- 

Aid.  Jr.  Sir,  you  delight  me,  and  Aldgate  farm 
^nd  all  its  produce  is  at  your  fervice.  Are  you  fond 
of  Novia  Scotia  mutton,  fir  ? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here's  a  Captain  Arable  b^Iow. 

Aid.  Ar.  Oh !  there  is,  is  there }  now  then  Til 
go  and  detain  him  till  we  meet  at  the  charming  Lady 
I^rojeft's.  Show  me  to  him,  firrah.  Once  more  I 
thank  you,  Mr.  Tanjore,  and  if  you  think  eight 
thoufand  a  year  .too  much,  you  may  reduce  it  to 
half;  that  is,  to  the  exaft  profits  I  clear,  or  mean  to 
clear,  by  Aldgate  farm !  {Exit. 

Tanjcre.  Good  day,  Obadiah.  Now  this  it  is  to 
be  a  Nabob  f  I'm  as  much  fought  after  here  as  in 
India,  and  exaftly  from  the  fame  motive — friends 
want  money  here,  and  the  bailiffs  there.  Here  fhe  is ! 
An  angel,  by  the  Ganges  !  Til  marry  her  before  I 
leave  the  houfe. — Soft  •,  what  letter  is  fhe  reading  ? 
—no  doubt,  the  one  rhy  filler  wrote  to  her. — 1*11 
bbfervc.  ■     \Jiands  back. 


Entftr 
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Enter  Emmeline  with  a  letter  in  her  hand. 

Emme.  What  has  my  efcape   avail'd  me?   this 

letter  renews  my  fufferings  with  tenfold  force. 

Married  !  to  whom  ?  [Reads. 

"  My  brother  Tanjore  agrees  to  your  guar- 
dian's propofals,  and  determines  to  marry  you: 
I  muft  regret  this,  while  I  know  there  is  one  who 
fo  much  better  defervcs  you." 

Tanjore.  (behind.)  "Indeed! — He  muft  be  a  very 
clever  fellow,  then. 

Emme.  (reading)  "  I  have  conceaPd  from  Tan- 
fore  your  prefent  rcfidence,  yet  I  think  if  he  knew 
that  you  had  efcap'd  from  your  guardian,  bc- 
caufe  he  made  a  prifoner  of  you,  and  embarrafs*d 

your  fortune*' 

What  then?— he  is  weak  enough  to  think  him 
honeft. 

Tanjore.  (behind)  No;  hc*s  not  fuch  a  fool  as 
that  either. 

•  Emme.  (reading.)  "  If  he  knew  that  Edward 
Arable  has  won  your  heart — that  your  uncle  the 
Alderman  defcrts  you — that  a  marriage  under 
thefe  circumftances  will  be  death  to  you  and  mifcry 

to  him  -," 

Tanjore.  (behind.)  Mifery  indeed ! this  is  more 

like  a  funeral  than  a  wedding. 

Emme.  (reading.)  *•  And  laftly,  if  you  were  to 
inform  him,  that  your  father.  Sir  Charles  Stan- 
more  was  the  man  who  befriended  him  in  the  hour 
of  misfortune,  I  think  he  is  not  fo  void  of  gra- 
titude and  humanity,  but  he  would  aflift  rather  than 
diftrefs  you." 

Tanjore.  (coming  forward.)  That  he  would — well 
faid,  lifter ;  you  have  done  your  part,  now  let  your 
|;)rother  do  his.*— Ma'am,  my  name  is   Tanjore: 

'  your 
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your  father  got  me  out  to  India,  when  I  hadn't  a 
houfe  to  pop  coy  head  in  •,  and  though  the  habitiation 
I.  pop'd  my  head  into  there  wasn't  altogether  fo 
comfortable,  that  was  no  fault  of  Sir  Charles's. — 
He  was  my  benefaftor— I  am  yeur  friend. 

Emme.  Is  it  poflible  ?  Will  you  not  force  rne  to 
accept  your  hand  ? 

Tanjore.  Accept  my  hand!  Til  cut  it  off  firft. 
I  would't  marry  you  for  all  the  bullion  in  Bengal ! 
Not  but  what  I  could  love  you  Emmcline :  and  but 
for  Ned— ah,  but  for  Ned  !  we  might  have  been  a 
very  happy,  handfome  couple ! 

Emme.  Can  this  be  the  man  I  was  taught 
to  expeft  ?  Can  this  be  the  haughty  Eaft  Indian, 
whofe  riches 

Tanjove.  Kich'es!  that's  your  guardian's  ftory: 
he  infills  upon  it,  I've  brought  home  millions,  and 
as  he  muft  know  better  than  I  do,  it  would  be  rude 
tocontradia  him,  you  know- -but  enough  of  myfelf, 
— Tell  me  how  I  can  ferve  you?  My  poverty  Ihall 
not  prevent  me  going  inftantly  to  this  fpeculatill 
and  commanding  him  to  do  you  juftice.  Zounds  I 
I  wiih  I  had  him  in  Calcutta :  I'd  march  an  arm.y 
againft  him,  as  black  as  his  own  heart — cram  him 
into  the  hot  hole  and  fmother  him,  if  he  didn't  give 
you  your  fortune,  and  the  man  that  deferves  you  ! 

Emme.  Sir,  I  infift  you  run  no  hazard  on  my 
account.  I  have  form'd  a  determination  which  \ 
^lall  now  execute  :  it  is,  to  go  inftantly  and  make 
one  more  appeal  to  my  uncle— -to  Alderman 
Arable—— 

Tanjore.  What  Obadiah!  he  was  here  juft  now 
and  fcems  fo  fond  of  your  guardian  ^ 

Emmc.  I  know  it;  he  has  the  higheft  opinion  of 
|iis  honour  and  veracity ;  but  as  the  Alderman  is  the 
peareft  relation,!  have  Icft,^  he  is  the  moft  proper 

perfon 
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pcrfon  to  protcft  me  -,  and  therefore  I  fhall  make 
this  lalV  effort  to  undeceive  him.  Yonder  is  your 
filler,  I  fee  :  (he  will  conduft  me. 

Tanjore.  Allow  me  to  attend  you heigho!  — 

I  don't  know  what's  the  matter  with  me.  I  feel 
fuch  new  emotions,  and  there's  fuch  a  warm  glow 
about  my  heart,  that,  gad !  it  fancies  itfelf  in  India, 
Can  you  tell  me  what  it  means,  ma'am  \ 

Emme.  Indeed,  I  cannot,  fir;  but  very  likely  it 
refults  from  the  fatisfaftion  of  having  done  a  gene- 
rous adion,  and  the  emotion  is  new,  becaufe  like  too 
many  others,  ypu  have  perhaps  facrific'd  your  time 
and  happinefs  at  the  ftirine  of  falhion. 

Tanjore.  That's  it  ma'am — you  have  hit  it  cxadly 
— Qh !  what  I  havcfuffer'd  by  keeping  up  the  appear- 
ance of  a  fine  gentleman! — Horles  I  never  .rode — 
carriages  .  I  never  faw— Houfes  I  never  enter'd — 
frequenting  clubs,  routs,  operas,  and  in  ihort  doing 
every  thing  J[  difliked,  becaufe  I  was  told,  it  was  what 
I  ought  to, like: — but  now  I've  done  with  it — 
henceforth  I'll  live  to  plcafe  myfclf ;  and  while  I 
don't  fuffer  in  my  own  opinion,  what  need  I  care  for 
that  of  other  people.  Come,  fweec  Emmelinc; 
ypu  (hall  be  happy  Hill.  [^Ex^unt. 
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ACT  IV. 


An  Apartment  in  the  Alderman's  Houle^ 
£;i/^  Project  ^/ri  Captain  Arable. 

Capt.  Ar.  Yes,  fir,  I  am  mod  happy  in  the 
opportunity  of  thanking  you  for  the  care  you  have 
taken  of  this  unfortunate  girl — her  cfcapc  proves 
(he  has  relaps'd. 

ProjeSl.  It  does :  for  had  fhe  been  hcrfclf,  (he 
would  have  fcorn'd  to  elope  from  the  care  of  her 
guardian — you  fay  fhe  has  left  Cecilia's  lodgings-r 

Capt.  Ar.  Not  an  hour  ago  fhe  and  Cecilia  went 
away  together,  but  where  I  know  not. — 

Projca.  Well — well— rU  go  fend  the  young 
Nabob  after  them,  and  Y\\  likewife  confult  with 
her  old  phyfician  about  the  belt:  mode  of  fecuring 
her  for  the  future-— good  day  Captain,  and  remem- 
ber, whoever  firft  difcovers  her,  gives  information 
to  the  other. 

Capt.  Ar.  Agreed. 

Proje£t,  Oh !  I  forgot if  you  fhould  fee  her 

firft,  don't  let  your  wifties  get  the  better  of  your 
judgment — fhe  may  perhaps  have  a  lucid  interval, 
and  talk  with  apparent  rationality — but  be  on  your 
guard — be  convinced  fhe  has  relaps'd,  and  don't 
leave  her  till  you  fee  her  fafe  in  my  cuftody. 

Capt.  Ar.  Reft  afTur'd  I  fhall  do  every  thing  her 
unhappy  fituation  demands — good  evening — {exit 
Projea)—0)\  my  loft  Emmeline! — three  tedious 
years  are  paft  fince  laft  I  faw  thee,  and  in  that  time 
we've  botli  cndur'd  lb  much,  that  1  did  hope  our 

meeting 
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tneeting  might  be  happy— but 'tis  denicd-^if  we 
fhould  meet — 'tis  but  to  divide  with  added  grief — 
well,  I'm  prepared — let  me  reftore  the  hapleS  wan- 
derer to  her  friends,  and  then  once  more  abroad — 
in  the  heat  of  war,  I  may  forget  the  treafure  I 
have  loft  ;  or  in  a  glorious  death,  bury  at  once  my 
love  and  mifery ! —         {fits  down  in  great  agitation.) 

Enter  Emmeline  and  Vickery. 

Vickery.  The  Alderman  is  in  the  next  room 
ma'am. 

Emme.  Then  tell  him  that  a  relation  who  was 
once  dear  to  him  requefts  an  interview,  (exit  Vic^ 
kery.)  Is  every  moment  to  bring  new  affliftion? — 
but  now  I  heard,  that  he  who  charmed  my  heart,  and 
ftole  away  my  fenfes — that  he  was  coming  home  to 
wed  Cecilia — can  falfhood  be  fo — I'll  not  fufpeft 
him — in  this  very  room  Edward  firft  proffered  me 
his  love,  and  no  tongue  but  Edward's  fhall  make 
me  think  him  faithlefs. 

Capt.  Jr.  {having  obferved  her,  ri/es.)  Sure  Tm 
not  miftaken — it  is  hertelf! Emmeline! 

Emme.  I  am  difcover'd — who  can  it  be  ? — per- 
haps fome  agent  of  my  Guardian's  fent  to  fecure 
me —  {asjhtf  is  going  beftands  before  her.) 

Capt.  Ar.     What   avoid   me    Emmeline ! — have 
you  forgot    ■ 

Emme.  Edward!  my  long  loft  only  friend  !->- 
{puts  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes.)'-'p2Lrdon  me — 
my  profpcfts  have  fo  long  been  darken'd,  that  the 
leaft  flafh  of  light  quite  blinds  me. 

Capt.  Ar.  You  muft  not  weep— I  came  not  to 
encreal'e  your  forrow. 

Emme.  What  1  have  fuffer'd  fince  we  parted 
luft-— a   heated   brain  —painful    confinement— mcr- 

G  cilefs 
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cilefe  keepers — and  if  an  interval  of  rcafon  came, 
to  bring  your  form  before  me,  and  then  remember 
that  our  love  was  hopelefs — Oh!  but  now  I've 
found  you,  and  we'll  ne'er  part  again — {Edward 
turns  away  from  her.) — why  that  averted  look? — 
why  thofe  tears?— fpeak  !— you  are  not  changed  !— 
I  have  not  forfeited  your  love  ? 

Capf  Ar.  No— it  is  not  that,  but  I  could  wifti — 

Emme.  Name  it  and  I  will  fly 

Capt.  jir.  That  during  thofe  lucid  moments,  I 
could  perfuade  you  to  accompany  me  to  your 
Guardian's — to  return  to  an  afylum  form'd  to  re- 
lieve, to  fuccour,  and  reftore  you. 

Emme.  What !  does  he  confpire  againft  me  ? — ^ 
he  that  hath  caus'd  all  this  ?-^fir,  I  was  told  the 
motive  for  this  condudl,  but  I  difdain'd  fufpicion  \ — 
nay — afk  not  an  explanation — I  (hall  not  condc- 
fcend  to  anfwer  you. 

Capt.  Ar.  You  cut  me  to  the  foul — what  mo- 
tives can  I  have  but  thofe  of  pity  and  humanity. 

Emme.  Humanity  ! — is  it  humanity  to  harrafs  a 
mind  already  Ihatter'd  and  impair'd  ? — to  encreafc 
rather  than  remove  the  fever  you  have  occafion'd  ? 
—to  combine  with  enemies  in  cloiftering  me  in  a 
fliameful  feclufion,  while  falfe  and  unfeeling  as  you 
are,  you  humanely  give  your  hand  to  another  ! — Oh 
my  poor  brain! — why  did  your  fenfe'return,  only  to 
make  you  feel  encreafing  injuries  ? 

Capt.  Ar.  To  another!— hear  me  Emmeline — 

Emme.  No  fir,— -'tis  now  too  late — I  fhall  go 
infl:antly  to  your  father  and  throw  myfelf  under  his 
proteftion— farewell,  fir ! 

Capt.  Ar.  {holding  her).  Stay — you  know  not 
what  you  do--by  heaven  you  (hall  not  leave  me 
thus — think  of  our  pall  love — 

Emmt. 
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Emme.  I  do  fir :  I  remember  in  the  hours  of 
happincfs  and  prolpcriry  we  exchanged  hearts,  and 
you  have  now  let  me  an  example  which  I  ir.orn  to 
imitate — my  heart  is  ftill  your  own  !  I  fhall  banifti 
this  lall  convernuion  from  my  memory,  and  think 
of  Edward,  only  as  he  was— the  friend  of  Emme- 
line— the  foe  to  thofc  who  wronged  her— this  will 
be  my  bcu:  folace  in  retirement,  and  cheer  a  mind 
that  has  iio:  long  to  ftrupg'e. 

•  Capt.  Ar.  1  c;nnor  ^^a^-c  with  you;  and  to  prove 
no  oth<^-r  a  .v  a  momi-.-  can  engrofs  my  ti'.oughts, 
I'll  hcnccf  .)rth  wnxh  yuj  in  y..,ur  nTil.idy--*veep 
as  you  Wvcp,  ai  ^  nurfe  each  fmilc  thr.:  waits  you — 
and  if  hiir  oner  day  in  ilic  year,  returning  reafon 
Ihould  adorn  your  nind,  I  v/ill  foretro  ail  other 
women's  charms,  to  p.ifs  that  day  wi.^  EniiriC- 
line— C^iii  1  have  fuffer'd  in  my  tura,  and  were 
you  always  thus — 

Emme.  Why  ftill  fo  credulous  ?-— why  now  be- 
lieve ! 

Capt.  Ar.  I  do  not !  will  not  !  or  if  you  are 
the  lufferer  they  dcfcribe,  there  is  a  charm  about 
your  malady  fo  far  exceeding  all  their  boafted  fenfe, 
that  it  enhances,  doubles  my  affcftion !  (embraces 
her)  in  lofing  you  I  knew  what  I  had  loft,  and  I 
have  caus'd  a  wound  which  itihall  be  the  bufinefs  of 
my  life  to  heal. 

Emme.  Shall  we  be  happy  then  ?-^— I  am  moft 
grateful — my  Guardian  has  deceived  you — he  has 
involved  my  fortune. 

Capt.  Ar.  This  I  heard,  and  that  by  marriage 
with  his  Eaft  Indian  coufin,  the  debt  was  to  be 
cancel'd— but  I'll  know  all  hereafter— ^t.prefcnt  1 
am  loft  in  joy.  '      ;;  : 

G  2  .  Re-enler 
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Re-enter  Vicicery. 

Vickery.  Madam,  the  Alderman  dcfircs  to  fe? 
you  in  the  next  room. 

Emme.  What  Ihall  we  do  ? — to  feparate  fo 
foon  ?■ 

Capt.  Ar.  'Tis  hard  my  Emmcline, .  but  to  ^t- 
cure  our  union,  you  muft  perfuade  your  Uncle  to 
befriend  you — 

Emme,  I  know  it,  and  he  is  fo  bigotted  to  my 
Guardian— but  fince  you  defire  it— ^(hew  me  the 
way — [to  Vickery) — adieu  my  generous  friend? 
Should  but  the  father  imitate  the  fon,  my  fuffer- 
ings  will  be  recompenc'd  at  laft— adieu  ! .       [£^//. 

Capt,  Ar.  Fool  that  I  was  to  credit  what  they 
told  me-,  but  they  (hall  anfwer  foVely  for  their 
guilt — here  comes  the  fop  who  was  to  be  her  huf- 
band — how  the  empty  coxcomb  kifles  bis  hand  to 
her  !™rn  humble  him-r-Hl 

l^nter  Tanjore. 

^anjore.  {f peaking  as  be  enters.)  Succefs  fwect 
Emmeline,  and  if  Obadiah  don't  take  pity  on  yoq, 
Tom  Tanjore  will! — if  llie  fucceeds  Y\\  give  her 
fuch  a  kifs — ah  Ned  ! — how*s  Fred? 

Capt.  Ar.  Be  more  refpeftful  I  infift,  fir. 

Tanjore.  Rcfpe6tful ! — what  makes  you  fo  proud 
Neddy?— Oh  !  oh!  '  I  fee—better  drcifed  I—and 
you  think  that  new  coat  and  waiftcoat  makes  you 
look  like  a  gentleman  ! — heh  ? 

Capt  Ar.  Anfwer  me,  fir-— what  brings  you  here  ? 

J     Tanjore.  To  fee  your  fweethcart,  Ned,  and   if 

the  Princcfs  Nuncomoree  was  to   know  that  flic 

prcfcr'd  your  tragic  Scowl  to  my  comic  grin 

*     '  ^  Capt. 
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Copt.  Ar.  Hear  me,  fir — I'll  tell  you  a  fecret — 
your  friend  Mr.  Projeft  is  a  villain. 

Tanjore.  What  that's  a  fecret  P-r-why  Tvc  known 
it  thefc  ten  years. 

Copt.  Ar.  Tell  him  I  fay  it — but  'tis  of  no  avail 
i — rU  anfwer  for  it,  he  is  fo  void  of  courage,  that 
he  can't  perfuade  himfelf  to  fight  any  man  living.  . 

Tanjore.  Now  there  you're  wrong  •,  for  he  is  fo 
void  of  charafter,  that  he  can't  perfuade  any  man 
living  to  fight  him — therefore  have  the  goodnefs  to 
tell  him  he's  a  villain,  and  retrieve  his  reputation--*- 
my  friendfhip  and  his  depends  on  the  weathercock, 
and  the  moment  that  points  weflerly,  up  blows  a 
breeze  that  ovcrfets  it  for  ever. 

Re-enter  Vickery,  croffing  theftage  with  bis  bat  on. 

Capt.  Ar.  Vickery,  where  are  you  going  in  fuch 
hade  ? 

Vickery,  I  can  hardly  tell,  fir — my  mailer  was  in 
fuch  agitation  when  he  gave  me  his  orders^  and  he 
particularly  defired  me  not  to  inform  you. 

Capt.  Ar.  Not  inform  me ! — fpeak  this  inftant, 
firrah.  (l^yi^g  bold  of  bim.J 

Tanjore.  Ay,  (peak  this  inftant,  firrah. 

(laying  bold  of  bim.) 

Vickery.  Then  the  truth  is,  the  Alderman  has 
lock'd  up  Mifs  Emmclinc,  and  fent  me  for  her 
Guardian,  to  whom  (he  isi  to  he  delivered  and 
confin'd  for  life — there,  now  you  know  the  faft, 
and  I  take  my  leave.  [E^i^* 

Capt.  Ar.  Send  for  her  Guardian  and  confine  her 
for  life! — what's  to  be  done? — while  my  father  is 
attach'd  to  this  hypocrite,  there  is  no  way  to  extri- 
cate orfave  her, 

fanjori^ 
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^anjore.  Yes,  there  is  one — you  feem  a  fine 
fighting  fellow — Tom  Tanjord's  another,  and  as 
her  father  once  fav*d  me  from  being  confinM,  while 
I  can  cock  a  piftol,  or  brandifli  a  cane,  I  won*t  fee 
his  daughter  exposed  to  a  fimilar  predicament — 
come  along  Ned— -we'll  trip  up  Obadiah  and  carry 
her  off. 

Capt,  Ar.  What !  are  you  the  friend  of  Emme- 
line? 

Tanjore.  Yes,  and  your's  becaufe  you  are  hers— 
come  let's  have  at  them— what !  do  you  ftiirk  ? 

Capt.  Ar.  I  dare  not  go. 

Tanjore.  Dare  not! — now  this  is  always  the  way 
with  your  fighting  gentlemen — but  perhaps  it's  con- 
ftitutional,  and  the  poor  fellow's  confcience  is  a 
little  tender — ay,  ay,  fomc  of  us  Nabobs  have 
very  weak  nerves. 

Capt.  Ar,  You  niifconceive — her  Uncle  is  my 
father— he  has  forbid  me  his  prefence,  and  would 
you  have  me  lift  my  arm  againft  a  parent. 

Tanjore,  No  Ned:  but  as  he  is  no  father  of 
mine,  and  Emmeline  is  in  danger,  there  can  be  no 
harm  in  my  trying  trick,  ftratagem,  or  force,  to 
protect  her ;  therefore  I'll  ftart  alone  •,  and  may  I  go 
to  India  or  to  prifon— and  one  will  of  courfe  follow 
the  other — if  I  don't  fnatch  her  from  Obadiah, 
and  reftore  her  to  my  dear  Ned  ! 

Capt.  Ar.  The  attempt  is  hopelefs;  but  be  it  as 
it  may — I  requeft  on  knowing  how  I  can  return 
your  kind nefs? 

Tanjore.  Why,  there  are  two  ways — the  firft  is 
that  you  patch  up  your  quarrel  with  Projcdb,  in 
order  that  you  may  celebrate  your  nuptials  at  his 
houfe,  and  the  next  is,  that  as  Emmeline  will  like 
you  the  better  for  refembling  me,  you  marry  her 
jn  the  fellow  coat  to  that  I  now  wear— its  a  pretty 

hymeneal 
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hymeneal  colour  isn't  it?— fo  huzza!— now  for  the 
onfet !  —  [  Exeunt. 

SCENE — An  apartment  in  the  Alderman's  houfe 
hung  with  fiSures^  a  portrait  of  the  Alder  mam 
in  his  gown  and  full  drefjed  wig — leaning  on  a 
Plough— A  round  table — "iTwo  chairs  and  wine 
on  the  Table. 

^he  Alderman  dif covered  afteep. 

Aid.  Ar.  So  there  you  are  my  dear  niece  till  your 
guardian  comes  for  you — locks  the '  door  and  takes 
9Uttbekey. — I'll  place  the  key  by  me  and— -(^/^ 
the  key  on  the  round  table  and  Jits  down) — plague 
take  the  girl !— to  wake  me  out  of  my  afternoon's 
nap,  and  the  fweetcft  agricultural  dreams — how- 
ever, fhe  is  now  as  fafe  as  the  Rats  in  my  granary, 
and  Edward  Ihall  marry  Cecilia  diredlly — that  being 
fettled,  I'll  renew  my  paftoral  and  delicious  dreams ! 

(dozes  in  his  chair.) 

Enter  Tanjore  haftily. 

Tanjore.  Where  is  flie? — I  don't  fw*e  her— flic's 
in  this  room  perhaps— Y^O^'Wf  ^o  open  thejtage  door) 
the  door  lock'd! — ha  Obadiah  »-— how  are  you 
Obadiah  ! — (waking  himy— what  ttill  in  the  fame 
drcfs  ?— damme,  that  waiftcoat  will  be  the  ruin  of 
you. 

Aid.  Ar.  What  the  devil  do  you  want,  fir  ? 
Tanjore.    I    want  Emmclinc,    Obadiah — coufin 

Billy   has  fcnt    me  to  conduct  her  to  his  houfe 

where  is  lhc?—difpatch,  and  tell  your   fervant  to 
gc-t  a  coach,  for  it  rains  as  hard  as  it  can  pour. 

(rain  heard  here.) 
Aid. 
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Aid.  Ar.  So  it  does!— oh! — my  cabbages  will 

grow  as   tall  and  thick  as  a  wilderncfs as  to 

Emmeline,  Mr.  Tanjore,  I  Ihall  deliver  her  to  no 
pcrfon  but  her  guardian  himfelf. 

Tanjore.  Won't  you  ? — then  Til  give  you  a 
toaft— -come  fill— nay,  do  exadlly  as  if  you  were 
at  home  Obadiah — here's  "  fuccefs  to  the  next 
harveft  !'* 

Aid.  Ar.  I  rife  to  drink  that — "  fuccefs  to  the 
next  harveft." — Ah  Mr.  Tanjore — if  all  farmers 
y^erc  fo  eafily  fatisfied  as  I  am — but  they're  always 
grumbling— railing  at  the  viczthcr— (rain  ftoptj — 
zoundg,  the  rain  ftopt! — the  cabbages  will  be 
burnt  to  a  cinder. 

Tanjon.  {aftde^  taking  up  the  key.)  What's  here  ? 
no  doubt  the  key  of  the  prifon  houfe — fdeath ! — 
why  did  I  wake  him  ?- -however,  if  I  get  him  off 
his  favourite  topic,  he'll  foon  go  to  flcep  again — 
come  Obadiah!— -one  more  bumper,  Obadiah!-— 
and  now  V\\  tell  you  a  long  ftory. 

Ald.Ar.   Will  you  ? — au— au —  (yauning.) 

Tanjore.  A  very  long  ftory  Obadiah  ■  in  the 
Eaft  or  Weft  Indies,  or  fomewhere  thereabouts, 
there  was  a  fine  young  fellow  drinking  wine  with  a 
grunting  old  Alderman — Alderman  I  beg  pardon — 
I  mean  Bramin — well !  after  a  glafs  or  two  the 
Bramin  yawn'd — then  doz'd — then  clos'd  his  eyes, 
and  at  laft,  fell  faft  afleep,  [Alderman  Jleeps^  and 
Tanjore  rifes^)  then  this  fine  young  fellow  took  a 
key  off  the  table,    and  ftealing  to  the  prifon  door, 

unlocked  it,  and  led  forth  one  of  the  lovclieft 

{as  he  is  opening  the  door^  Vickery  enters  haftily.) 

Tanjore.    What's  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Vickery.  Mr.  Project  is  below,  fir. 
{Vickery  takes  np  the  bottle  and  glajfes  and  proceeds  to 
wake  the  Alderman,) 

Tanjore. 
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iTanjore*  Then  let  him  ftay  there — zounds! — 
what  are  you  at  ? 

Vickery.  Going  to  wake  my  mafter,  fir — there  is 
a  phyfician  in  Mr.  Projeft's  carriage,  to  whom 
Mil's  Emmcline  is  to  be  delivered,  and  a;s  he  is  in 
a  hurry— 

Tanjore.  Don't  touch  him— I'll  wake  him,  or 
the  devil,  or  his  own  confcience  will  wake  him— 
begone  firrah,  or — {exit  Vickery  with  bottle  and 
glqjfes) — pheugh  ! — what's  to  be  done  now  ? — if  1 
can't  get  this  guardian  out  of  the  houfe  without 
feeing  the  Alderman,  murder  will  be  the  confe- 

Suencc,  for  fooner  than  give  her  up,  curfe  me  if  I 
on't  {hoot  Billy,  choak  Obadiah,  and   poilbn  the 
do£tor ! — pheugh  !—  {walking  about  in  agitation]^ 
ProjeSl.  {without)  He's  in  this  room  is  he  ? — 

very  well — I  fhall  fee  him 

Tanjore.  See  him  \ — no  you  (han't — if  I  can 
prevent  their  meeting  at  this  moment,  I  may  fecurc 
Emmeline's  efcape,  and— how  can  I  hide  the  old 
farmer? — I'll  ftand  before  him,  and  fpread  my 
coat— no — curfe  thefe  (hort  Ikirts — what  can  I 
devifc  ?'— Projeft  at  the  door  \  the  poor  girl's  fate 
depending  on  the  event— -I  have  it, — {Turns  up  the 
round  tabky  which  completely  covers  the  jilderman.) — 
There— now  he's  as  fnug  as  if  he  was  at  Aldgate- 
Farm. 

Enter  Project  with  his  hat  on. 

ProjeH.  Whatcoufin! — how  came  you  here? — 
well ! — how's  the  wind  ? 

Tanjore.  Southerly,  Billy — by  the  heat  foutherly — 
don't  wear  your  hat  in  the  room  though — {pulls  ilf 
off) — it's  like  a  citizen  left  off  bufinefs — pheugh  !— 

H  ProjeSt^ 
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Projell.  Why,  where's  the  Alderman  ? — he  has 
font  for  me  about  Emmeline. 

Tanjore.  The  Alderman's  not  at  home — he's 
juft  gone  to  his  farm,  to  fow  turnips,  plant  pota- 
toes, and  cut  cabbages-  if  you  want  him,  follow 
him — go — go  Billy. 

Proje£f.  Pooh! — I  dare  fay  he's  in  the  fiext 
room — [Alderman  fnores.) — I -hear  him — at  the  old 
word  l—afleep  and  ihoring. 

Tatijore.  No — it's  ntt  him — it's  fome  of  'his 
live  ftock— 

Prcjell.  Not  him  !— I'll  fwear  to  both  the  tune 
and  the  inftrument,  fo  come  our  Alderman — nay : 
ftand  by— I  nuift  fee  him— fo  wake  and  come  out 
Alderman — {opens  jt age  door  and  leads  on  Emmeline) 
Emmeline!—  hi!— have  I  at  lafl:  recovered  you? — 
come  marlam— without  wafting  rime  by  recapitu- 
lating your  paft  niifconducb^  anfwer  mc  this  quef- 
tion— will  ycHj  return  to  your  afylum  or  accept  the 
hand  of  this  ge-.-srleman? 

Ta:tjcre,  Acrepr  ihe  hand  of  the  gentleman,  to 
be'  rure— rrkr  it  Emmeline  and  we'll  go  get  a 
parfon  directly— thoe— now  you  can  cfcape. 

(ajide.) 

E-mme.  No,  fir:  I  will  no  longer  fly  to  artifice 
and'  r-.ibtcrfuge  for  fafety— I  have  too  long  been 
pairi\t'  and  fubmi(n\r,  and  my  caufe  is  not 
fo  wer.ic  hnc  I  may  i:ioldly  bring  it  to  dceifion— call 
in  my  uncle,  and  ^vhcn  he  hears  our  charges  face  to 
fac4-,  I'lLii  let  him  fliy  who  ii>  molt  fit  to  be  con- 
fin'cl  ?-— Fjv.mcline  for  the  errors  of  the  head,  or 
her  Guardian  for  the  vices  of  the  heart ! 
"  Tanjcre.  Well  fpokcn  my  heroine — I'll  give  him 
a  volley  myielf  prefently. 

Projeff. 
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ProjeS.  Call  in  your  uncle  !--he  will  not  believe 
you — befides  where  is  your  evidence— who  v/ill 
fiand  up  ? 

Tanfore.  I  will — I'm  always  ready  to  fh-w  a  good 
face  in  a  good  caufe;  and  the  cauk  and  tijtiiace  are 
the  two  heft  that  ever  came  bef'urc  a  c.oiiri:  --•  love 
your  ward  and  may  1  double  the  Cajv  only  ro  get 
once  more  doubled  in  a  j'lil— jail  did  I  lay  ? — oh. 
ay: — that  was  a  nicknani^:  ^or  one  cf  my  paluces—- 
it  was  a  caftle  fo  furrouiKljd  with  walls,  bairions — 
in  fliort,  it  was  io  luncrb,  Billy,  that  I  wifli  you 
were  in  it  at  this  moment  with  all  my  heart. 

ProjeSl.  You  love  her  do  you? — then  the  bufi- 
nefs  is  fettled  at  once— there — I  join  your  hands. 

Emme.  No,  fir;  I  infift  my  uncle  may  be  call'd— 
he  thinks  you  honeft,  me  dcrang'd,  and  I'd  con- 
vince him — {Projeif /miles )"^hai\  is't  a  caufe  for 
triumph? — is  m:: lady  to  be  derided,  not  lamented? 
— weak  thoughtlefs  man  ! — be  thankful  that  your 
own  poor  reafon  is  not  loft,  and  pray  that  it  may 
foothe,  and  not  infult  misfortune. 

Proje£l.  You  miftake,  Emmeline — I  fmil'd  to 
think  you  could  convince  yovir  uncle,  when  1  and 
my  wife  can  turn  him  round  our  fingers  juft  as  we 
pleafe — hark'ye,  coz — come  here—nearer  the  table, 
if  you  take  part  againft  me  at  this  moment,  I'm 
ruin'd. 

Tanjore.  Are  you  ?  I've  a  great  mind  to  twirch 
Obadiah  and  wake  him.  (a/ide.) 

Proje£l.  The  fad  is,  Fve  embezzl'd  her  tor- 
tune,  and  if  you  marry  her  there'll  be  no  ovcr- 
hawfing  of  accounts-— I'll  make  you  amends  by 
afligning  over  to  you  the  Alderman's  farm. 

Tanjore.  Oh!  that  Obadiah  heard  this?  {Here 
she  Alderman  puts  his  head  over  the  table^  Tanjore  nods 

H  ^  to 
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tobim:  Alderman  remains  conceard.)     Oh,  ho !        f 
So,  Billy,  you  conBn'd  Emmeline  becaufe  you  had 

involv'd  her  fortune !  [very  loudly.) 

ProjeS.  Softly — if  you  fpcak  fo  loud  the  Alder- 
man will  hear  you — it  is  as  you  fay,  her  health  is 
(quite  reftor'd,  but  I  have  fo  embarked  her  fortune 
\n  my  fchemes— 

Tanjcre.  Say  no  more,  make  me  over  Aldgate* 
farm,  and  Ihe  fhall  be  a  Nabob's  wife  to-morrow. 
Yondcr's  pen  and  ink,  we'll  fign  direAly ;  and  now 
Billy  I  think  I  fhall  repay  you  for  all  your  kind- 
pefs.  [goes  up  tbejia7el) 

ProjeSl.  You  will !  you  will !  oh  my  dear,  dear 
coz!  you've  fccur*d  me  my  beft  Speculation— fo, 
madam,  the  tables  are  turn'd  you  fee. 

Emme.  He  too  defert  me!  my  firmnefs  then 
forfakcs  me !  my  uncle  ftill  prejudiced,  Edward 
about  to  be  loft  for  ever,  what  hope  have  I  but  in 
my  Guardian's  humanity  ? — Oh  fir !  behold  mc 
phce  ?gain  imploring  your  protcftion. 

^arj:re.  [coming  down  the  ftage  with  pen,  ink,  and 
paper.)  Here  coz,  let's  fign— why  Obadiah  thinks 
he  has  a  long  Icafe,  don't  he  ? 

Proji'Sl.  Oh  the  poor  clodpole!— he  knows  as 
much  about  fecurity,  as  he  does  about  a  farm  •, 
and  as  he  is  wafting  hundreds  on  rotten  fheep  and 
blightrd  cabbages,  I'll  kindly  give  you  the  means 
of  turning  him  out  at  a  moment's  warning:  here — 
now  for  my  bcft  Speculation  !     ( Pulls  down  the  ia- 

ble  to  urite  upon  it.     Alderman  leans  acrofs  the 

table  and  flares  Project  full  in  the  face.     ProjeSt 

pufhes  dcwn  the  chair  he  was  going  to  fit  upon^  and 

flands  aghafi.) 

Aid.  Ar.  (with  his  arms  on  the  Table.)  Oh  you 
confummate  fcoundrel ! — this  is  your  Speculation 
is  it? 

Tanjore. 
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Taffjore.  Why  Billy,  the  tables  arc  turn'd  in- 
deed! 

Proje£l.  They  arc — did  the  Alderman  hear? 

Aid.  Ar.  He  did ;  the  Alderman  heard  that  the 
farm  was  to  he  let  over  his  head,  that  he  was 
wafting  hundreds  on  rotten  Iheep  and  blighted 
cabbages;  and  what's  more,  the  Alderman  heard 
of  this  poor  girl's  perfecution.  Niece,  give  me 
your  hand,  henceforth,  I'll  be  a  friend,  a  com- 
forter, a  father  to  you. 

Proje£i.  Coufin,  I  wifli  I  was  in  your  Indian 
palace. 

Tanjore.  Don't  be  afraid,  you'll  be  there  fooner 
than  you  expeft. 

Aid.  Ar.  Sir,  I  defire  you'll  quit  my  houfe 
direftly — ftop  though — (takes  ProjeSl  ajide) — in 
three   hours  time  repay  me  and  this  lady  all  the 

money  you  have  fchem'd  'us  out  of,  or ^you 

think  I  don't  underftand  farming,  Mr.  Frojedt;  but 
this  I  know,  that  when  ftray  cattle  are  found  eating 
up  other  people's  property,  they  are  fecur'd ;  and 
the  King's  Bench  Ihall  be  your  pound,  you  inter- 
loper. 

Proje£l.  Coufin,  ftay  and  try  to  compofc  him,— 
then  follow  me,  and— ah  I—now  my  only  hope  is  a 
wefterly  wind!  [£x//. 

Etnme.  Generous  young  man  !  I  perceive  why 
you  took  part  againft  me — uncle  you  know  not 
half  his  kindnefs. 

Aid.  Ar.  I  do  though— the  fly  rogue  cock'd  his 
eye  to  me  behind  the  table,  and  I  luppofe  whiflc'd 
it  up  on  purpofe— -well !  come  with  me  to  my  law- 
yers— Oh  the  fcheming  fcoundrel!  he  has  made 
fuch  dupes  of  us,  Kmmeline,  that  I'd  give  up 
farming  to  find  any  body  that  has  trick'd  him. — 1 

tell 
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tell  you  what  Mr.  Tanjore,  don't  give  him  any  of 
the  trcafurcs  of  the  Eaft. 

Tanjon.  No, .  that  I  won*t ;  for  fo  far  from 
having  the  trcafurcs  of  the  Eaft  to  give,  I  expert 
my  taylor  will  fend  me  to  the  King's  Bench  every 
moment: — you  take  the  joke  Obadiah,  don't  you? 

ylld.  Jr.  I  do!  Oh  the  poor  clodpole  ! — come — 
.Fm.glad  you've  outfchem'd  him. 

Tanjore.  So  am  I:  and  when  Speculators  and 
monopolifts,  from  fordid  felfifh  motives,  diftrefs 
their  fellow  creatures,  and  bring  odium  on  their 
country,  may  they  be  caught  in  their  own  fnare» 
and,  like  Projcft,  have  the  tables  turn'd  upon  them ! 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE— jsfe  elegant  Room  in  the  King's  Bench. 
Enter  Project,  and  Promptly. 

ProjeSt.  Ay,  ay:  this  room  will  do  very  well  for 
the  little  time  I  (hall  ftay :  get  it  ready,  and  in  the 
mean  time  I'll  return  and  finifh  my  converfatioa 
with  Sir  George.  Why,  you  have  very  good  com- 
pany here,  in  the  King*s  Bench.  Oh !  I  beg  par- 
don— College,  I  think  you  call  it. 

Prom.  Yes,  College  is  the  polite  name  for 
Prifon,  fir :  pray,  won't  you  pull  off  your  boots  ? 

PrcjeH.  No,  as  I  Ihall  foon  get  my  difcharge,  I 
remain  booted  and  fpur'd  ready  to  ride  away,  you 
fee — though  fir  George  has  been  tellmg  me,  that  a 
fox-hunter,  who  has  been  a  prifoner  here  thefe  ten 
years,  has  been  fo  fure  of  getting  out  every  moment, 
that  he  has  been  booted  and  fpur'd  the  whole  time : 
however,  Tve  written  to  my  coufin  Tanjore,  told 
him  the  alderman  has  arretted  me:  and  there's  no 
doubt  but  he'll  come  inftantly  and  pay  the  debt — 
fo  get  the  room  ready. 

Prom.  Yes,  fir:  but  about  the  chum. 

Proje£i.  The  chum! — what's  that? 

Prom.  Your  companion,  fir :  every  room  in  the 
King's  Bench  has  two  tenants  j  and  unlefs  you  buy 
the  other  gentleman 

ProjeSi.  {giving  him  money)  There  then,  I  buy 
the  other  gentleman  :  there's  for  the  chum ;  and 
now,    when    Mr.  Tanjore  comes,  call  mc—Clooks 

round 
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round  the  room.)  urn!  hah!  handfome  room,  good 
furniture;  and  if  all  fails,  perhaps  this  is  as  good  a 
place  for  Speculation  as  any  other.  {Exit. 

Enter  Meanwell,  Jhewing  in  Tanjore. 

Mean.  Nay,  look  up,  fir :  Mr.  Promptly,  herc^s 
aprifoner  jull  arriv'd,  who  is  fo  melancholy,  that 
Tve  brought  him  to  your  gay  apartments  to  raife 
his  fpirits  :  were  you  never  in  jail  before,  fir. 

^an.  Yes  :  in  India,  fir — heigho  ! 

Prom.  Come,  look  around  you,  and  be  cheerful : 
why,  what  are  you  ?  and  who  arretted  you  ? 

^am.  Tm  a  Nabob,  and  my  taylor  arretted  me  for 
thirty  pounds,  [looks  up)  heh !  how  ?  egad !  this  is 
not  like  the  Indian  palace:  pray,  fir,  inform  me^ 
are  all  the  rooms  like  this  ? 

Mean.  No:  I  wifh  they  were:  mine  is  a  wretch- 
ed one;  but  having  been  all  my  life  at  fea,  I  know 
nothing  about  the  town :  the  laft  tenant  of  this 
room  was  a  Blackleg. 

Prom.  And  the  prefent  one  is  a  Swindler,  I  fancy, 
for  he  came  here  in  a  coach  and  four. 

l^an.  Came  to  jail  in  a  coach  and  four!  ah  !  I  fee 
how  it  is :  *tis  here  as  ellewhere — the  fraudulent 
debtor  rolls  in  luxury:  the  unfortunate  one  ftarves;. 
and  while  a  gallant  feanian  is  in  one  room  freezing 
without  fire  or  food,  a  dafhing  money-lender  is  in 
the  next,  quaffing  champagne,  and  drinking  "  con- 
fufion  to  his  creditors!" — but  no  matter:  they 
hang  themfelves,  or  the  law  hangs  them ;  for  the 
Devil  will  have  his  own. 

Prom.  Ay,  ay,  we  have  but  three  or  four  of 
them. 

Tan.  So  much  the  better :  but  as  I  ftiall  certain- 
ly be  out  in  a  few  minutes what  do  you  fmilc 

at 
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at?  IVe  fcnt  to  my  coufin  Projeft;  and  Pm  fure 
he  won*t  fufFer  me  to  be  confined  for  the  paltry  fum 
of  thirty  pounds — no,  no:  my  getting  out  is  a  cer-  - 
tainty;  and  as  I  wiih  to  fee  this  coach  and  four 
gentleman,  before  I  go,  1*11,  with  your  leave,  fit 
down  here  till  he  comes. 

Prom.  With  all  my  heart:  I'm  glad  we  leavei 
you  in  better  fpirits.  [£y//  with  MeanwelK 

Tan.  (folus)  Being  alone,  I  get  nervous  again : 
this  now,  is  the  end  of  diflipation!  of  lofmg  large 
fums  at  Bubble's  club,  and  wafting  others  on 
houfcs,  horfes,  carriages — and  where  was  the  Rati- 
fication ?  when  I  us'd  to  dafh  through  the  ftreets  in 
my  phaeton,  every  body  was  envying^  fneering— 
nobody  feem'd  pleas'd :  nobody  !  yes  ?  hang  it,  the 
bailiffs  us'd  to  fmile :  they  us'd  to  think  it  a  fine 
fight;  and  nod  and  wink,  as  much  as  to  fay — "  Ah, 
Maftcr !  thole  horfes  heads  will  be  turn'd  tow'rds 
our  lock-up  houfcs  at  laft:"  oh!  I  hope  Billy  won't 
forfake  me  I 

Re-enter  Project.  (Tanjore  is  fitting  Hioith  his  back 
to  him. 

Projelt.  I'm  quite  uneafy  at  Tanjore's  not  com- 
ing: what  are  a  feW  thoufands  to  a  man  of  his 
fortune — (fits  down  with  his  back  turned  to  Tanjorei) 
I  hope  he  won't  dcfert  me  t — hcigho  1 

Tan,  Hcigho! 

Projeil.  This  is  the  chumj  I  fuppofe:  he  don't 
know  I've  bought  him.  [afide* 

Tan.  Here's  the  Swindler,  I  imagine :  he  feems 
a<  miferable  as  myfelf:  I'll  condole  with  him — 
{afiJe.)  Pray,  fir,  what  firft  induc'd  you  to  keep  a 
coach  and  four  ? 

Prcjc5^.    Zounds!    what*s    that^to  you,    fir:  I 

I  have 
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have  bought  you,  and — (here  they  both  look  round, 
and  tneet  face,  to  face)  what  do  I  fee  ?  my  dear, 
dear  coufin ! 

iT/iw.  Is't  poffible?  oh,  my  kind,  kind  Billy  ! — 
(they  embrace^  and  then  rife.) 

Proje£l.  I  thought  he  wouldn't  forfake  rac  at 
this  moment. 

Tan.  I  faid,  I  fhould  be  out  to  a  certainty. 

Pro}e3.  Well,  here  we  are,  coz. 

Tan.  Yes,  here  we  arc,  coz. 

ProjeS.  I  knew  I  Ihould  have  the  pleafure  of 
feeing  you  here  to  day. 

Tan.  Did  you  ?  it  was  a  pleafure  I  didn't  know 
of  myfelf;  but  I  ftia*nt  ftay  now:  thefooner  we 
go  out  the  better,  I  fay ;  come  along,  BiUy. 

Project.  Ay,  come  along.  Nabob — [they  go  to 
tbejiage  door^  and  jiop.)  have  you  paid  the  debt 
cofts  though  ? 

Tan.  No,  but  you  have,  and  that's  the  fame 
thing  you  know:  come — 

ProjeSi.  Come you  forget,  coz:    how  can  a 

man,  that's  in  limbo,  as  they  call  it,  come  and — 

Tan.  What! 

ProjeS.  How  can  I,  that  am  a  prifoncr  in  the 
College  here  ? 

Tan.  Are  you  a  prifoner  ?  • 

ProjeSl.  To  be  furc  1  am:  Fm  not  like  you:  I 
can't  walk  in  and  out. 

Tan.  Ha!  ha!   ha! 

Prpjedi.  What's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Tan.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

ProjeSl.  What  the  devil  do  you  laugh  at  ?  why 
don't  you  go  and  difcharge  the  debt  ? 

Tan.  I  can't,  I  can't:  {jiill  laui^hing.)  becaufc 
I'm  in  limbo  too!  I'm  a  prifoner  myklf:  lb  give 
me  your  hand — here  we  are  to  a  certainty  ! — lord  ! 

it's 
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it's  nothing  when  your'c  usM  to  it;  and  if  you*d 
been  in  an  Indian  College  as  long  as  I  was — zounds  ! 
what  have  I  faid  ? 

Projell.  How's  that  ?  what  did  you  fay  ?  impri- 
fon'd  in  India ! 

Tan.  Well:  it's  in  vain  to  conceal  it:  the  truth 
muft  come  out  at  laft,  fo  the  faft  is,  coufin,  the 
ihips  are  arriv'd  :  they  have  brought  over  the  rich 
Mr.  Tanjore,  with  bullion,  pearls,  and  diamonds ; 
but  Fm  forry  to  fay,  in  their  hurry,  they  left  all  my 
treafure  behind. 

Proje3  Then  curfe  me,  if  one  of  my  fpecula- 
tions  have  fucceeded  :  Til  give  up  fcheming :  V\\ — 
anfwer  me,  fir :  how  dare  you  wafte  a  gentleman's 
fortune,  when  you  knew  you  could  never  repay 
him  ? 

fTan.  And  how  came  you  to  wafte  a  lady's  for- 
tune, when  you  knew  you  could  never  repay  her  ? 
ProjeH.  But  you  talked  of  your  riches,  fir :  faid 
my  houfe  could  nev^r  hold  them. 

Tan.  Well ;  and  havn't  I  kept  my  word  ?  look- 
'ye,  fir :  when  I  left  this  country,  ruin'd  by  you 
and  the  club-,  you  refus'd  even  to  (hake  hands  with 
me  at  parting:  I'm  indebted  to  you  for  your  hof- 
pitality,  and  for  that,  I  thank  you— down  to  the  very 
ground;  you  made  me  welcome. in  your  apart- 
ments :  I  beg  you'll  be  at  no  ceremony  in  mine : 
fit  down,  Billy. 

Projelt.  If  I  could  only  get  free  and  leave  him — 
What  do  I  fee  ?  the  Alderman  !  no  doubt,  his  n;- 
gard  for  my  wife  has  induced  him  to  come  and 
fettle  my  afiairs. — {Enier  Alderman  Arable) — 
Ah,  my  old  generous  friend,  I  thought  you'd  for- 
give me;  I  knew  you'd  procure  a  difchargc. 

Aid.  Ar.  You  thought  right ;  I  have  procured 
the  difchargc. 

I  2  Tan. 
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Tan.  Why,  Obadiah,  arc  you  too  in  limbo? 
What  the  devil  brings  yoq  here? — {locks  at  bis 
4refs) — Ah  !  ah  !  didn't  I  fay,  that  waiftcoat  would 
be  the  riiirt  of  you  ? 

Projefi.  Mr.  Nabob,  I  leave  you  to  the  nriifcry 
you  dcferve,  never  mind  though,  while  you  ftay  ill 
the  college  here,  you  ncednt'r  pay  your  debts,  and 
nothing  is  fo  comfortable  as  to  have  a  good  warin 
houfe  over  your  head,  fo  good  bye,  chum. 

Tan.  What  have  you  brought  his  difchargc,'  Cba- 
diah,  and — 

Jld.  Ar.  No,  but  Pve  brought  yours,  here  it  is, 
my  boy ;  I  heard  you  were  pounded,  and  I  came  as 
eagerly  to  get  you  out,  as  if  you'd  been  part  of  my 
own  hve  (lock  ;  come  along  though,  I  want  you  to 
go  diredly  and  find  my  fon  Jack;  he's  either  at 
his  own  chambers  or  Bubble's  club;  you  muft  find 
him  and  tell  him  I  vvant  Lmmeline's  marriage  iet-. 
dement  drawn  diredlly. 

Tan.  Emmeline's  marriagerfettlcment !  with 
whom,  fir? 

Aid.  Ar.  Hark  ye,  come  here — [takes  Tanjorb 
afide) — Lady  Projcft  has  at  laft  confcntcd  to  an 
aflSgnation  ;  her  pafllon  for  the  paftoral .  virtues 
of  her  fweet  fhephcrd,  as  flic  call^  me,  has  in- 
duced her  to  meet  me  lite  a  the  in  her  dreffing- 
room  ;  now,  in  an  hour's  time— Oh  !  I  know  my 
perfon  and  the  Nova  Scotia  mutton  would  make 
an  imprefljon  at  laft !  therefore,  at  her  interceflion 
{turning  to  P.)  I've  determined  that  Emmcline  fliall 
marry  her  old  fuitor.  Sir  Frederick;  he  was  her 
father's  choice,  and  as  Edward  has  offended  me,  he 
(hall  be  mine. 

Frcje£l.  Say  you  fo  ?  then  I've  an  iron  in  the 
fire  yet.  [afide. 

'Tan. 
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Tan.  Vf  hat  are  you  at,  Obadiah?  Lady  Stingy 
will  make  as  great  a  dupe  of  you  as  her  hufbana 
has  ;  fhe  is  a  woman  of  defign,  one  of  thofe  half- 
and-half  ladies  whofe  reputation  depends  on  keep* 
ing  open  houfe-,  and  entertainment,  or  no  entertain- 
ment, makes  or  mars  her  reputation — don't  you  re- 
member her  fainting  in  my  arms  ? 

jild.  Jr.  I  do,  but  her  grandmother  was  clofc 
at  hand ;  yes,  I  am  the  idol  of  her  heart,  and  Ihe  is 
to  receive  me  in  her  drefling-room,  that  facred 
temple  that  not  even  her  hulband  ever  entered. 
Good  day,  Mr.  Projeft;  Tve  already  quitted  Aid- 
gate  farm,  and  taken  a  fnug  profitable  one  near*. 
Iflington,  where  you'll  always  be  welcome  to  <  ■ 
the  rotten  fheep  and  blighted  cabbages — come. 
Nabob. 

Tan.  We'll   talk  further  about  this  Lady  Pro. 

jeft Chum,  good  bye!  while  you   (lay  in  the 

College  you  needn't  pay  your  debts  you  know,  and 
nothing  is  fo  comfortable  as  to  have  a  good  warm 
houfe  over  your  he'kd,  particularly  when  the  wind  is 
high  and  wefterly!    hem!  come  along,  Obadiah! 

{Exit  with  Alderman. 

Projeil.  {rubbing  bis  bands.)  Bravo!  if  Sir  Frer 
derick  marries  Emmeline,  he  takes  her  with  the 
fortune  in  its  entangled  (late,  and  confequently  I 
fliali  be  difcharged — (Enter  a  Servant  who  gives  him 
a  letter) — from  my  wife  ! — Reads : 

"  My  dear  Hujband, 

•*  Fve  only  time  to  fay,  that  if  you  hear  of 

"  an  aflSgnation  between  me  and  the  Alderman, 

f*  be  convinc'd  it  is  to  fecure  the  marriage  be- 

F  2  "  twcen 
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"  twccn  Emmeline  and  Sir  Frederick,  and  thus 
**  reftore  you  to  your 

affeftionate  wife, 

KATHARINE  PROJECTS 

Kind  wife  and  kind  Sir  Frederick !  1*11  go'  and  com- 
municate the  good  news  to  Sir  George  — Oh! 
this  is  a  fafe  fpeculation !  and  not  like  the  Indran 
one—fool!  blockhead  that  I  was,  to  take  that 
broken-down  prodigal,  for  the  rich  Mr.  Tanjore, 
however,  this  is  a  different  fcheme — yes,  yes,  it 
depends  on  my  wife's  prudence,  and  Heaven  be 
praifed,  not  on  fhips,  water.  Nabobs,  or  wefterly 
\Tinds !  [Exit. 

SCENE. Bubble's   Club.      A   Flat  with  two 

Doors. 

Enter  from  one  Door  Jack  Arable  and  a  Servant. 

Jack.  Curfe  my  bad  luck,  or  rather  curfe  my 
bad  management,  to  be  at  Epfom  only  ten  minutes 
ind  lofe  all  the  Spanifh;  I  thought  to  make  an  ex- 
ctllent  hedge,  when  plague  on't,  I  found  I  had  bet- 
ted the  long  odds  both  ways  •,  then  to  borrow  thirty 
of  the  man  at  the  coffee-houfe  and  take  a  dafh  here 
at  Bubble's,  to  lofe  that  too,  and  then  be  bothered 
by  one's  clerk  about  law  bufinefs.  [Well,  fir, 
what , 

Serv.  The  fpecial  Pleader  has  fent  you  thefe  de- 
clarations,  fir. 

Jack  Ar.  Why,  is  it  term  time  ? 

Sei-v.  Term  began  four  days  ago,  fir. 

Jack  Ar.  And  I  on  a  race  ground  the  whole 
time!  come,  that's  fair,  very  fair,     {/tts.)     I  don't 

think 
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think  my  education  fo  finifhed  as  I  thought,  for  if  it 
was  I  never  could  be  fo  ignorant,  as  to  bet  the  long 
odds  both  ways ;  I  wonder  who  wins  ?  for  when  I 
complain  of  my  lofles,  every  body  elfe  fays  they 
have  loft  too;  hang  me!  if  ever  I  faw  a  man  thac 
had  won  in  my  lite. 

Enter  Takjore.     {from  the  other  door). 

^an.  Done  it  at  laft !  huzza !  here's  retribution. 
Jack,  retribution ! 

Jack  Ar.  Why,  what  is  this  ?  Who  are  you, 
fir? 

Tan.  The  luckicft  dog  in  Europe,  Jack.  Your 
father  Obadiah  fent  me  to  look  after  you  here  at 
Bubble's,  and  not  feeing  you  I  put  my  hand  in  my 
pocket  where  I  found  five  guineas  my  fitter  Jiad  lent 
mc,  '*  ril  have  a  touch,'*  fays  I,  «*  this  Faro  Bank 
diihed  mc  formerly,  now  TU  try  to  difh  them" — 
down  went  the  five  guineas  on  your  namefake  the 
knave  of  clubs,  Jack,  the  knave  in  my  favour !  I 
cock't  it — once  more  in  my  favour  ! — cock'd  it 
again,  till  it  had  won  fo  often,  that  I  thought  the 
fliips  were  arrived,  and  I  was  a  Nabob  in  reality. 

Jack.jfr.  And  what's  all  this  to  me?  what  do  I 
care  for  your  luck  ? 

Tan.  (Putting  Rouleaus^  Guineas  and  Bank  notes  on 
the  table.)  Here  they  are-,  look,  vou  rogue,  look  ! 
how  I  feel  for  the  poor  devils  that  lolt  them  !  1 
always  pity  the  unlucky  ones,  don't  you.  Jack  ? 

Jack.  Ar.  Zounds,  fir,  I  am  an  unlucky  one; 
that  was  my  Poney  and  that  was  my  Bank 
note. 

Tan.  Was  it?  then  take  it  again  and  go  and  put 
it  on  the  knave;  I'm  ferious,  Jack,  take  it,  and 
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—by  the  Ganges !  that's  a  neat  Nifi  Prius  drefs  ; 
What !  you  prefer  a  fcarlet  coat  to  a  black  one  ? 

Jack  Ar.  Ay,  and  cards  to  briefs  j  fo  give  tnc 
the  Spamfh  and  let  me  be  off. 

Enter  Captain  Arable,  bajiily. 

Capt.  Ar.  Stay,  and  grant  a  brother's  laft  rc- 
queft,  nay,  I  mufl:  and  will  be  heard  -,  by  my  fa- 
ther's orders,  are  you  not  going  to  draw  a  fcttlement 
between  Emmeline  and  Sir  Frederick  ? 

Jack,  Jr.  Me  going  to  draw  a  fectlement ! — No, 
I'ni  goin^  to  cock  the  knave;  and  as  to  father,  he 
can't  blame  me,  becaufe  he  once  play'd  himfelf,  you 
know,  ril  tell  you  how  it  was,  fir;  (/^  Tanjore.) 
he  was  fcnt  for,  as  magiftrate,  to  put  dnwn  a  hazard 
tabic— in  lie  came  with  the  conftables — pufh'd 
down  the  groom  porter — feiz'd  the  caller- -laid  hold 
of  the  dice-box,  when  lo  !  as  if  there  was  magic  in 
the  wood,  he  cad  his  eyes  at  the  guineas  on  the 
table,  and  avarice  fo  completely  got  the  better  of 
juftice,  that  he  hallowtu  out,  '*  feven's  the  main — 
at  all  in  the  ring,  my  jolly  boys." 

Tan.  Well !  and  they  cheated  him,  ^ave  him 
loaded  dice. 

Jack.  Ar.  No,  that  wasn't  worth  while ;  they  faw 
what  a  flat  he  was,  fo  picked  his  pocket  at  once  1 
famous,  hch  ?  adieu,  brother ;  farewell,  benefadtor ! 
here's  the  Spanifh  once  more ! 

{Exit  looking  at  the  Bank  note. 

Tan.  (To  Captain.)  Don't  ftop  him,  Ned;  let 
him  go,  I  fay  ;  if  he's  out  of  the  way,  the  fcttlement 
can't  be  drawn;  I  gave  him  the  money  on  pur- 
pofe. — 

Capt.  Ar.  This  is  but  temporary  ccnfolation, 
^)x\\t  the  Alderman's  abfurd  vanity  attaches  him 

to 
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ib  Lady  Projeft,  there  is  no  hope  of  faving  Emme- 
line;  and  t©  lofe  her  after  all  the  confliAs  we  have 
fufFered !  to  fee  her  giv  en  to  another,  at  the  moment 
when  I  thought  her  mine  for  ever-,  then  perhaps  to 
fee  her  mind  but  late  leftored,  again  involved; — by 
Heaven !  that  thought  will  madden  mine* 

Tan.  So  it  ought,  if  you  will  talk  of  your  own 
fufFerings  and  forget  her*s,  poor  girl !  did  you  tell 
her  ? 

Capi.  At.  I  did,  and  when  fhe  heard  (he  was  to 
wed  Sir  Fr*ederick,  there  was  a  wild  emotion  in  her 
countenance  portending  that  her  fever  would  re- 
turn— (he  faidj  "  they'd  rob  her  of  all  hope,  and 
once  more  Ileal  her  fenfes;  yet  they  ftiould  not,  I 
would  not  let  them,  would  I  ?"  then  with  a  figh 
flic  left  me;  Oh,  my  friend!  I  am  not  ufed  to  fink 
beneath  misfortune,  but  this  lall  fcene  has  quite 
unmanM  me. 

Tan.  More  fhame  for  you,  it  only  animates  me, 
misfortunes  always  roufe  me,  and  if  ever  you  ftiould 
be  in  prifon  at  Madras,  the  gaolers  there  will  tell 
you  fo.  I've  already  expofed  the  huftjand ;  now  FU 
try  to  manage  the  wife ;  flie  loves  money ;  here's 
plenty,  fo  Fllgo  direftly  and  bribe  her- 

Copt.  Jr.  That  will  be  hopelefs,  nothing  but  ex- 
citing the  Alderman's  jealoufy. 

Tan.  rU  try  that  too,  Obadiah  half  fufpefts  me 
at  prcfcnt,  fo  wait  for  your  brother  and  come  too- 
ther to  Lady  Projeft's,  and  by  the  time  you  arrive 
if  all  isn't  to  your  wifties,  may  the  monfoon  deluge 
me!  may  Tippoo  torture  me!  may  the  Marattha's 

but  this  is  no  time  for  fine  fpeechcs ^fol- 

low  me  to  Lady  Projeft's, — {goings  returns.) 
d'ye  hear,  Ned,  bring  your  wedding  coat  alohg  with 
you,   for    damme,    but  you  fliall  be  Fmmeline's 
hulband  this  very  night!  [Exeunt /eparately. 

K  SCKNE 
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SCENE-^Ltf^  Project's  dreffing  room. 

Enter  Lady   Project  with  a  paper  in  her  handy 
followed  by  afervant. 

.  Lady  Pro.  When  the  Alderman  comes,  (hew  him 
up  ftairs.  {exitfervant,)  1  have  honoured  him  with 
this  tctc  a  tccc  in  my  drelfing  room,  to  fecure  the 
marriage  J  and  he  fha'n*t  leave  the  room,  till  he 
fignsthis  agreement;  which  binds  him  in  a  penalty 
of  ten  thoufand  pounds  to  give  Emmclinc  to  Sir 
Frederick.     Thus  by  ceconomy 

Serv.  (zvitbout.)  Sir,  you  muftn't  pafs. — ^This 
is  my  lady's  dreffing  room. 

Tanjore.  (without.)  I  tell  you,  1  will  come  up. 
Stand  by,  firrah.  [Tanjore  enters.)  So  Kitty!  her^s 
the  Nabob. 

Lady  Pro.  Heavens !  Where  do  you  come  from, 
fir? 

Ta?ijore.  From  the  college,  coz;  where  I  left 
Billy  lb  certain  of  getting  out,  that  he  was  ready 
booted  and  fpur'd. 

Lady  Pro,  Sir,  I  infift  you  leave  the  room — Fm 
engaged — bcfuks  I  ihould  be  ferry  to  ufe  hard 
words;  but  your  conduct  has  been  fo  little fhort of 
that  of  a  fvvii* idler 

Ta7ijcre.  Coz,  why  fo?  thou^ih  I  didn't  get  money 
in  India,  I've  got  it  in  Lngland — look  hene ! 

\Sbe-xvinv  hank  notes. 

Ladj  Pro.  I  lundrci.is  I  dixlai'c  !  Who  gave  you 
thcfe  no.;.3  ?  .Son iC  fwi  idling  knave,  Ifuppofe. 

Tarijcre.  Il  .vus  a  ii^-^uvc,  but  uot  a  fwindling  one, 
upon  ai/iui.iC'ur.  Lo.;k  iie.c,  and  iiui'.'!  enough  to  give 
ten  wcJJii.ig  uinherL-,  and  buy  lJI  tr.e  fhawls,  china, 
and  chinuvi  in  Eurcpv:. — Don't  \i\z  figfit  ci^.arm  you? 

Lady 
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Lady  Pro,  It  does ;  and  when  a  man  has  money, 
it  don't  fignify  whether  he  got  it  in  India  or  England. 
My  dear  coufin,  my  houfe  and  tabic  were  always 
open  to  you-,  and  if  I  knew  how  to  ob]'o;e  you 

Tanjore.  There  is  a  way  Kitty — as  yju  ftill 
govern  the  Alderman,  perfuade  him  to  kt  Edward 
marry  Emmeline--do,  and  'half  :hd^  are  yours* 
[Putting  rouleaus  in  her  hn)id.)  Then-, — and  I  wilh 
frcm  my  foul  thut  al!  who  huve  luck  at  t*'c  h!a:r.ing 
table,  mav  difpofe  of  th.ir  winnii;u;s  in  fu  bviic^vo- 
lent  a  mannrr. 

Lady  Pro.  ImpaTri'v'r ! — The  only  m')de  of 
fettling  my  hufband's  aliaiis,  is  bv  Sir  Frederick's 
marrying  Emmeiine;  and  tiiereltrc  a.*;  jny  pride 
will  not  fu.fcr  him  to  len-'uin  in  prifoo,  and  tiie 
living  there  is  too  expenlivc,  I  ihu-i  make  the 
Alderman  fign  this  apn^eTv  lu  whic'i  i;::ii's  l,;in  in  a  , 
penalty  of  ten  t!iv»u!and  pounds 

Tanjore.  Make  him  lign  this  agreement— make 
Hm  renew  Emnielinc's  malady— break  liis  fon's 
heart— feparate-— curie  it !  what's  thj  ufe  of  win- 
ning, when  money  willijjcu  purchafe  even  "momentary 
gratification  ?  Now  do  Kitty :  there's  a  dear, 
liberal,  generous  girl.      Fl^ink   Jiow  tiiey  love  each 

other:  think— here   arc   more   r:uK*aus,  here 

\A  knocki'^i^  a'  the  door. 

Lady  pro.  Bicfs  nie  !  if  this  Ihould  be  the  Alder- 
man ?  [locks  out.)  it  is !  coiii-  to  keep  an  aflignation 
and  tlnd  another  man  in  my  drefang  room!  Go,  fir, 
get  out  of  the  -v^y  dire6tiy--rtep  into  the  next  room 
— hide  your*cii'—  , 

Tanjore.  1  fay,  Kitty  ;  don't  you  remember  when 
Obadiah  caught  you  fainting  in  my  arms  ? 

Lady  Pro.  I  do  :  and  theft's  an  additional  motive 
for  concealing  yourfeir.— -ivow  pray  retire.  [Tanjore 
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nods  ajfent.)  Thanks  my  VXnA  cow^m.  {Tanj ore  pau- 
fes.)  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you?  What 
makes  vou  put  your  hand  to  your  head?  Are  you 

ill? '- 

Tanjcre.  Softly :  it's  my  old  complaint — a  giddi- 
nefs — a  vertigo — Pm  going — hold  mc  or  I  fhall 
tumble — Oh,  I'm  fick,  I'm 

Lady  Project  holds  out  her  arm  to  fupport  bim. 
Tan  JORE  rejis  himfelfupon  it^  and  the  Alder- 
man enters. 

Aid.  Ar.  Where  is  my  life,  my  love  ? Hol- 
loa !  what  the  devil's  all  this  ? 

Tiiujcre.  Only  the  tables  turn'd  again,  you  fee, 
Obadiah,  you  fee.  [Comes  away  from  Lady  Proje£l.) 
Coufin,  I'm  better. 

Aid.  Ar.  Why,  where's  her  grandmother  ?  Oh ! 
this  is  beyond  her  hulband's  fpeculation ! 

Tartjore.  (afide  to  Aid.)  If  you  want  further 
proof,  look  at  thole  rouleaus  which  fhe  took  as  a 
bribr :  then  read  that  agreement :  then— 

Aid.  Ar.  My  eyes  arc  open'd.  I  was  partly  con- 
vinc'd  before  I  came;  but  now,  I  give  all  my  love 
to  the  wind — pheugh! — ihcre,  it's  gone!  and  the 
Alderman's  hinifelf  ag.iin!  (Enter  a  fiyjarJ.)  Step 
over  the  way  to  Sir  Frederick's,  and  tell  him  to 
come  hv^re  directly,  and  brir.^};  En:meline  and  Ceci- 
lia along  with  Ikii.  (Sc>-vr''t  exit.)  1  left  them  there 
in  comi\iny  with  t!.o  TvmI  Nabob,  the  rich  Mr.  Tan- 
iore,  who  fecir.s  ;-.s  for.  J  i^f  your  filler  as  I  am  of  my 
n-vW  f.;rm;  ;.n.:  tclc^r;  as  n'^uc.^.  notice  of  herperfon, 
as  vou  h;ive  dor.c  ci  rr.v  wa.ilcoat. —  It's  a  match, 
isn't  i:  ? 

•i.-v':  ■•.  1  Iiorc  fj.  Ii's  nn  old  attachment. 
A^'s  a  N\0't!:y  r.ll  \v,  a::J.  r.jxt  to  b^ing  a  Nabob 
m\fclr,  I  ihjiilol  l:kc  :j  be  brother  to  one. 
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Enter  Sir  Frederick,  Emmeline,  and  Cecilia. 

Lady  Pro.  Ay,  now  Alderman  you  can  give 
Emmcline  to  her  hufband. 

Ald.Ar.  So  I  can,  and  fo  I  will.  Emmclinc, 
give  me  your  hand — niay,  don't  think  to  avoid  me. 
1  infift  you  marry  the  man  I  have  in  my  eye. 

Sir  Fred,  (advancing  to  take  Emmelisl's  band.) 
Alderman,  you  are  all  kindnefs, 

Emme.  Let  me  entreat  you,  fir,  hear  me— 

Aid.  Ar.  I'll  hear  nobody.  I  wouldn't  hear  the 
Board  of  Agriculture  if  they  were  going  to  adjudge 
ine  a  prize.  I  tell  you,  take  the  man  I  chufc  for 
your  hufband.  (Enter Captain  and  Jack  Arable.) 
there-,  (^mug- Emmeline  /^Edward.)  now  don't 
interrupt  me,  for  the  clouds  are  chuCk  full  of  water* 
and  there's  been  lately  fo  much  bad  weather,  that, 
funfliine  will  be  welcome  to  us  all. 

Tanjore.  Emmeline,  I  give  you  joy.  Ned,  your 
hand.  Fred,  yours.  Obadiah,  I  fhall  like  you  and 
your  waiftcoat  as  long  as  I  live.  Kitty,  yours. 
And  now  let  me  advile  you  to  order  your  coach  and 
four.  Drive  to  the  college  and  try  to  raife  the  wind 
— a  weiterly  one  if  poffible. 

Lady  Pro.  Come,  Sir  Frederick ;  I  believe  we'd 
better  retire:  only  I  beg  leave  to  oblerve,  that  if  any 
body  defames  my  c  ha  rafter,  I  Ihail  profecutc  them 
notwithftanding  the  expences  of  the  law.  lil  have 
my  reputation  juftified  if  it  cofts  me  five  pounds* 
Come,  fir. 

Tan/ore.  Ay  ;  that's  about  the  value  of  it.  Oo, 
Fred.  go. — Go.  (Lady  aTul  Sir  Frederick  exeunt.) 
I  fay,  Kitty,  n)y  love  to  your  grandmother. 

Aid.  Ar.  Kclward,  forget  and  forgive  my  boy. 
Though  Projeft  has  hurt  Emmcline's  fortune, 
f here's  enough  left  to  make  you  live  happy — if  not, 

take 


76  SPECULATION. 

take  a  landed  efl:ate  near  mine,  and  V\l  ftiew  you 
how  to  make  a  fortune  by  farmin?,  you  rogue. 

Jack,  {to  Tanjore.)  Yes;  I  cnck'd  the  knave, 
but  I  loft  all  the  Spanifli— hang  it !  Vm  half  tir'd 
of  gambling,  and  if  I  won  ten  thoufand  a  year,  I 
clon^t  think  I  could  tell  how  to  fpend  it  ? 

Tanjore.  Couldn't  you  ?  then  take  a  wife,  Jack, 
and  (he'll  tell  you  how  to  fpend  ir— enter  into  the 
fchool  of  matrimony,  Mr.  Batchclor  of  Arts,  and 
there  finifli  your  education.— Cecily  here  has  fee 
you  an  example:   havn'cyou 

Cecilia.  I  have  from  two  motives :  firft  becaufe 
Mr.  Henry  Tanjore  has  long  won  my  afFcftions, 
and  fccondiy  becaufe  he  means  to  give  affluence  to 
his  namefake.  My  dear  brother,  you  may  now 
return  to  India  and  live  in  a  palace  in  reality;  for 
a  third  of  my  huft^and's  rupees  and  pagodas  are  at 
your  difpofal. 

Jack  Ar.  Are  they  ?  that's  fair,  very  fair. 

Emme.  {to  Tanjore,)  And  is  there  none  to  (hare 
your  treafures  ?-— is  there  no  fair  one  worthy  a  heart 
fo  warm  and  fo  benevolent. 

tanjore.  (fljaking  his  head. )  Hereafter  perhaps  it 
may  find  one  like  Emmeline's.— Till  then,  I  (hall 
purfue  a  plan,  which  had  Proje£t  followed,  he  had 
now  been  happy — that  is,  not  to  wafte  a  fortune  in 
diffipation,  and  try  tcy  retrieve  it,  by  falfe  and  un- 
ju ft  Speculation. 

If  we  muft  fcheme  let  us  try  Projefts  here. 
When  they  have  merit,  where 's  our  caufe  for  fear  ? 
If  they  have  not,  good  humour  props  our  caufe; 
So  make  us  Nabobs,  by  your  kind  applaufe. 

JIND  OF   THE  COMEDY. 
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WKITTEir  BY  MILES  PETER  ANDREWS,    E»Q. 

AND 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  LEITIS. 


JL  H  £  Drama  done,  proceed  we  now  to  fay 
Something  about,  or  not  about  thejplay ; 
Fine  fubjeO:  ours — rare  times !  when  Speculation 
Engroflcs  every  ftibjeft  in  the  nation ; 
To  help  the  State, — Jews,  Gentiles,  all  are  willing, 
And  for  the  Omnium,  venture  their  lad  fhilling ; 
Nay,  fome  fubfcribe  their  thoufands  to  the  Loan^ 
Without  a  tingle  fixpcnce  of  their  own  : 

Be  that  their  Speculation — I  profefs, 
To  fpcculate  on  one  thing  only— Dreii ; 
Shew  me  your  garments.  Gents,  and  Ladies  fair; 
1*11  tell  you  whence  you  come,  and  wlio  you  are 
But  fportfman  like,  to  hit  the  game,  I'll  try. 
Charge,  prime;  prcfent  my  glafs,  and  cock  my  eye. 
What  a  fine  Harvefl  this  glad  Sealbn  yields ! 
Some  Ladies'  heads  appear  like  iluhble  fields ; 
Who  now  of  thrcaten'd  famine  dare  complain  ? 
When  every  female  forehead  teems  with  Gmin; — 
Sec  how  the  whcat-lheaves  nod  amid  the  plumes  ! 
Our  Barns  are  now  transferi'd  to  Drawing-rooms; 
And  hufbands  who  indulge  in  a6livc  lives, 
To  fill  their  Granaiies,  may  thralh  their  wives ; 
Nor  wives  alone  proline,  notice  draw, 
^Old  Maids,  and  young  on-s,  all  are  in  tlic  Riaw.  - 
That  damfcl  wript  in  fliawls,  wlio  looks  16  blue. 
Is  a  return  from  India — thiugs  wout  do 
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The  market's  up — fhe  couldn't  change  her  name ; 
No  rich  Ram-Row ws,  or  Wang  jang  Wappers  came  ; 
Bad  Speculation,  Bet,  (o  far  to  roam ; 
Blaek  legs  go  out,  and  Jail  birds  now  come  home     <■  ■ 

Yon  ftripling  there — all  trowfers,  and  cravat. 
No  body,  and  no  chin — is  call'd  a  Flat ; 
And  he  kcl'.fic  him,  v/ith  a  fquarc  cut  frock, 
Button'cl  bcfcre,  behind  a  fquare  cut  dock  ; 
Is,  I  would  bet,  nor  fear  to  be  a  lofcr, 
Either  a  man  of  fafhion,  or  a  hruit'er : 
-A  man  of  fafiiion  !  nothing  but  a  ijuiz— 
I'll  (hew  you  what  a  man  of  breeding  is : 
With  back  to  fire,  (louch'd  hat,  and  knowing  flangi 
lie  charms  his  miftrei's  by  this  fwocl  harangue; 
"  Well;  pretty,  lovely  Lucy !  how  d'ye  do? 
*«  Come,  ice  my  puppy !"     *•  No,  Harry,  to  fee  you." 
•*  You're  vaftly  welcome,  you  fliall  fee  ny  ftud, 
'*  And  ride  my  poney,"-7-'*  Harry ^  yo:ir*e  too  good," 
•'  Zounds !  how  it  freezes  !  Fly  was  Sancho's  fire— 
*'  Mils,  can  you  fee?"—"  I'd  like  to  lee  the  fire." 
That's  your  politencfs — that's  your  flaming  lover  : 
The  fair  may  chill — but  he'll  be  warm  all  over. 

We're  an  odd  medley,  we  mud  all  confefs — 
Strange  in  our  manners,  (Iranger  in  our  drefs  : 
Whim  is  the  word— droll  pantomimic  age ! 
With  true  tip-topa  of  tafte,  Grotefcjue's  the  Rage  f 
Beaux  in  long  ilceves,  and  fmall  cloiths  clofe  confin'd^ 
Jicllcs  buiich'd  before,  and  bundled  up  behind ; 
The  flights  of  fafhion  bordering  on  buffoon, 
<-)nc  looks  like  Punch,  the  other  Pantaloon  ; 
But  hold — my  raillery  makes  fomc  look  gruflf— 
So  I'll  Acal  ofi— 1  think  I've  faid  enough* 
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PROLOGUE, 

WRITTEN  BY  W.  T.  FITZGERALD,  ESQ;^ 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  TOMS. 

3l  O  each  new  Play,  a  Prologue  mull  appear. 
Like  Po^t  Laureates  Ode  to  each  New-Year— 
But  here,  at  once,  the  fimile  muft  end. 
Chance  is  the  Laureat's,  not  the  Prologue's  Friend: 
He  may  anticipate  the  coming  hour. 
By  the  prophetic  Mufe's  magic  pow'r ; 
But  we,  Jike  fhewmen,  trumpet  forth  our  ware, 
Prgmifc  you  feafts  ;  but  (hew  no  Bill  of  Fare; 
Bound  down  to  fecrecy  w»mull  not  fay, 
Ojie  word  upon  the  fubjed  of  the  Play. 
Yef  for  Our  Author  this  I  dare  impart. 
He  bears  your  former  favours  next  his  hesjt     i  ■ 
And  though  the  courfe  he  ftecrs  to  night  be  new. 
He  fears  no  quickfands,  piloted  by  you; 
Y^hofe  powerful  aid,  and  JHll  fuilaining  hand» 
Have  ever  brought  his  little  bark  to  land. 
And  moor'd  her  where  his  hope  begins  and  ends. 
Safe  in  the  haven  of  his  gcn'rous  friends. 

Perhaps  thefe  crouded  benches  may  contain 
^ome  who've  been  fool'd  in  Fortune's  giddy  train! 
Some  who,  with  ceafelefs  toil,  purfuing  wealth. 
Have  gain'd  their  obje£l  but  have  loft  their  healthy 
And  prov'd,  at  length,  that  gold  can  ne'er  beftow* 
A  balm  for  iicknefs,  or  a  Ibieid  for  woe : 
Some,  who  ambitious  of  a  fleeting  name. 
Have  barter'd  Happin^fs^  and  Peace  for  Fame; 
And  found  too  late,  in  Difappointment's  fchool. 
How  oft  Ambition  makes  us  Fortune's  Fool. 

Our  Author  on  Thalia's  treafury  draws—— 
An  annual  candidate  for  your  applaufe ! 
Which,  like  the  frefti'ning  dews  of  riflng  room, 
Han^s,  through  his  life,  a  gem  on  tv^ry  thorn ! 
To  night,  once  more,  his  fate  on  you  depends. 
His  gen'rous  patrons,  and  his  pow'rful  mends  ! 
*Twas  you  who  brighten'd  up  njs  early  day. 
And  now  to  independence  lead  the  way ! 
The  curtain  drop'd,  he'll  prove,  if  vou  have  fmil'd. 
Not  Fortune's  Fool,  but  Fortune's  iav'ritc  Child! 
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ACT    L 


^^ENE.— --^»  Apartment  in  an  Hotel— ^»  one 
Jide  of  a  Table  Sir  Charles  Danvers  dtfcovered 
afleep — on  the  other  fide  Lady  Danvers,  read^ 
ing. 

1jADy.''"'( Putting  down  her  Book.) 

JlIeIGHO  ! — If  this  be  the  beginning  of  a  run- 
away match,  what  will  be  the  end  of  it  ? — Here 
am  I  but  juft  rccurn'd  from  Gretna-Green,  and 
there*s  the  loving  partner  of  my  joys. — (Sir 
Charles  wakes  and  looks  at  her.) — How  the  man 
ftares  ?---it's  very  odd  with  what  aftonifliment 
we  always  look  at  one  another  ? — as  much  as  to 
fay,  how  in  the  name  of  Hymen  did  we  two  come 
together  ? My  life  ! 

Sir  Charles.  My  foul  ! 

Lady.  Come,  come— it's  time  to  refleft — now 
we're  married  and  rcturn'd  to  London,  'tis  fit  you 
Ihould  leave  this  Hotel  and  think  of  an  eftablifli- 
ment.— How  much  did  you  fay  your  fortune  wae. 
Sir  Charles? 

Sir  Charles.  Fortune ! — that  depends  on  my 
uucle  I  and  perhaps  he  is  offended. — How  much 
4id  you  fay  yours  was  ? 
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Ladf.  That  depends  on  my  mother ;  and  pCF-i 
haps  fhe  is  offended. 

Sir  Charles.  Indeed !  What's  to  be  done  then  f 
— Pray,  Mifs  Seymour— Lady  Danvers,  I  meaq 
— what  induced  you  to  elope  with  pe  ? 

Lady.  I  don't  know-— my  mother  wanted 
me  to  marry  Mr.  Orville,  whom  I  hated-rryoi| 
made  love  to  me — told  me  matrimony  was  Ely-s 
fium  J  and  fo,  without  thinking 

Sir  Charles.  Without  thinking  !---ah  !  that  wa^ 
my  cafe — reftlefs  in  my  difpofition — tir'd  of  dif-r 
fipation,  I  thought  to  find  happinefs  in  domeftic 
lite— -WeU,  well — we  had  a  pleasant  journey  (q 
Scotland,  however. 

Lady.  Very— but  coming  back.  Sir  Charks — 
Oh  !  what  an  alteration  !        . 

Sir  Charles.  Alteration !— -how  ? 

Lady.  How  ! — why  the  whole  way  to  Gretna- 
Green  were  you  not  all  love,  adoradon,  and  at-: 
tention ;  and  in  a  little  hour  after  the  BUckfmitf^ 
had  received  his  fee,  didn't  you  become  a  dif- 
ferent man? — before  we  re-crofs'd  the  Twccd^^ 
you  amus'd  yourfclf  by  yawning — at  NewcafUe 
you  talk'd  of  the  expences  of  travelling — at  York 
you  forgot  to  hand  me  out  of  the  carriage — at 
Doncafter,  when  I  order'd  your  fevouritc  dinner^ 
you  faid  there  was'nt  a,  dilh  you  could  ea^rr-at 
Grantham,  I  faw  you  throw  glances  at  the  cham^ 
bermaid— from  Stamford  to  London  you  wrangled 
with  the  drivers,  and  groan'd  at  the  turnpikes; 
and  from  the  time  we  arrived,  till  now,  have  you 
opened  your  eyes  ? — No — if  you  arc  my  partner^ 
you're  a  flceping  one,  I'm  fure.  Sir  Charles. 

Sir  Charles.  Lady  Danvers,  I  confefs  the  truth 
of  all  this,  and  (incerely  afk  your  pardon ;  but  the 
iaft  is,  I  found  that  wc  had  rufh'd  precipitately 
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mto  marriage,  without  confidcrin^  the  confc- 
quences — too  late  I  found  it,  for  if  our  friends 
defert  us,  how  are  we  to  live  ? — I  Ipcnt  all  my 
fortune  on  the  road. 

Lady,  (agitated)  You  don't  fay  fo. 

Sir  Charles.  The  laft  Ihilling  went  to  the  laft 
poft-boy — you  don't  know  the  expences  of  a 
family — a  man  may  ftcer  his  own  vcffel  through 
the  ftorms  of  life,  but  if  he  takes  another  in  tow— ^ 

La^.  Down  they  both  go  to  the  bottom  j— 
upon  my  word  we're  in  a  very  pleafant  fituarion— 
but  you  forget  what  you  faid.  Sir  Charles,  you 
vow'd  that  you  could  live  with  me  on  a.  cruft  in 
a  cottage — light  a  fire  with  me  under  a  hedge — 
beg— ftarve  with  me 

Sir  Charles.  Did  I  ?— I'm  forry  for  it — I  can 
encounter  poverty  myfelf,  but  to  make  an  inno-* 
cent  girl  partake  of  it ! — No,  no — I  have  been 
diffipated — not  diftioneft. 

Lady.  Then  you  would'nt  ftarve  with  me — now 
that's  unfair.  Sir  Charles;  for  I  think  I  could 
undergo  a  great  deal  for  you — I'm  not  furc  that 
you  love  me,  nor  indeed  have  I  had  time  to  afk 
my  heart  whether  it  loves  you,  but  fomething 
tells  me,  (and  don't  think  me  romantic)  that 
your  diftrcffes  have  excited  fenfations  towards  you, 
which  your  riches  might  never  have  inlpir'd. 

Sir  Charles.  Generous  girl ! — Comc-^-Fortunc 
ftill  may  aid  us— your  mother  may  forget-— my 
uncle  m^y  forgive^.— by  this  time  they  know  of 
our  return,  and— -heh  l-^-rwho's  here  ? 

Ladv.  Mifs  Union,  the  matchTniakeVi  and  her 
nephew  Mr.  Orville. 

Sir  Charles.  That  Orville  ! — was  he  to  be  your 
hufoaad  ? — Zounds ! — how  the  plot  thickens  !-- ^ 
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I  owe  his  uncle  ten  thoufknd  pounds,  and  if  the 
old  Colonel  approved  of  his  marrying  you. 

Lady.  He  approved  of  it  fo  much,  that  on  the 
match  taking  place,  jie  meant  to  fettle  on  OrWUe 
all  his  large  Cornwall  eftatc. 

Enter  Miss  Union  and  Orville. 

Mifs  Union.  Welcome  from  Scotland,  my 
pretty  runaways — now  anfwer  me  Mifs*— What  is 
your  apology  for  refufing  my  nephew-— what  right 
had  you  to  marry  ? — or  what  right  has  any  bodvtoi 
marry  without  confulting  me ;  'ant  I  the  firft  of 
match- makers  ? — don't  I  make  it  my  profeflion  i 
and  if  that  barbarous  blackfmith  is  to  rob  me  ofiki^ 
greateft  plcafure— 

Sir  Charles.  Your  pardon,  Mifs  Union — but 
what  is  your  bufinefs  here  ? 

Mifs  Union.  My  bufinefs  is  to  inform  Lady 
Danvers,  that  mconfequence  of  her  Gretna  Green 
excurfion,  her  mother  hopes  for  the  honour  of 
never  feeing  or  hearing  from  her  again. 

Sir  Charles,  (to  Orville  J.  And  now,  fir,  what  ii 
your's  ? 

Orville,  To  inform  you,  fir,  that  for  the  fame 
reafon,  your  uncle,  Sir  Bamber,  difinherits  you, 
and  hopes  for  the  honour  of  adopting  a  new  heir. 

Mi/s  Union.  Yes:  the  young  Welchman  has 
cut  you  out  in  both  places.-— The  fon  of  a  poor 
parfon,  and  the  aukward  beau  of  Langothlen,  is 
the  new  heir  to  Sir  Bamber,  and  (hall  be  the  new 
hufband  to  Mrs.  Seymour. 

Lady.  Hufband  to  my  mother ! 

Mifs  Union.  To  be  fure— has'nt  (he  often  told 
you,  that  if  you  married  any  body  but  Orville,  (h<j. 
would  marry  too  !  and  when  (he  was  purfuing  yoii 
and  her  carriage  broke  down,  did'nt  the  young- 
Welchman  come  up  and  fevc  her  life  ? 
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0rv.  And  has'nt  flic  given  him  her  pifturie  as 
ft  proof  of  her  afFeftion  ? 

Sir  Charles.  Til  not  believe  a  fyllablc  of  it — a<f 
leaft  rU  have  better  authority  than  your  words  for 
it— Lady  Danvers,  do  you  malce  a  perfonal  ap- 
plication to  your  modier— I'll  do  the  fame  to  my 
uncle,  and  it  they  perfift  in  dcfcrting  us,  I  know 
the  worft-— Mrs.  Seymour  Cannot  refufc  her 
daughter  maintenance,  and  I'll  feck  my  fortune 
fingly.— Come. 

Lady.  Who  can  this  obtruder  be  ? — perhapi 
though,  he  is  not  attached. 

M^s  Union.  He  not  attached !— what  then  ?. 
can't  I  flicw  Mrs.  Seymour  how  to  decoy  him 
Jnto  the  fnares  ?  how  to  manage  her  words  ?  her 
eyes  ?  her  lighs  ?  how  to  excite  his  affection  by 
concealing  her  own  ? 

Ladf.  Conceal  affc^ion  ! 

Sir  Charles.  Yes:  conceal  affcftion,  annihilate 
paflfion,  extirpate  fenfibility-— in  fliort,  turn  rob- 
ber— footpad — and  by  the  fire  of  the  eye,  inftead 
of  the  flafli  of  the  piftol,  defraud  the  ardefs  and 
unthinking,  of  their  fortune,  health,  and  happi- 
ncfs !  This  is  Mifs  Union's  road  to  matri- 
mony— we  have  chofen  a  different  one,  and  if 
our  friends  forgive  us— come  Juliana— we  won't  * 
dcfpair.  [Exii  with  Lady  Danvers. 

Orv.  So  far,  ^o  well ! — Diftrefs  will  make  them 
quarrel — then  comes  a  feparation — then  perhaps 
a  divorce,  and  then  my  dear  aunt.  Lady  Dan- 
Ters,  and  the  large  Cornwall  eftate  may  be  mine 
ftill — befides,  I  love  her  more  than  ever — but 
about  the  young  welchman — about  Ap  Hazard- 
how  has  he  got  into  favour  with  his  gcxifatherj  Sir 
Bamber  Blackletter  ? 

Mijs  Union.   I'll  tell  you*---you  i^now  the  old 
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6  fortune's  fool^ 

bookworm  is  fo  fond  of  ancient  authors,  that  he 
is  about  to  publifh  a  new  cdhion  of  Chaucer— 
now  you  underftand  I  have  fome  hope  of  mak- 
ing him  my  hufband,  by  perfuading  him  I  am  in 
poiTefTion  of  a  fuppos'd  manufcript  of  that  poet> 
and  Ap-Hazard  has  a  ftronger  hokl  on  his  affec- 
tions— he  has  brought  to  town  a  bull — an  ori- 
ginal buft  of  Gcoffery  Chaucer ! — think  of  that 
nephew. 

Orv.  Excellent! — and  how  did  he  come  by 
it? 

Mi/s  Unicn.  It  has  long  been  in  pofleffion  of 
his  father  who  is  a  firft  coufin  of  Sir  Bamber's, 
and  knowing  his  chara6ter,  thinks  this  Prefent 
will  prove  a  rare  introduftion  for  his  fon— and  fo 
it  will ! — the  Baronet  is  but  juft  returned  to  town, 
and  hafn't  feen  it;  but  he  writes  me  word  he  is 
fo  delighted  with  the  account  of  the  old  head, 
and  fo  out  of  humour  with  Sir  Charles,  that  he' 
fliall  turn  his  thoughts  entirely  to  his  godfon — The 
wclchman'sia  lucky  creature'. 

Orv.  He  lucky } — why  he's  Fortune's  Fool ! — 
when  I  knew  him  in  Wales,  one  continued  feries 
of  ill  luck  purfued  him — if  he  touch'd  china,  it 
broke — if  he  went  Ihooting,  his  gun  burll — if 
hunting,  there  was  no  game — if  he  play'd  at 
whift,  his  partner  could  neither  trump  nor  follow 
fuit — if  he  fell  in  love,  his  miftrefs  married  fome- 
body  elfe,  and  he  told  me  himfclf,  if  he'd  been  a 
phyfician,  as  his  father  wifli'd  him,  every  body 
would  have  enjoy'd  high  health,  and  he  been  the 
only  fick  man  in  all  Wales— oh !  as  the  fuccefs 
of  our  fchcmes  depends  on  him,  I  dread  a  return 
of  his  bad  fortune. 

Mifs  Union.  Do  you  ?  then  find  him  out  di- 
rcftly— inftruft,  advifc  him— ftay,  Mrs.  Seymour 
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is  w^dng  to  confult  me  on  the  old  topic,  fo  Fll 
go  with  you— I  Ihou'dn't  think  of  Sir  Charles 
finding  fault  indeed  ! — ^whcre's  the  great  harm  in 
being  a  match-maker  ? — ^we  women  have  few  oc- 
cupations^ and  if  lawyers  and  proftors  are  paid 
for  dividing  people,  why  may'nt  I  be  feed  for 
uniting  diem  ?  Then  i(  you  talk  of  phyficians^ 
OrviUe— -they're  feed  for  providing  one  article  of 
intelligence  for  a  newfpaper — I  another;  and  I 
leave  you  to  judge,  whether  marriage  or  death 
is  the  pleafanteft  piece  of  information.      lExeiMm 

SCENE— View  of  the  names— the  BrUges-^urry 
HiUs^'aJbewy  Jailing  Boat  at  Jncbor. 

Enter  Ap-Hazard. 

jh-Hdzard.  There's  the  river — and  the  bridges^ 
vonders  a  chapel — ^next  door's  a  billiard  table- 
here  comes  a  funeral — there  goes  a  weddings 
Oh !  it's  a  rare  town— get  on  though,  friend  Ap- 
Hazard — remember  you're  only  come  for  a  fort- 
night's pleafure^  and  fo  where  next  ?  (Looks  in 
bis  pocket  book.) 

Enter  Orvi^lb. 

Orv.  There  he  b !  and  wonderful  to  fay,  not 
in  a  fcrapc  yet !  Mr,  Ap-Hazard,  welcome  to 
town. 

Ap-Hazard.  What !  my  old  Welch  companion^ 
Mr.  Orville  I  (Tbey  Jbake  bands.) 

Orv.  Well !  how  much  do  you  know  of  Lon- 
don ? — Have  you  feen  the  Squares — the  Parks— 
the  City— St.  Pauls—  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  I  have ;  and  the^  Bank,  and  the 
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Tower— Apothecane's  Hall,  and  the  Burying- 
grounds— the  GamingHoufes  in  St.  JamesVftrcct^' 
and  the  Spunging  Houfes  in  Chancery-lane — the 
Bears  in  the  Stock  Exchange,  and  the  Beafts  in  Ex- 
eter Change — ^laft  night  I  went  to  the  Theatres — 
they  were  fo  full  I  couldn't  get  in — this  morning  I 
Went  to  the  Prifons — they  overfiow'd  too — oh! 
what  a  cruel  town  Mr.  Orville,  when  if  a  man 
wajdts  to  go  to  jail,  there  isn't  rooni  to  admit, 
him. 

Orv.  True ;  it's  very  hard — but  where  clfc  have 
you  been?. 

Ap-Hazard.  Every  where — ^I've  been  in  Lon- 
don only  two  days,  and  I  know  more  of  it,  than 
half  the  cocknies  who  were  born  in  it — oh  !  it's 
a  glorious  place ! — ^they  faid  I  ftould  find  the 
ftrcets  pav'd  with  gold,  and  I  have  !  Mrs.  Sey- 
ipour  means  to  make  me  her  hufband — Sir  Bam- 
ber  his  heir — ^ay,  none  of  my  old  ill-luck  now—* 
I've  got  my  equivalent. 

Orv.  Have  you? — theo  keep  it — ^remember 
you  were  born  under  an  unlucky  planet,  and 
from  the  day  of  your  birth,  to  the  prefent  hour, 
your  life  has  been  one  catalogue  ot  crofs  acci*^ 
dents. 

Ap-Hazard.    I  know  it;    but  here  I  breathe  a 
lucky  air,  and  if  I  do  get  into  a  fcrape,  I  know 
how  to  get  out  of  it — **  what's  to  pay  ?" 
Orv.  What's  to  pay! 

Ap-Hazard.  Yes  j  what's  to  pay  ?— -in  this 
town  I  find  every  body,  as  well  as  evcy  thing,  has 
its  price — men  of  fafhion,  and  men  of  no  faihion 
—high  ladies — ^low  ladies — authors,  Jews,  beaus> 
pigs,  flieep,  and  monkieSj,  are  all  to  be  bought 
and  fold ;  therefore  if  my  evil  genius  fhould  rife 
again,  here  is  a  little  gentleman  that  will  foon  lay 
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him."  f Pulls  out  a  furfe  of  uncommon  length.) 
Ay  J  they'll  not  eafily  get  to  the*  bottom  of  it  j^ 
fo  "  what*s  to  pay  ?"  dairime  "  ilvhat's  to  pay/* 
is  my  watch  word  white  I  ftay  in  London. 

Orv.  What !  you  think  money   an  excufe  for, 
every  abfurdity  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  To  be  fure — if  I  knock  a  misirf 
down — "what's  to  pay?'*-— if  I  kiis  a  niafrfec^ 
woman—"  what's  to  pay  ?" — if  I  marry  myfelf- — . 
"  what's  to  pay  ?"— if  I  come  into  parliament — 
"  what's  to  pay  ?"  Money  will  mend  crack't 
heads — broken  hearts,  amd  wounded  reputations--^, 
therefore  I  fay  again,  "  what's  to  pay,"  b  my 
motto  in  the  hour  of  danger. 

Orv.  Well,  but  take  notice;  mine  and  your 
friend  Mifs  Union's  fchemes  depend  on  your  fuc- 
cefs.  Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Danvers  are  our  enc-' 
iHics ;  and  if  you  marry  Mrs,  Seymour,  and  aiie 
adopted  by  Sir  Bamber,  they  meet  the  ruin  th^y 
merit  j  if  you  fail,  they  triumph :  recoUeft  For-? 
tune's  a  flippery  jade. 

jlP'Hazard.  Oh,  curfc  her;    I  know  her;  fhc 

has  ted  me  fuch  a  life  of  it but  now  I  defy 

her— (he  can't  dalh  the  cup  from  my  lip  now— - 
no,  no-— Mrs.  Seymour  has  given  me  htr  pic- 
ture, and  the  bufl.  fecures  old  Blackletter.  I  tell 
you  what— life's  a  lottery — I've  hitherto  had  ten 

blanks  to  a  prize— and  now I'll  go  buy  thc^. 

thirty  thoufand. 

Orv.  No ;  go  and  have  your  firft  interview  with 
your  godfather— —heh  !  who's  landing  ftom  ;hatf 
boat  ? as  I  live,  Tom  Seymour. 

Tom  Seymour  (without.)  Row  back,  I  tell  ydu.^ 
*  Orv.  If  he  ihould  find  out  his  mother  is  abouf 

to  be  married  to  this  fellow however  he  don't 

meddle  in  family  affairs,  (afide.) 
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Tom  Seymour  (without.)  Pull  hard  my  Ia(!s« 
Ap-Hazard  (looking  out.)  What  fmart  fca  cajv* 
tain's  this  ?  Tm  a  bit  of  a  failor  myiclf^  and  as  1 
fhould  like  to  hear  about  the  dock-yards»  and 
the  late  fca  engagements,  I'll  talk  to  him-^by  his 
appearance  he  muft  be  a  very  great  naval  cha- 
rafter. 

Qlfv.  (aftde.)  Great  naval  charafter !  ha !  ha  1 
poor  Tom  Seymour  ! — he  never  faw  the  fca  in 
his  life — ^never  was  below  Gravefcnd  he  is  a 
frefliwater  failor. 

Enter  Tom  Seymour,  drefs'd  in  white  tnmfers^ 

&c. 

Tom  (/peaking  as  be  enters.)  Pull  hard  I  tell 
you — ^fave  as  much  of  the  wreck  as  you  can ;  and, 
d'ye  hear,  look  out  ftiarp  for  the  log-book 
Zounds  !  what  a  tempeft !  and  what  a  profeflion  I 
We  failors  are  always  expofcd  to  peril,  while 
thefe  land  lubbers  here — ^what  Orville !  never  off 
£horc. 

jip.  Hazard.  Stormy  weather,  noble  captain ! 

Orv.  (to  Thorny  who  ft  ares  at  Jp-Hazard.)  He's 
a  friend  of  mine,  from  Wales :  but  what's  the 
matter  ?     You  feem  agitated. 

Tom.  Well  I  may — I've  been  fhipwreck'd. 

Orv.  Shipwreck'd ! — ^where  ? 

Jp'Hazard.  Ay,  where,  fir  ? — ^where  ?  Oh, 
how  I  like  to  hear  about  a  fhipwreck.  When  did 
it  happen  ?  Where  was  it,  captam  ? — in  the  Chan- 
nel? 

Tom.  No  \  in  Chelfea  Reach. 

Ap^Hazard.  Chelfea  Reach !  Why  what  new 
ocean's  that  ?  But  tell  me,  did  the  Ihip  founder, 
or  did  file  drive  againft  a  large  ridge  of  barbarous 
rocks  ? 

Tml 
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Tom.  Neither :  (he  drove  againft  a  little  arch 
of  Bacterfea  Bridge — off  Millbank  we  loft  our 
mainmaft — ^at  Vauxhall  we  fprung  a  leak — and  ac 
Ranckgh  we  threw  overboard 

Jp'Hazard.  All  your  live  ftock>  ftores  and  pro- 
vifions  ? 

Tom.  All  our  umbrellas^  fpencers^  and  opera- 
glafles. 

Ap-Hazard.  Umbrellas  and  opera-glafles ! 
Why  what  fantaftic  jackanapes  is  this  ?  Fortune's 
at  her  tricks  again,  I  fee ;  but  let  what  will  be 
the  confequence,  Til  afk  him  one  more  queftion. 
Sir — captain,'  if  the  fhip  was  loft,  how  came  you 
not  to  fink  with  it  ? 

Tom.  I  did  fink  widi  it. 

Ap-Hazard.  What  you  were  drown'd,  were 
you? 

Tom.  No,  not  exactly ;  becaufe  when  (he  came 
CO  the  bottom,  I  ftood  on  the  deck^  and  was  knee 
high  in  the  river.  Drown'd  !  blefs  your  fat  head- 
how  can  a  man  be  drown'd  in  fcven  inch  water? 
Oh,  you'll  never  be  of  fcrvice  to  your  country, 

Ap-Hazard.  No  j  but  you  (hall ;  for  Til  fetch  a 
prefs-gang I'll (going.) 

Orv.  (ftopping  bim.J  Softly  :  will  you  force  your 
ill-luck — ^purpofely  get  into  a  fcrape  ?  Confider, 
the  cards  are  in  your  own  hands. 

Ap-Uazard.  They  are. 

Orv.  Would  you  throw  them  away,  then  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  No,  thank  ye — ^thank  ye — What's 
to  pay,  fir  ?  (to  Tom.) 

Orv.  (io  Tom.)  You'll  excufe  my  friend,  Mr. 
Seymour — he's  a  ftrangc  creature.  Come,  never 
mind  the  lofs  of  your  (hip  5  you  have  more  than 
one,  you  know. 

Tom.  To  be  fure  I  have.     There's  the  Spright- 
ly Kitty !  (pointing  to  the  veffcl  at  anchor.)  Cleo- 
patra's 


patra's  gallqr  was  but  a  coal -barge  to  it-— ffic's 
my  favourite,  bccaufc  my  fitter  furnifti'd  the  cabin 
for  me:  and,  now  I  think  on't,  Orvillc,  what's 
all  this  hurricane  ijx  my  family  ?  I'm  told  Ju- 
liana has  put  to  fea  with  Sir  Charles  Danvcrs— 
mefs !  I  muft  keep  a  good  look  out — that  is, 
when  the  failing  match  is  over. 

Orv.  Youll  find  your  fitter  has  behav'd  very 
iU,  fir. 

Tom.  Shall  I  ?  I  don't  think  it :  more  likely  I 
(hall  find  others  have  bchav'd  ill  to  her;  and,  if 
that's  the  cafe,  Ihe  Ihan't  want  a  friend,  I  promife 
you — while  I   can   fwim,  my  fitter   ihan't  fink!^ 
What  fay  you,  Mr. 

Ap'Hazard.  Say  !  that  fincc  I  came  to  London, 
it's  the  only  fenfible  fpeech  I've  heard.  Sir,  I 
beg  pardon  for  hinting  at  a  prefs-gang — ^you  tfr< 
a  great  naval  charafter,  and  I'll  fail  with  you — at 
the  rifle  of  my  life,  TU  fail  with  you. 

Tom.  So  you  ftiall — not  to-day,  though — I'm 
going  to  dine  at  La  Fleece'em*s  club. 

jfy^Hazard.  Then  I'll  go  and  dine  at  La 
Fleece'em's  along  with  you. 

Tom.  Why,  your  friend's  a  ftrange  creature  in- 
deed, Orville;  however,  I  like  his  familiarity — 
fo  you  ftiall  go  and  dine  with  me ;  and  what's 
more,  V\\  make  you  one  of  the  fquadron,  and 
you  (hall  wear  the  uniform. 

Ap^Haxard.  So  I  will :  I'll  wear  the  uniform. 

Tom.  And  you  fliall  be  in  my  fett — the  aquatic 
fett — all  as  great  naval  characters  as  myf^lf — and 
you  fhall  hear  of  nothing  but  rowing,  failing, 
fifliing — ^and  you  fhall  play  a  rubber. 

jfp'Hazard.  Stop  there — I'm  tied  up. 

Tom.  Tied  up !  what  you  lofe  now  and  then  ? 

Jp'Hazard,  Lofc  now  and  then !    If  you'll  be- 
lieve 
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,  lieve  mc,  I  never  turn'd  up  an  honour  in  all  my 
life:  however,  Fortune  fmiles  at  prefent,  and 
there's  nothing  like  pufhing  it ;  fo  come,  Orvillc 
—come,  my  noble  captain— -f^^^  to  Qrvilk.J  I 
feel  my  ground,  and  you  and  Mifs  Union  may 
count  the  game  your  own — I'll  beggar  the  club, 
marry  the  widow,  bamboozle  old  Blackletter, 
and  then  we'll  all  take  fuch  a  fca  voyage  in  the 

Sprightly  Kitty 

Tom.  No,  no;  no  falt-water  for  me — ^let  mc 
encounter  the  billows  of  the  Thames,  not  be 
tofs'd  on  the  tumultuous  ocean — give  me  a  failing 
match,  not  a  fea  fight — a  trip  to  Richmond,  not 

a  voyage  to  China and  inftead  of  being  (hip- 

wreck'd  on  rocks  and  quickfands,  Batterfea  Bridge 
and  feven  inch  water  for  Tom  Seymour.  Come, 
my  boys,  come  to  the  club,  and  Til  (hew  you 
how  to  hold  honours,  and  (kil  againft  wind  and 
lidc !  [ExeutU, 


END    OF    THE    FIRST    ACT. 
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ACT     II. 


SCENE.— —Sir  Bamber  Blackletter's 
Library. 

5l^  CsARLEs  Danvxrs  dtfcovercd  writing  ai  m 
Tablf. 

Sir  Charles,  So — there's  a  match  for  the  match- 
fiuker  however — Trick  for  trick,  Mifs  Union ! — 
fct  me  fee — (reads)  "  Matrimony.  A  lady,  who 
<'  has  a  heart  to  difpofc  of,  would  be  happy  to 
•*  unite  to  a  man  of  fcnfe,  of  honour — (he  is  in- 
**  different  about  fortune,  as  fhe  has  two  thou- 
•*  hitd  a  yev  in  a  brafs  manufaffcory — ^apply  to 
**  Mifs  U-*-^,  No^  402,  Grefvcnor-ftrcetr-"- 
^^  N.R  She  would  prefer  an  officer  in  the  army 
^^  or  navy/' — Ay!  ay!  that's  touching  Mi& 
Union  on  her  fore  fubje6l:,  and  if  thb  advertife- 
mcfit  don't  torment  her,  I'M  try  fomcthing  elfe — 
J1I  trach  her  to  bufy  hcrfelf  wit;h  other  people's 
affairs^ 

Exier  Samuel  with  the  Buji  of  Chaucer — be  puts 
it  on  the  "liable. 

Sir  Charles.  There's  the  buft  of  Chaucer,  I 
fuppofe — the  celebrated  treafure,  that  is  to  turn 
me  out  of  this  houfe  and  fix  the  young  Wclchman 
in  ray  place — Samuel,  who  gave  you  this  curiofity  ? 

Samuel.  Mr.  Ap-Hazard,  Sir— rhe  is  now  below 
with  Mifs  Union,  waiting  to  be  introduced  to 
mailer — icod  ! — he  comes  at  a  bitter  bad  time,  for 
Sir  Bamber  is  fo  bad  with  the  gout. 

Sir  Charles,    The  gout,    has  he  ? — very  well ! 

— cleave  me— I  too  am  waiting  to  fee  Sir  Bamber, 

I  for 
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I  won't  lofc  my  rights  without  ftniggUng  hard 
jfor  them,  I'm  determined — (Samuel  exitj^n  the 
mean  time,  I'll  copy  this  matrimonial  advertife- 
ment  for  Mifs  Union,  (Sits  at  tatle,  writing). 

^nter  Ap-Hazard  and  Miss  Unioi^. 

Ap'Hazard.  I  tell  you  I've  relaps'd — the  diC- 
order  has  returned,  and  in  London  as  well  at 
Wales,  Fortune  will  whirl  me  into  fcrapes-— Oh ! 
that  great  naval  charafter ! — to  decoy  me  to  thf 
club — ^win  my  money — my  trinkets — ^get  my  note 
for  fifty  pounds,  and  then  challenge  me  ! 

Mifs  Union.  Challenge  you  ! — ^Why  ? 

Ap-Hazqrd.  Becaufe  when  I  found  that  debts 
of  honour  were  now  a  days  no  more  thought  of 
than  other  debts  \  I  fnap'd  my  fingers  in  his  face ; 
called  him  a  ffefh-water  pirate,  and  faid  Pd  pay 
him  in  opera-glafles  and  umbrellas  !— on  this,  he 
phallengNJ  me — then  I  run — for  there's  my  luck 
again  ! — ^I  dar'nt  fight  a  duel — no— I  dar'nt — ^un- 
lefs  it  could  be  manag'd  in  an  amicable  way ;  by 
ipalling  ip  the  conftables,  or  firing  at  fifty  paces 
r— at  fifty  paces,  s'blood  !  I  could  exchange  fifty 
foots. 

Mifs  Union.  Well  j — ^but  how  did  this  end  ? — 
did  the  Captain  overtake  you  ? 

Ap-Haxard.  No — I  got  the  ftart  and  kept  it, 
and  now  my  only  chance  is  never  feeing  him 
or  the  Sprightly  Kitty  again  ! — if  he  catches  me, 
I'm  a  drown'd  man. — Oh !  I've  got  into  my  old 
train  of  ill-luck, — I  foail  trip  every  ftep  I  take, 
and  you  and  Ofville  will  tumble  along  with  me !— - 
(Sees  Sir  Charles  Danvers  at  the  table^  and  goes  up  to 
him.  J  What  fine  fellow's  this  ?— a  fervant  I  fuppofe^ 
for  in  this  town  they  drefs  fo  fmartly— well !  I 
(lon't  blame  them — when  matters  drefs  like  pick- 

|K)ckets, 
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ipOKtkctBi  fervants  may-  drcfs  like  gentlemen! 
Holloa  ! — ^you  fir. 

*  Mifs  Union.  I  fee  there's  no  keeping  him  out  of 
a  fciiape  !— come,  here — that's  your  competitor. 
Sir  Charles  Danvers-— he  is  waiting  to  conteft  the 
point  with  you,  and  if  you  don't  get  in  favour  with 
5ir  Bamber  he;U  ftill  be  his  heu"  and  I  fliall  lofc 
any  revenge  !--• :hu(h  !-— here  is  the  old  commen"^ 
jtator — now  remember,  on  this  interview  depends 
your  inheriting  .five  thoufand  a  year. 

JE,nter$\ii  Bamber  Blacklettj&r  and  Samuex;: 

:  Sir  Bamber  (to  Samuel).  Blockhead  ! — to  pufh 
againit  me  when  J  have  the  gout  fo  bad  in  this 
hand,  thatlcan't  even  write  my  notes  on  Chaucer 
—go,  and  when  the  bookfcller  comes,  call  me. 
(Samuel  exiLj—ha, !— my  intended  wife  !  tny 
fweet  Mifs  Union  ! — well !— where  is  he  ? — 
Where's  my  godlbn.!— -where's  my  new  heir  ?— - 

Mf/s  Union:  JHere,  fir, — here  is  Mr.  Ap- 
Hazard— here,  is  the  owner  of  the  celebrated  buft !— ^ 
Now  put  on  your  bed  manners— nothing  like  a  firft 
impreffion— -('^^i?  to  jlp-Hazard). 
.  Ap-Hazard.  I  know  it:  and  there  I'm  always 
lucky '--(afide  to  Mifs.J—'Oh,  Sir  Bamber!  if 
you  knew  the  pleafure  I  feel,  in  giving  you  this 
hearty  fhake  of  the  hand- ---(/hakes  bis  gouty  band 
,vefy  bard). 

Sir  Bamber.  And  if  you  knew  the  pain  I  feel — 
whough !  ' 

Ap-Hazard.  What's  to  pay  ? 
c    Mifs  Union.    He  is  Fortune's  Fool  indeed— 
J^ke   amends   by  praifing  his  library,   {afide  to 
,  Jp-Hazard). 

.     ^-/ii2u?;7/.  I  will— wh;^t  a  fuperb  library,  Sir 

Bamber 
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Bambfcr  ? — what  5?  choice  collcftion  of  ancient  and 
modern  publications  ? — 

Sir  Bamber.  Modern! — Sir,  there's  no  fuch 
trafli  here — I  hav'nt  a  book  publifli'd  within  the 
prcfent  century,  except  John  Gilpin,  in  four 
volumes. 

jip'Hazard.  John  Gilpin  in  four  volumes — 
pooh  !  he  would'ntfiU  the  column  of  a  newfpaper. 

Sir  Bamber.  No — but  I  make  him  fill  four 
eftavo's— -why  it  is'nt  the  original  author  now  a 
days — he's  never  thought  of— 'tis  the  notes« 
alterations,  illuftrations>  emendations— 

Ap'Hazard.  And  botheration ! — I  beg  paxdon* 
I  mean  commentations. 

Sir  Bamber.  Yes>  Sir,  and  commentations,— « 
look  at  that  folio  now-«-it's  Gilderoy— -that  bonny 
boy,  Gilderoy ! — the  poem  originally  confifts  of 
about  eighteen  Itan^as :  but  my  notes  fwell  it  to 
eighteen  hundred  lines  1 — and  I  hav'nt  done  yet— « 
I'll  have  a  new  edition  with  additions  and  revifions, 
and  ril  amplify  the  bonny  boy  into  two  thoufand. 

KUfs  Union.  Ay :  and  perhaps  make  two  thou* 
fand  by  it  Mr.  Ap-Hazard — Chaucer  moft  likely 
did'nt  get  fifty  pounds  by  his  Poems,  but  Sir 
Bamber,  with  my  manufcript,  and  a  print  from  your 
buft,  will  make  a  fortune  by  his  new  edition—^ 
then  his  drefs  *-b'nt  it  fo  claflTical.— This  coat  was 
once  worn  by  the  immortal  Dryden. 

Sir  Bamber.  The  fhoes  were  Rochefter's,  the 
waiftcoat  Wycherly's,  and  the  wig,  my  old  friend 
Hudibras's — They  fay  I'm  like  Hudibras — Is'n't 
curious  i 

Ap-Hazard.  Curious !— fince  I  came  to  town.  Sir 
Bamber,  you  are  by  far  the  greateft  curiofity  IVe 
feen — (Sir  Charles  Danvers  advances J.-^'WhAt  do 
you  wantj  fir. 

C  Ai 
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Sir  Bamber.  Ay :  what  do  you  want,  fir-— hav*nt 
I  told  you  that  your  marriage  has  undone  you  ? — 
that  you  arc  a  dead  letter,  fir — this  is  my  heir 
now. 

Sir  Charles,  I  hope  not,  fir,  whc:n  you  confider 
that  in  my  ruin  an  innocent  lady  is  involved,  1 
think  you  will  renew  your  protcftion,  and  be  as 
you  have  ever  been— a  friehd — a  father  to  mc. 

Mifs  Union.  What  right  had  you  to  marry  that 
lady,  when  you  knew  fhe  was  bctroth'd  to  my 
nephfcw,  fir  i 

Sir  Charles.  No  refleftions  on  her.  Madam—, 
cenfure  me  as  you  pleafe,  but  Lady  Danvcrs  has 
behaved  fo  generoufly,  that  if  I've  not  a  fortune 
to  reward  her  virtue,  I'll  prove  I  have  the  fpiri't 
to  dfcfend  it !— Well,  fir — what  is  yoiH*  determU 
natidh  ? 

Jfp-Hazard  (to  Sir  Charles).  Afk  old  Geofierj 
Chaucer.  (Pointing  to  the  BuJlJ^^-ABc  him  if  the 
godfon  won't  cut  out  the  nephew  ? 

Sir  Charles.  *Tis  too  plain:  I  fee  I  am  dc* 
fcrted,  and  Lady  Danvers  and  myfelf  muft  part ! — 
Mrs.  Seymour  no  doubt  will  receive  her  daughccr 
home  again,  and  from  this  hour  I'll  trouble  yoir 
no  more.  Farewell,  fir !  an  unhappy  marriage 
has  been  my  ruin — may  yours  be  more  fortunate  I 

Sir  B  amber.  What  do  you  fay,  Charles  ? — ^ftay— 

Sir  Charles.  I  forgot — if  Colonel  Orville  fhould 
arreft  me  for  the  large  debt  I  owe  him,  may  I  aflc 
your  afllftance  in  confinement  ?— I  never  had  any 
thing  but  what  refulted  from  your  bounty,  and  it 
will  not  be  robbing  a  new  heir  to  fupport  an  old 
friend  in  a  prifon  ! — Now  to  Mrs,  Seymour,  and 
if  fhe  will  but  foften  the  affliftions  of  her  daughter, 
ril  bear  my  own  with  patience  ! —  [Exit. 

Sir  Bamber.  What,  is  be  gone  I-^Pyc  a  great 

mind 
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mind  to  c^ll  him  back  and  corrcA  the  prels-^ 
holloa,  Charles  ! 

Mi/s  Union.  {To  JjhHazard.)  Now's  the  critical 
minute— (hew  him  the  buft— dcfcribe  it's  value — 
it's  beauties— put  him  in  a  good  humour,  or  it's  all 
over  with  you — Come,  Sir  Bamber, — never  think 
of  an  ungrateful  nephew—look  at  the  buft — look 
at  the  image  of  immortal  Chaucer  ! 

^'Hazard  (wiih  the  buft  in  bis  hand).  Ay: 
here's  old  Geoffcry  !— There's  the  father  of  Englilh 
Poets  1 — look,  fir — does'nt  this  remind  you  of 
Palamon  and  Arcice  ?~the  Flow'r  of  Curtefyc  ? — 
the  Aflcmbly  of  Fools  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  The  Knyghts  Tale,  and  the  Can- 
terbury Tales^  and  the  money  I  (hall  make  by 
my  new  edition  ?— Oh  1  that  for  Charles  \—(Jnap- 
fmghis fingers) — you're  mv  heir !  the  po{re(fion  of  ic 
wiU  make  me  the  envy  oi  the  Literati !  the  wonder' 
of  the  Cognoccnti ! — the  delight  of  the  Dillet- 

ftinti !  thic  I'm  m  an  ecftacy! — let  mc— let 

mc  touch  it.  • 

M^s  Union.  Don't,  for  Heaven's  fake — con- 
iider  it's  antiquity !— the  leaft  touch  will  crumble 

it  to  atoms the  day's  our  o>vn  !  (afide  to  Afh 

Hazard. 

Jp-Hazard.  (The  buft  Jiill  in  his  hand).  I  defy 
Fortune  now — (afide  to  Mifs.) — What  poetfy 
flowed  from  this  mouth !— What  genius  fla(h'd 
from  thefe  eyes  !— What  fancy  revel'd  in  this  brain! 
—Ay :  ay :  this  is  none  of  your  modern  paper 
(kuU'd  authors — old  GeofFcry's  head  is  found — 
found  as — (here  he  lets  his  hand  fall  <m  the  head,  and 
part  0/ it  breaks  to  />/Vf^j J— damnation  !— what's  to 
pay  ? 

Mifs  Union.  Pay  !— the  value  of  bis  eftate,  f9r 
C  2  you've 
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you've  loft  it. 'Don't  fay  a  word,  the  more  yon 

talk,  the  worfc  you'll  make  it. 

Sir  Bambcr.  Finis  !• 

Mifs  Union.  Go  to  Mrs.  Seymour,  and  leave  me 
to  compofe  him~what  do  you  gape  at  ? — run  down 
ftairs  as  faft  as  you  can; 

Ap-Hazard.  Run  down  ftairs!— I'm  in  fuch 
high  luck,  that  I  (houd'nt  be  furprizd  if  I  trip'd 
at  the  top  ftep,  and  without  touching  a  finglc 
ftair,  fhot  head-long  into  the  ftreet  !~its  an  un- 
lucky houfe,  and  the  fooner  I'm  out  of  it  the  better 
— pacify  him—try  to  make  peace  for  me,  and 
don't  fear  my  fuccefs  with  the  widow ;  for  if  get- 
ting a  wife,  be  getting  into  a  fcrape,  I  fhall  be 
married  before  the  day's  out— Oh  Fortune  1  For- 
tune !  wilt  thou  never  fmile  on  me  ?  \Exit. 

Sir  Bamber.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  hopeful 
heir ! — on  his  firft  introduction,  he  fqueezes 
my  gouty  hand — calls  me  a  curiofity — breaks 
old  Geoffrey's  head,  and  then  a(ks  what's  to 
pay  ? 

Mifs  Union,  Nay  j  its  all  accident ;  and  you 
fhould  rather  pity  than  condemn  his  bad  luck- 
give  him  another  trial — befides,  though  the  bud: 
is  broke,  there's  ftill  the  manufcript 

Sir  Bamber.  True :  there's  ftill  Trickarinda— 
ftill  that  ancient  poem  written  by  Dan.  Chaucer, 
of  which  you  are  now  miftrefs,  but  which  I  (hall 
poflfefs  the  day  you  become  l^dy  Bamber  Black- 
letter. 

Enter  Mrs.  Sevmour. 

Mrs,  Seymour.  A  boqkfeller  is  waiting  in  the 

hall,  fir 

Sir 
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Sir  Bomber.  Oh :  I'll  come  to  him. — ^At  your 
ifltcrceflion,  Mifs  Union,  I'll  try  a  fccond  edi- 
tion of  this  godfon,  but  if  he  don't  improve  in 
his  flyle,  Charles  will  get  into  my  books  I  pro- 
mife  you — ^Mrs.  Seymour,    good  morning. 

lExit. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  My  good  friend,  I've  juft  met 
Sir  Charles  Danvers — he  tells  me  he  is  com- 
pell'd  to  part  with  my  daughter,  and  begs  me 
to  take  her  to  my  houfe  again — ^I  cannot  en- 
counter it — indeed  I  cannot — the  fight  of  her  was 
once  fo  dear  to  me,  that 

ikC/jr  Union.  Can  I  aflift  ? — you  know  I  am  dc  • 
voted  to  your  fervice, 

Mrs.  Seymour.  I'm  fure  you  are :  and  as  I  can^ 
nor  at  prefent  receive  her  under  my  roof,  will  you 
give  her  an  afylum  under  yours  ? — it  will  prevent 
her  being  a  wanderer,  and  prove,  though  (he  has 
forgotten  her  mother,  I  can  ftill  remember  her. 

Mifs  Union.  Moft  willingly : .  V\\  go  to  the 
Hotel,  and  take  her  to  my  houfe  this  inftant — 
come,  don't  fret  about  it,  my  dear  friend — recol- 
left  you  always  faid,  if  (he  married  againft  your 
confent,  you'd  marry  too— think  ot  Mr.  Ap- 
Hazard— -nay :  I'm  fure  he's  a  favourite. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  He  is  indeed— I  refpeft  him  fo 
much  for  his  generous  conduft  towards  me,  and 
3lfo  for  his  artlefs,  unconcaminated  mind ;  that  if 
J  do  marry  again,  Mifs  Union,  he  is  the  man  of 
all  others  I  fhall  ftlect  for  my  hufband. 

Mifs  Unicn.  And  you'd  be  right — he  is  the 
prettieft  piece  of  pure  innocence  !  Oh !  if  you 
had  feen  how  the  fimple  fwain  defcrib'd  your 
charms  to  me !— how  he  kifs'd  the  picture  you 
gave  him !— how  he  fwore  if  you  didn't  have 
Him^  he'd  take  away  his  own  life  on  the  fpot 
C  3  where 
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where  he  fevM  yours  1— Come,  com(C---Nfcn  are 
of  fome  ule  in  the  creation,  and  v/idows  can't 
marry  too  often— -for  if  oiatrimony  be  a  happy 
ftate,  you  ought  to  prove,  to  us  fpinfters,  that 
you  can't  have  enough  of  ft !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE — An    Apartment   in    Mrs.    Seymour'^ 
Houfe. 

Enter  Lady  Danyers. 

Lady.  Oh,  Sir  Charles  !-— when  I  left  this 
houfe  for  Scotland,  what  plcafures  did  I  not  an- 
ticipate ?~And  now  to  return  and  find  the  doorai 
iliut  againft  me  !-rhowevcr  the  fervants  have 
kindly  admitted  me,  and  here  I  will  remain  tilj 
myipother  comes  home  y  then  if  Mr.  Ap-Hazard 
has'nt  entirely  fupplaptcii  me— but  he  has !— ^ 
know  her  heart  is  fo  full  of  love  for  him^  there 
is'nt  room  left  for  her  unhappy  Juliana ! 

jE«/(fr  Ap-Hazarp,  bajiily. 

Ap-Uazard  (fajienin^  the  ftage  door)  So — iVc 
putrun  him  again — I've  beat  this  great  naval  cha- 
racter a  fecond  time—he  was  the  laft  man  I 
wifti'd  to  fee— -of  courfe  the  firft  I  met— full  butt, 
face  to  face — and  if  he  is'nt  drown'd  or  prcfs'd, 
I  muft  leave  London  directly — never  had  man 
iiich  infernal  luck— ("^r^wj  a  chair  and  fits  in 
1/^— Ye'si  yes:  you're  in  the  old  way,  maftcr 
Ap-Hazard. 

Lady.  Ap-Hazard  !— -this  is  the  very  gentle- 
man. 

Ap'Hazard.  I  can't  pay  him,  and  I  dar'nt  fight 
a. duel ! — (Sees  Lady  DofiversJ — by  St.  David,    a 

Divinity  !-i 
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Divinity!— Oh!  here's  trumps  at  laft  !  (rifes) — 
Madam!  (bowing.) 

Lady.  Sir !  (curtfeiHg)-^'''Ht  feems  goad  tcm- 
pir'd,  and  if  I  apply  to  him,  perhaps  he  may 
befriend  me. — Sir,  I  am  the  unfortunate  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Seymour,  and  as  you  arc  now  fo  high  in 
her  favour 

Ap'Hazard.  Lady  Danvers  ! — more  hot-water 
by  heavens  !-— My  dear  girl,  I  woud'nt  have 
Mrs.  Seymour  fuppofc  us  tcce-a-tcte  together — No 
— not  to  be  friends  with  the  frefhwater  Captain--- 
not  to  have  Chaucer's  head  whole  again—not — 

Lady.  Nay,  Sir,  I  only  a(k  to  live  and  die 
under  my  mother's  roof;  and  if  I  were  in  your 
fituation — and  once  I  was  fo  happy,  Sir — I  would 
not  rcfufe  to  aflift  you — come,  come — I  know 
jrou  have  a  humane  heart,  and  I  fee— I  fee  you 
will  make  intereft  for  me  !  (Laying  bold  of  htm.) 

Ap'Uazard.  Fortune's  at  work  again  1 — She's 
fl  fyren  I — I'm  now  on  a  trap-door,  and  in  ten 
Seconds  I  (hall  (hoot  down  amidft  ten  thoufaqd 
furies—pity  a  poor  traveller  and  let  me  go — 
confider,  if  I  get  you  into  favour  with  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour, I  (hall  kick  myfelf  out  of  it— fo  1  won't — 
I  won't  interfere  for  you. 

Lady.  (Still  laying  bold  ofbim)  You  muft— you 
(hall :— I  am  parted  from  my  hulband,  and  if 
my  mother  does'nt  receive  me,  who  will  ? — think 
how  critical,*  how  delicate,  how  terrible  is  my 
fituation  I— Oh  !  you  fliall  not  leave  me — look, 
on  my  knees  I  entreat  you  \^( kneeling  io  him.) 

Ap'Hazard.  Damme  there's  no  (landing  kneel- 
ing. (Kneels  by  her)  O  you  angel!— if  at  this 
moment  I  don't  love  you  far,  far  beyond  your 
piotJjer— p-^ 

C  4  Enier 
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Enter  Mrs.  Seymour. 

Ap'Hazard.  HoUoc  ! — What's  to  pay  ? 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Lady  Danvcrs !  Ap-Hazard  !-t^ 
firft  inform  mc,  madam,  what  brought  you  here  ? 

hady.  Alk  your  feelings,  madam. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  And  now^,  fir,  what  brought 
you  here  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  AfV  Fortune,  madam.— Indeed  its 
not  my  fault,  for  (he  knelt  to  me,  and  then  when 
I  look'd  in  her  face,  and  faw  it  was  fo  hand- 
fome— that  is,  ifo  like  her  mother's—you  compre- 
hend  

Mrs.  Seymour.  I  do,  fir— fhe  has  art  enough  to 
corrupt  the  moft  aftlefs,— Lady  Danvers,  an  aiy- 
lum  is  found  for  you — my  friend  Miis  Union's  car- 
riage is  waiting  to  conduct  you  to  herhoufe,  where 
you  will  meet  with  that  protedlion  you  chofc  to 
forfake  in  mine. 

Lady.  To  Mifs  Union ! — truft  me  with  my 
enemy  ! — place  me  in  the  fame  houie  with  Mr. 
Orville  !— Oh,  my  mother  ! 

Jp -Hazard.  I'm  out  of  one  fcrapc  at  laft  !— fo 
while  the  mother's  le£i:uring  the  daughter,  I'll  read 
what  accidents  have  befallen  other  unlucky  dogs  ! 
— {I'akes  a  news-faper  out  cf  his  pocket  —goes  to  the 
hack  part  of  the  ft  age-stakes  a  cbaify  and  fits  with  bis 
hack  turnd  to  the  audience *) 

Mrs.  Seymour.  I  am  determined — the  fcrvant 
will  fliew  you  to  the  carriage— who  waits  there  ? 
(Enter  "Tom  Seymour.) — What  do  you  want,  fir  I 

Tcm.  I'll  tell  you  when  I've  breath— that 
Welch  fmuggler  has  fo  winded  me  with  chafirjg 
him~I  won  his  money  fairly,  and  if  he  don't  pay 
and  apologize,    TiJ  burn,  fink,  and  deftroy  himt 

wheiv: 
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whenever  I  come  up  with  him — Juliana! — my 
fitter!.-. 

Lady.  Brother,  intercede  for  rpe — I  only  aflc 
for  (helter  under  my  mother's  roof,  and  flic  reflifcs 
me! 

Horn.  I  know  the  reafon— -fhe  is  going  to  be 
married. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  No  matter,  fir—- 1  will  be  obey'd. 

Tom.  Then  look  ye,  Juliarta  j  you  fliaU  turn 
failor  and  live  with  me — we'll  ftecr  through  life 
together,  and  you  fliall  ftiare  my  honours  and  my 
profits!  (Mrs.  Seymour /miles.) — Ay;  my  profits, 
madam  1— I'd  have  you  know,  next  weelc  I  am 
going  a  Voyage  of  Difcoveries — all  along  the 
coaft,  from  Whitehall  to  Windfor. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Perhaps  I  don't  mean  to  marry 
at  all,  fir— if  I  do,  I  hope  I  fliall  make  a  better 
choice  than  your  fitter  has  done — not  unite  my- 
felf  to  a  ruin'd  gambler,  like  Sir  Charles  Danvers! 
BO,  the  man  I  fliall  felcd,  will  boatt  a  pure  un- 
contaminated  mind,  a  faithful  and  an  innocent 
heart,  and  one  who  never  faw  a  gaming-table  \Ti 
his  life. 

Tom.  Mefs !  I'd  be  glad  to  fee  fuch  a  fellow ! 
but  I  fuppofe  its  like  a  fatter  failor  than  the  Sprightly 
Kitty— a  thing  not  to  be  found. 

Ap'Hazard.  (Still  in  the  chair y  with  his  back  to- 
wards  audience) — Trumps !-— Trumps ! 

Tom.  What's  this  the  uncontaminated  gentle^ 
man  ! 

Mrs.  Seymour.  It  is,  fir, 

Ap'Hazard  (not  regarding  them) — Oh  I  Game ! 
Game ! 

Tom.  Why,  wind  and  tide  fcem  both  in  his  fa- 
Ypur ! — hollow  !  fathcr-in-Iaw ! 

(rom 
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•(Tom  fmacks  him  on  the  back — Jp-HaTUMrdjmBps 
ftpy  and  they  meet  face  to  face.) 

Jp'Hazard.  What's  to  pay  ? 

Tom.  What,  is  it  you  ?•  is  this  the  innocent  faith- 
ful creature,  that  never  faw  a  gaming-table  P-t— ha! 
ha !  He  is  really  the  moft  unlucky  lubba  livingi — 
do  you  know,  mother,  laft  night  at  hazard,  he 
took  twelve  back  hands  running,  and  threw  crabs 
to  every  one  of  them  !  and  toffing  up  for  guineas, 
he  called  tails,  and  it  came  heads  twenty  times 
following — damme,  never  call  tails,  papa-— 
never ! 

Mrs.  Seymour.  This  is  very  extraordinary — Mr, 
Ap-Hazard,  I  had  the  higheft  opinion  of  your 
honour  j  and  when  I  gave  you  my  p^durc      ■■ 

Tom.  Gave  him  your  pifture  ! 

Ap-Hazard.  To  be  fure  fhe  did-— look  at  it  roy 
undone  fon-in-law  (putting  his  hand  in  his  waiftcoat 
pocket)  no;  its  not  there— -hang  me,  if  ever  J 
put  my  hand  in  the  right  pocket  in  my  life — its 
here. 

Tofn.  No,  its  here !  (taking  the  miniature  cut  tf 
his  pocket  and  holding  it  up)  look  at  it,  my  undone 
father-ill-law — I  won  it  of  him  laft  night  at  La 
Fleece'em's,  and  never  thought  of  looking  at  it 
before  ;  but  now  I  fee  the  family  likencfs— there, 
take  it,  mother,  and  let  it  remind  you,  that  parents 
ought'nt  to  turn  their  children  adrift,  for  chufing 
a  bad  pilot,  till  they're  fure  they  could  have  found 
a  better  for  them,  themrdvcs.  . 

Mrs.  Seymcur.  I  fee,  and  am  afham'd  of  my 
credi^lity— Mr.  Ap-Haznrd,  I  defirc  we  may  never 
meet  again— -come  Juliana-— Til  go  with  you  my^ 
fclf  to  Mifs  Ur.ion^s,  where  if  you  conduft  yourfclf 
yt'iih  propriety  for  a  few  vrechs,  I  will  recal  you  to 

my 
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my  houfc— to  my  heart  !—bani(h  from  my  me- 
mory the  errors  of  Lady  Danv€rs>  and  once 
more  be  alive  to  the  virtues  of  my  long-lov'd 
daughter. 

Lady.  Can  you  be  fo  generous  ?— FU  die  c*er  I 
a  fecond  time  forfake  you — and  yet  my  mother—  . 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Nay  j  nor  you,  my  fon,  neither 
of  you  muft  doubt  Mifs  Union. 

i'om.  Not  doubt  her !— for  my  part  I  don't  know 
her,  for  except  when  the  Thames  is  froze  over, 
I  am  never  at  home. 

Mrs,  Seymour.  She  is  my  deareft  friend,  and  is  fo 
fond  of  your  fociety  (to  Lady)  that  I  muft  keep  my 
word  with  her— come — Mr.  Seymour,  let  me  fee 
you  to-morrow— for  you,  Mr.  Ap-Hazard,  the  only 
reparation  you  can  make  mc,  is  to  quit  my  houfc 
this  inftant.  J.^*'^  ^^^^  -^^^  Danvers. 

Tom.  (after  a  panfe)  Papa. 

Ap-Hazard.  Tommy) — ^was  there  ever  llich 
luck? 

^<m.  Luck  1  afcribe  it  to  luck  1  its  all  owing  to 
impudence,  vice — 

Ap-HaTMrd.  There  now  !  this  is  always  the  way. 
When  one  man  gets  down  in  life  and  another  gees 
up,  the  world  exclaims,  "  its  all  owing  to  good  or 
bad  conduft ;"  I  fay,  its  owing  to  good  or  bad 
luck ;  and  I  aflc  you  candidly,  when  you  were 
fhipwrcck'd  on  the  coaft  of  Battcrfea,  was  it  good 
luck  or  good  management  that  made  you  land  ia 
feven  inch  water,  noble  Ciiptain  ? 

Tom.  Come,  there's  a  great  deal  in  chance  to 
be  fure,  and  as  the  tide  is  againft  you,  its  unfailor-. 
like  to  add  to  your  diftrcfs — fo  forget  and  forgive 
my  boy  !  nay,  you  were  merry  enough  juft  now — 
what  was  the  good  news,  that  made  yoir<ry — 
f^  Trumps!  trumps  !'* 
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jip'Hazard.  I  forgot  that— there's  a  card  yet 
—(kijfes  new/paper  J— fwttt  creature,  HI  go  to 
her  direftly—look  Captain,  read  that  advcrtifc- 
mcnt, 

Tom.  (reading  newjpaper)  *'  Matrimony  I—a  Lady 
who  has  a  heart  to  difpofe  of,  would  be  happy  to 
iinite  herfelf  to  a  man  of  fenfe  and  honour/' 
^-Hazflrd.  That's  me. 

uom.  (Reads.)  "  She  is  indifferent  about  a  for- 
tune, as  fhc  has  two  thoufand  a  year  in  a  brais* 

manufaftory— apply  to  Mifs  U ,    No.  402, 

Grofvcnor-ftreet. — N.  B.    She   would  prefer  an 
officer  in  the  army  or  navy."— Ay ;  that's  mc» 
Jp-Hazard.  You  fee— I'll  go  direftly, 
Tom.  No— you  don't— I'll  go. 
Ap'Hazard.  You  go ! 

Tom.  Yes;  Til  go— dor^'t  you  fee  (he  prefers  an 
officer  in  the  navy,  and  do  you  think  I'd  fuffi^r 
my  honour'd  father  to  marry  a  woman  made  of 
brafs  ? — no,  no— I'll  go;  and,  if  I  fuccecd,-  I'll  not 
only  return  all  the  prize  I  took  from  you^  but  give 
you  a  third  of  her  booty  befide. 

Ap'Hazard.  Will  you  ?  gad !  I  want  the  money, 
not  the  wife,  and  as  you're  fo  fortunate  a  fellow — 
Tom.  And  you  fo  unfortunate  a  one,  that  you'd 
fink  a  fhip. 

Ap'Hazard.   A  navy  by  heavens!  fo  its  a  bar* 
gain.  Captain — we'll  go  to  La  Fleece'cm's,  where 
I'm  to  take  my  feat  in  my  new  uniform,  and  then   , 
you  fhall  vifit  the  Lady. 

Tom.  No,  not  till  to-morrow— this  is  the  moft 
important  day  in  the  whole  year— the  Vauxhali 
failing  match,  you  rogue — the  Sprighriy  Kitty  is 
furc  of  the  Cup,  and  then  think  what  eclat  it  will 
give  my  introduftion.    (Looks  at  his  watch)    Oh  ! 

its 
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its  time  to  be  on  board— fo  go  to  La  Fleece'etn*s 
alone— put  on  your  new  uniform — here's  fomc- 
thing  to  warm  the  pockets  with,  (giving  bim  money) 
and  now  if  you  get  into  a  fcrape — 

Ap-Hazard  (putting  money  in  his  long  purfe)  I 
know  how  to  get  out  of  it— what's  to  pay,  noble 
Captain,  what's  to  pay  ?  [ExeunL 


END  OF  ACT  THE  SECOND. 
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SCENE.- An    Apartment   in   Mifs    Ukiqn'i 

Houfe. 

Enter  ^ik   Bamber    Blackletter    and  Lady 
Danvers. 

Sir  Bamber.  Send  for  a  Proftor,  did  you  fay ! 
— have  you  applied  to  Mrs.  ScTmodr  ? 

Lady.  I  have,  fir,  but  there  is  no  end  to  my 

'Another's   credulity this    morning   I   informed 

her,  that  Mifs  Union  wilh'd  me  to  gain  a  divorce 
from  Sir  Charles,  in  order  that  I  might  marry 
Mr.  Orville — nay  :— that  (he  had  even  fent  for  a 
Proflor  to  confult  on  the  fubjeft,  and  confcquently 
that  while  I  remained  in  this  houfe,  I  knew  I 
fhould  be  expos'd  to  one  continued  fcenc  of  danger 
and  of  infult. 

Sir  Bamber.  Well ! — and  what  was  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour's anfwcr  ! 

Lady.  That  flie  difbelicved  the  whole  ftory, 
and  bid  me  beware  how  I  accufd  Mifs  Union 
falfely — ftay  here  I  will  not — I'd  rather  die  tlian 
pafs  another  night  under  this  roof~Oh,  fir! — you 
were  once  a  friend  to  me. 

Sir  Bamber.  So  I  am  ftill — I'm  a  friend  to  the 
whole  fcx — that  is  to  the  young  part—for  though 
I'm  very  fond  of  old  books,  becaufe  they  fomc- 
times  fetch  a  great  price,  IVe  no  attachment  for 
old  women,  for  they  never  fetch  any  price  at  all — 
I  tell  you  what-— though  I  dare  fay  Mifs  Union 
and  Mrs.  Seymour  have  both  good  rcafons  for  their 
5  condudt^ 
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condud):,  yet  there  (hall  always  be  a  place  in  my 
library  for  fuch  a  beautiful  odavo  as  your  Lady-- 
(hip — you  (hall  come  to  my  houfe. 

Lady.  Will  you  be  fo  generous  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  To  be  fure  I  will — od  ! ! — Charles 
is  fomewhat  in  my  books  again,  and  if  I  could 
find  the  young  runaway — where  can  he  have  hid 
himfclf? 

Lady.  I  have  not  heard  from  him  fince  wc 
parted,  and  if  he  knew  how  I  regarded  him — 
Ah,  fir!— but  for  Mifs  Union's  influence,  we 
might  be  ftill  united — I  not  fufFering  feparation ! 
— nor  he  in  danger  of  a  prifon. 

Sir  Banker.  Not  a  word  againft  Mifs  Union — 
(he  pofTefTes  the  Chaucerian  Manufcript — the  dear 
delicious  Trickarinda !— and  now  I  think  on't— 
if  Tm  found  decoying  you  from  her  houfe  (he*il 
be  fo  oflTended— Oh  Lord  !— I  (hall  k>fe  the 
darting  treafure. 

Lady.  Nay,  fir! — ^Mifs  Union  nced'nt  know 
where  I'm  gone,,  nor  that  you  are  concerned  in  my 
cfcape. 

Sir  Bamber.  True : — if  it  could  be  manag'd — 
let  me  fee — now  for  a  plot — Vva  well  read  in  old 
plays  and  —  I  have  it — arc  you  not  going  to  the 
Opera  to  night  ? 

Lady.  I  am— I  fit  in  Mifs  Union's  box. 

Sir  Bomber.  Then  Pll  meet  you  there  and  find 
a  way  to  get  off  unfeen — it's  a  modern  plot,  but  fo 
much  the  better — like  the  plots  in  modern  plays, 
it*s  not  likely  to  be  found  out — (knocking  at  the 
door.) — This  is  the  Proftor,  perhaps, — {^Enter  a 
Jerooiit.) — Who  is  it  ? 

Servant.  A  ftrange  gentleman,  who  wants  to  fee 
my  mifVrefs,  fir.  [Exit. 

Sir  Bamber.  Ay :  ay : — it's  the  Prodbor— let  us 

get 
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f?t  out  of  the  way— till  tec  meet  at  the  Opera 
rcwcU !— rU  fccurc  your  cfcape^  and  if  this  god- 
fon— this  what's  to  pay  Welchmain,  at  our  next 
meeting,  fqueezes  hands  and  breaks  heads^  Charles 
fliall  be  my  heir  ftilL 

Lady.  Sir,  I  am  all  gratitude — adieu  \ 
Sir  Bamber.  Adieu !— ita  very  odd  what  lAakeil 
all  the  women  fo  fond  of  me  ?  No-^-it  is'nt— my 
literary  reputation  compels  them  to  adore  me—- 
I'm  the  Englifli  Ovid  !— I'm  a  new  edition  of  the 
Art  of  Love — "  Sigh  no  more  ladies,  &c," 

[Exit  ftnpng — Ladjf  Danvefs  exit. 

Enter  Miss  Union  and  Servant. 

Mfs  Union.  No  doubt  it'^s  the  gentleman  from 

Doftors    Commons — (hew    him   up  directly 

[Exit  Servant.'] — poor  Mr.  Ap-Hazaxd !  I  declare 
I  quite  pity  him  for  his  bad  fortune,  and  pity  is 
fo  nearly  allied  to  love-^-heigho !—- oh  !  here's 
the  Proftor — now  if  we  can  bring  about  a  divorce 
between  Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Danvers,  Ihe  and  the 
large  Cornwall  eftate  may  be  Orville's  ftill. 

Enter  Tom  Seymour  tf«^  Servant. 

Tom.  (^e  new/paper  in  his  band).  This  is 
No,  402,  and  that's  your  miftrcfs,  you  fay. 

Mifs  Union.  Yes,  fir,— you're  quite  right—- 
pray  be  feated. 

Tom.  Ma'am  !  {fitting) — it's  her — it's  the  Brafs 
Lady  I-  -now  to  ftrike  her  at  once  (afide)—! 
gain'd  the  Cup,  Ma'am ! — the  Sprightly  Kitty 
Von  eafy — I'll  tell  you  how  it  was  Ma'am. 

Mifs  Union.  Sir! 

Tom.    Six  vcffels  fct  lafl  for    the  prizer-the 

J^eptune 
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Neptune  got  the  dart  and  kept  it — that  is,  as  far 
as  Milbank— there  the  Sprightly  Kitty  came  up 
with  her,  and  then,  ma'am,  had  you  fcen  me  at 
the  helm  ! — laid  her  clofe  to  the  wind — kept  be- 
tween my  antagonift  and  the  fhore— -got  the 
weather-gage — caught  a  breeze — fhot  over  to  the 
Lambeth  coaft — tack'd—  upfet  a  boat  full  of  com- 
mon councilmcn— dafh'd  through  the  midle  arch 
— brought  her  about™ dropt  anchor  off  the  Pro- 
prietor's barge — received  the  cup — guns  firing- 
drums  beating — the  crew  huzzaing ! — Oh  dam'me, 
ma'am,  if  you  like  officers  in  the  navy,  I'm  the 
man. 

ACfs  Union.  This  i^very  extraordinary — but  now* 
a-days  men  of  bufinefs  are  all  men  of  pleafure— 
however,  to  the  point  if  you  plcafc— I  fent  for  you 
about  a  divorce* 

rom.  What ! 

Mifs  Union.  I  fay,  I  fent  for  you  about  a 
divorce. 

Tom.  And  I  came  to  you  about  a  marriage. 

Mifs  Union.  Marriage  ! — Lord  help  you !— itt 
a  proftor  I  want. 

Tom.  No,  no — its  a  parfon  you  want. 

Mifs  Union.  Me  !  'tis'nt  of  myfelf  I'm  talking 
—'tis  of  a  young  couple  who  have  lately  parted- 
Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Danvers. 

Tom.  Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Danvers  ! 

Mifs  Union.  Yes :  I  want  my  nephew  to  marry 
the  lady,  and  therefore  if  you  can  put  me  in  a 
way  to  manage  a  divorce — look  \-^[holds  up  a 
pur/e)-^!  underftand  feeing ! 

Tom.  Pray— does  Lady  Danvers  with  this  ? 

Mifs  Union.  No— to  be  fure  flie  does'nt — but 
what  fignifies  th^ti—Hcrc— {offering  a  ptirfey^- 
Nay  i  nobody  will  know  or  blame  you  for  it. 
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Tom.  (rijing.)  Yes  :  there  is  one  perfon  who 
will  both  know  and  blame  me  for  it. 

Mi/s  Union.  Who  ? 

Tom.  Myfelf  I— hark  ye  : — I  don't  care  a  rope's 
end  for  Sir  Charles — but  for  Lady  Danvcrs — for 
my  poor  Juliana  !  I  would'nt  add  to  her  diftrefs, 
if  you'd  give  me  a  three  decker,  and  ballaft  it 
with  your  own  brafs  I — fo  that  {Jnapping  bis  finger s^ 
for  your  two  thoufand  a  year,  and  as  for  your 
heart — ^mifs  ! — I  don't  wonder  you  want  to  difpofe 
of  it,  for  at  night-time,  it  muft  be  a  damn'd 
troublefome  mefs-mate  to  you. 

I^Tifs  Union.  Why,  what  does  the  brute  mean  ? 

7o7n.  Mean ! — ^that  you  may  advertife  for  a- 
hufband  every  day  in  the  week,  and  not  even  my 
cabin  boy  will  have  you — there — there's  your 
hand-biil — (jf^Ww^  her  the  news-paper) — ^you  may 
keep  it  for  Tom  Seymour-^Yes  :  for  the  brother 
of  Lady  Danvers. 

Mifs  Union.  The  brother  of  Lady  Danvers  ! — 
What !  are  you  the  famous  failor  I've  heard  fo 
much  of? — the  mighty  navigator  who  annually 
cofts  his  fnother  three  hundred  pounds,  for  damage 
done  the  fhipping  in  running  foul  of  them  !— Sir, 
I  am  Mrs.  Seymour's  deareft  friend^  Mifs  Unionj 
and  I'll  inform  her 

'Tom.  You  her  deareft  friend  I — then  blefs  the 
Sprightly  Kitty  for  keeping  me  clear  of  the 
family  acquaintance  ! — You  inform  her  ! — ^I'U  go 
to  her  direftly — I'll  tell  her  about  your  proftors^ 
parfons,  and  divorces ;  and  if  I've  not  got  a  wife 
by  the  interview.  Til  prove  at  Icaft  that  I  have 
fav'd  a  fifter,— ay ;  and  expos'd  a  falfe  friend  by 
it! — Your  fervant 

EnLr  Servant. 

Servant    Sir,    Mr.  Ap-Hazard  is   below-^he 
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defir'd  me  to  inform  you^  that  he  is  in  a  huny 
to  go  to  the  opera;  and,  as  he  is  in  want-of  ready 
money,  he  begs  you  or  the  lady  wiU  let  him  have 
a  hundred  pounds  on  account. 

1'om.  What,  he  expeds  to  finger  the  brafs, 
does  he  ?  Tell  him  the  lady  means  to  keep  it  all 
to  herfelf— Stay — I'll  tell  him  myfelf.  Look  ye  ; 
if  my  mother  don't  remove  you  from  the  com- 
mand of  Juliana,  I  will ! — (he  is  my  fifter— and 
may  I  never  fire  a  cannon,  find  an  idand,  or  make 
a  fortune  by  prize-money,  if  fhe  fhall  be  run  a- 
ground,  while  her  brother  has  an  arm  to  fteer 
with !  ^  [Ekif. 

Mifs  Union.  I-  defy  him ;  Mrs.  Seymour  wUl  be- 
lieve nothing  to  my  difadvantage,  Tm  fure— but 
what  is  all  this  ?  (looking  at  the  newjpaper)  I  ad- 
vertife  for  a  hufband !  I  who  never  pafs  a  day 
without  an  offer ! — ^that  have  a  lift  of  difcarded 
lovers  as  long  as  Pall-Mall ! — that  can  marry  Sir 
Bamber  at  a  moment's  notice  !— and  here — ^to  be 
ftuck  up  here  amongft  Pifture  Galleries,  Poney 
Races,  Quacks,  Conjurors  ha !  I  begin  to 
fufpeft  now — it's  a  trick — a  ftratagem  of  Sir 
Charles  or  Lady  Danvers 

Enter  Orville. 

Mifs  Union.  My  dear  nephew,  I'm  fo  glad 
you're  come— I've  received  fiich  a  new  provoca- 
tion from  Sir  Charles  or  his  wife,  that  I  have 
now  no  longer  any  motive  for  reftraining  your 
condudt  towards  the  lady— you  may  a6t  as  you 
pleafe. 

Orville.  May  I  ? — ^then  I'll  compel  her  to  fuc 

for  a  divorce — once  in  my  pow'r,  I'll  anfwer  for 

forcing  her  to  confent  to  a  final  fcparation  from  her 

buiband  :  (he  is  now  in  the  next  room,  and— — 
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Mfs  Unim.  Hold— this  houfc  is  iacred  on  Mrs. 
Seymour'iS  account.  To-night  you  will  find  her 
at  the  opera ;  but  remember,  whatever  arc  your 
plans,  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  them. 

OrvilU.  I  underftand— rU  not  involve  yoib— 
Oh  !  at  the  opera — ^I'U  take  care  to  fccurc  her— 
(knocking)  What's  that  knocking  ?— In  the  paf- 
fage,  too,  when  I  enter'd,  there  was  fuch  a  croncl 
of  ftrange  figures-— however,  I  mud  repair  to  the 
c^ra— -till  we  meet  there,  good  night. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Ma'am,  here's  a  Scotch  gentleman 
fays  he  comes  according  to  advertifement. 

More  knocking^  and  enter  another  Servah r. 

Servant.  Ma'am,  here's  a  Frendiman  afking 
for  the  lady  who  wants  a  hufband* 

M(^e  knocking^  and  enter  another  Servaht. 

Servant.  Ma'am,  here  are  fix  young  Iriflimeo. 

Mifs  Union.  Six  young  Irifhmen  !  mercy  I  here'U 
be  the  whole  town  prefently— lock  the  doors— 
fhut  up  the  houfe,  and,  d'ye  hear,  tell  the  gen- 
tlemen, I  don't  want  a  hulband — ^yes,  tell  thenai 
I  do— but  that  inftead  of  having  two  thouland  a 
year,  I  owe  thirty  thoufand  pounds — Come,  C^- 
ville — Oh  !  if  I  don't  match  them  all,  fay  Tm  no 
match-maker.  [Exeum^ 
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SCENE— 7*/^^  Coffee-room  at  the  Opera  Houfe—the 
Bar,  with  fTomen  behind — Fruity  Ice,  Lmmade^ 
&c,  on  it. 

Enter  three  Orange  fTomen. 

Firft  Woman  (/peaking  to  the  woman  at  the  Bar,) 
A  tumbler  of  water  for  General  Symphony— he 
WIS  feized  with  hyfterics  during  the  laft  fong. 

Second  Woman.  A  glafs  of  pine  ice  for  thj^ 
Duchefs  of  Prattle — ^fhe  has  talk'd  herfclf  into  a 
high  fever. 

Third  Woman.  Some  jellies  for  Lord  Totter-r 
and  here— fome  hartlhorn  for  Lady  Danvers, 
who  has  fainted  away  at  the  door  of  the  coffee- 
room.  • 

Enter  Orville, 

Orville.  Be  quick,  be  quick,  I  tell  you,  or 
Lady  Danvers  will  dicr— Curfe  old  Sir  Bamber-^ 
to  be  handing  her  out  of  Mifs  Union's  box  at  a 
moment— however,  I  tripp'd  up  his  heelsr— took 
her  from  him,  and,  if  (he  hadn't  fainted  with  ap- 
prehenlion,  by  this  time  fhe  had  been  fafe  on  the 
road  to  my  country-houfc — (woman  gives  him 
jbartjhom) — Now  to  revive  her,  and  then*  ■  *  * 
^unds !  Sir  Bamber  again  I 

^nter  Sir  Bamber  Blacklbtter. 

Sir  Bomber.  This  opera-houfc  is  no  houfc  for  ui 

Iftcrary  charafters; — Oh,   Mr.  Orville  !  I've  been 

f9  infu}tec}.'*-this  inftant,  as  I  was  conducing  Lady 
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Danvcrs  out  of  Mifs  Union's  box,  a  bullying 
.fellow  fciz'd  pie  by  the  arm-~twirl'd  mc  round 
like  a  T  totum>  and  fcnt  me  head  foremoll  to  tbe 
ground,  as  dead  as  old  Chaucer, 

Orville.  Well,  fir,  I  hope  you  don't  fufpcft  me  ? 

Sir  Bamher.  Sufpcft  you ! — ^what  the  nephew  of 
my  dear  Mifs  Union  ? — No,  no^— and  yet  it's  well 
I  know  your  regard  for  me,  for  the  fellow  was 
'drcfs'd  in  a  fimilar  coat  to  your's — though  the 
paflage  was  dark,  and  we  commentators  arc  very 
Ciort-fighted,  yet  I'll  fwcar  the  rafcal  had  on  the 
uniform  of  La  Fleecc'em's  club. 

Orville.  Very  likely — ^I'm  not  the  only  perfon 
here  in  the  uniform — there's  Sir  Charles  Dan- 
vers — 

Sir  Bamber.  Charles  in  the  uniform !— he  the 
ruffian  ! — Oh,  the  defperado  ! — ^Well !  whoever 
it  is,  Mr.  Orville,  he  has  not  only  taken  from 
me  the  fweeteft  girl  in  England,  but  alfo  the  greatcft 
curiofity  in  the  whole  world^— my  fnufF-box  !— 
my  invaluable  fnufF-box  !  which  Charles  the  Se- 
cond gave  KilHgrew  for  his  jokes,  and  which  a 
pawnbroker  gave  me  for  fixty  guineas— help  mc 
to  fearch  for  him — 

Orville.  Excufe  me — ^I'm  engaged — Now  to  carry 
Lady  Danvers  to  my  villa,  and  then  fhc's  mine 
for  ever !  (afide)  Good  night.  Sir  Bamber ;  and, 
depend  on't,  Sir  Charles  was  your  aflailant.  [£x//. 

Sir  Bamber.  Charles  my  aflailant ! — then  Ap- 
Hazard  is  my  heir,  and  I'll  leave  Lady  Danvers  to 
llarve  with  her  hufl)and.  I  could  forgive  his 
taking  his  wife  from  me,  but  to  knock  mc 
down,  and  fteal  my  KilHgrew ! — Oh  ! — they  may 
i>oth  go  to  Scotland  again — ^I've  done  with  them 
—I've — ^hah  !  who  comes  here  ?— another  man 
in  the  uniform  1  (Jiands  afide) 

Enter 
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Enter  Ap-Hazard  in  the  Uniform. 

Ap-llazard.  Bravo,  Matter  Ap-Hazard  !— 
fiace  you've  put  on  this  uniform,  you've  come 
on  amazingly — Mifs  Union  has  exchanged  fuch* 
glances  with  me,  that  there's  no  doubt  I  Ihall  fin- 
ger the  brafs  yet;  and  croffing  the  paflage,  I 
found  fuch  a  valuable  curiofity — ^fuch  a  divine 
fnufF-box — (takes  a  finch  of  fnuff  out  of  it,  and 
puts  it  in  i>is  pocket) — ^ha !  Bam  !  how  arc  you. 
Bam  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  Bam  ' — furely  he  can't  be  the  ruf- 
fian— what  brought  you  here,  fir  ? 

Ap-Uazard.  I  came  to  fee  the  opera,  fir— but 
the  thing's  impoffiblc — ^I  hav'nt  had  a  glimpfe  of 
a  fingle  dancer  or  fmger. 

Sir  Bamber.  And  why,  fir  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  Becaufe  the  audience  are  the  per-^ 
formers,  and  there's  nothing  to  be  feen  on  the 
ftage,  but  foldiers,  fcene-fhifters,  prompters,  and 
thofe  pafteboard  figures  ftuck  on  to  the  fcenes, 
call'd  men  of  falhion — Do  you  know.  Bam,  in 
Wales  we  us'd  to  pay  but  fixpence  to  look  at  a 
waggon  full  of  wild  beafts — but  here,  at  the  opera- 
houfe,  you  pay  half-a-guinea  to  peep  only  ^t 
monkies. 

Sir  Bamber.  Hark  ye,  fir— didn't  you  af- 
fault  me  juft  now  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  Me  aflJault  you? 

Sir  Bamber.  Yes,  fir— didn't  you  take  Lady 
Danvers  from  me  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  Me  ! — no,  no — I  was  rather  un- 
fortunate in  the  morning,  but  now  I'm  in  better 
luck,  and  we'll  be  better  friends — ^give  me  your 
Jiand— no-r-not  the  gouty  one— there — and  how 
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Ap'Hazard.  Villain  ! — I  found  it — I- 


Sir  Bomber.  It's  all  out  now  ! — he  was  the  af- 
iailant,  and  Gharlps  is  innocent.  Now  ar'nt  you 
a  pretty  fcoundrel !— At  our  firft  interview,  you 
break  old  Geoffrey's  IkuU  j  and  at  the  fecond  you 
crack  mine! — Look'ye,  you  may  return  to  Wales, 
for  rU  adopt  a  printer's  devil — a  compofitor — a 
fly-boyr— any  body,  in  preference  to  fuch  a  hinx* 
fpinx  impoftor ! 

Ap-Hazard.  What !! — ^you  give  me  up,  do  you  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  Give  you  up  !— if  it  wer'nt  for 
Mifs  Union,  I'd  have  you  hang'd ! 

jif 'Hazard.  Well  !r— what  then  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  What  then  ! 

Ap'Uazard.  Ay,  what  then  ? — ^When  a  man 
has  no  luck  in  one  world— damme  it's  infupportar 
ble  !  I'm  tir'd  out :  and  at  this  moment  I'm  ia 
fuch  a  conflagration,  that  I  could  burn  the  theatre 
myfelf,  and  all  the  people  in  it. — Here— give  mc 
fomething  cooling— ice— lemonade -^vinegar !— ^ 
(goes  up  to  the  bar^  and  in  his  hurry  breaks  three  or 

four  glajfes). Very  well ! — "  What's  to  pay  ?•• 

— curfe  it ! — "  what's  to  pay  ?" 

Sir  Bamber.  Poor  Ladv  Danvers  ! — I  wondev 
what's  become  of  her :  it  I  could  find  her,  anc^ 
make  her  amends— Heh  !  here  fhc  is,  and  Or- 
yille  with  her ! 

^nter  Lady  Danvers,  ftruggling  with  Oi^ville. 

» 
La^i  (/peaking  as  Jhe  enters).  Sir,  I  infift— nay^ 
J  muft^  will  be  heard !  Gentlemen,  if  yodi 
have  any  pity,  proteft  me  from  this  hypocrite.—^. 
Sir  Bamber ! — Mr.  Ap-Hazard  !  you  once  fav'd 
my  mother  in  diftrefs,  now  extend  your  gallantry: 
|Q  hc{  unfortunate  daughter  ! 

QrviUe. 
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\  Orville.  Pfha  !   they'll  neither  of  them  interfere 
for  you :  one's  too  old— the  other  too  daftardly. — 

Ap'Hazard.  Who's  daftardly  ! Fll  interfere 

for  her — ^or  for  any  body— or  for  every  body  1 

Orville.  Indeed !— What  makes  you  fo  mad- 
headed  I 

jlp-Hazard.  What  makes  one  man  a  highway- 
n>an  ? — ^another  a  fuicide  ? — ^a  third  a  duellill  ? — - 
Why  defperation  ! — defperation  ! — I'm  chuck-full 
of  it  at  this  moment  1  I  can't  be  wo:  le  oiF  thiui 
I  am,  fo  yield  up  the  lady,  or  elfe  take  hold  of 
the  corner  of  that  handkerchief — we'll  liirht  acrofs 
it,  muzzle  to  muzzle,  Mr.  Orville  ! 

Orville.    This    iiiterniption's    tedious Lady 

Danvers,  I  infift (hying  hdd  of  her). 

j4p-Hazardy  (fuuiding  bcfure  them).  Stop,  lir ! 
I  fee,  you're  one  of  tliofe  puppies,  who  havixig 
loft  all  charafter,  try  to  relieve  it,  by  robbing 
women  of  their  honour  ?.nd  men  of  their  lives — 
(here  Orville  produces  pijhls) — If  fo,  there's  my 
card — there's  my  yi^o\— {taking  or^e  from  Orviilc) 
—and,  unlucky  as  I  am,  V\\  bet  twenty  to  ten 
my  fhot  againft  yours — (prejents  piflel).  Out  of 
the  way.  Bam,— out  of  the  way  ! 

Orville.  This  is'i^t  a  proper  place  to  adjufl:  thefe 
matters  in ;  you'll  bring  the  audience  to  ice  you. 

Ap-Jiazard.  So  much  the  better:  I  like  to 
bring  an  audience  to  lee  me  :  and  the  fuller  the 
houfe,  the  more  my  afting  will  be  applauded. — 
However,  if  we  can't  fight  here,  wc  c:in  fight 
cKewherc  : — come  over  the  way  to  my  loiigings-- 
(Orville paiijes ) .  What  \  does  Fortune  leave  you 
in  the  lurch  ? — ^Look,  ma'am — look  at  the  loljng 
hero  ! 

Orville.  Don*t  fancy  Pm  afraid,  fir:  I  don't 
like  to  leave  the  lady,  that's  all. 

I  Sir' 
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Sir  Bamber,  (ajxde  to  OrvilU).  Oh  !  I'll  take 
care  of  her,  upon  my  honour. 

Orjilk.  What,  you']l  keep  her  fafe  till  I  re- 
turn ? — then  rU  go  with  him — ^thcre  is  no  other 
way  ;   and  after  all    I  don't  think  he'll  fight.— 

Come,    fir,    no  delay Madam,    I'll  make  an 

example  of  your  champion;   and  when  I  come 
back 

Ap'Uazard,  Madam,  he  fliall  never  come  back 

again  ! There's  no  danger;  if  he  will  fight,  I 

won't :    and  the  man  who  makes  up  his  mind  to 
one  or   to   the    other,    is   equally  determined— 

{afide). Come  along,    fir. Bam,    I'm  rc- 

folv'd— -Madam,  he's  a  dead  man ! 

\^Exit  wUh  Orville. 

Sir.  Bamber.  There  they  go — and  now,  my 
fwcct  odavo,  we'll  go  too.  I  forgive  the  fellow 
every  thing — I  do ;  becaufe  he  has  fav'd  you  from 
Orvillc,  who  I  now  fee  was  the  real  villain  ^ftcr 

Ladf.  Ah,  fir ! — ^but  if  Mr.  Ap-Hazard  Ihouli 
lole  his  life  ? 

Sir  Bamber.  Lofe  his  life  ! — blefs  you :  when  a 
quarrel  takes  place  at  a  theatre,  it's  five  to  one 
they  don't  fight ;  and  if  they  do,  it's  ten  to  one 
neither  of  them  arc  wounded.  But  come,  let's 
to  my  houfe  direftly,  and  leave  the  people  of 
fafliion  to  fleep  over  the  opera  by  themfelves.-— 
Do  you  know,  Juliana,  I've  a  great  mind  to  give 
up  literature,  and  learn  to  caper :  I  have,  for  this 
reafon — now-a-days,  the  worfl  dancer  makes  more 
by  his  heels,  than  the  bell  author  docs  by  his 
head !  [Exeunt. 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT     IV. 


SCENE.— 0/^(/f^(f  ^SiR  Bamber's  Ihufein  Grof- 
venor  Square. 

Enter  Sir  Bamb£r  and  Lady  Danvers. 

Sir  Bamber.  Ay,  ay :  I  tolcj  you  how  the  duel 
would  end. 

Lfady.  Had'nt  we  better  enter  your  houfe,  Sir  ? 
r— we  inay  be  purliied. 

Enter  from  the  Houfe^  Samuel. 

Samuel  Oh  Sir! — I'm  glad  you're  come  bome« 

Sir  Bamber.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  lirfah  ? 

Samuel.  There's  been  fuch  a  rumpus,  Er!—- • 
Mrs.  Seymour's  butler  has  been  here,  aiking  after 
your  Honour  and  Lady  Danvers, 

Sir  Bamber.  Indeed  ! 

Samuel:  Yes.— They  have  been  informed  that 
you  had  carried  off  the  lady  from  the  opera. — 
There'll  be  blood  fpilt  I'm  furc,  for  Mrs.  Sey- 
mour and  her  fon,  Mifs  Union  and  her  nephew, 
all  vow  revenge  i  and  if  Lady  Danvers  is  found 
in  our  houie 

Sir  Bamber.  None  of  your  illuftrations,  firrah  I 
{Exit  Samuel.)— What's  to  be  done  ?— -Mrs^ 
Seymour  will  perfecute,  Orville  and  her  fon  infult 

me  }  and  Mils  Union 'fdeath  !  I  fliall  lofe  both 

her  and  Trickarinda no,  no,    fhe  mus'nt  be 

found  in  my  hoiifc. 

Lady.  Tm  forry  to  perplex  you,  fir  5  and  if  I 
knew  how 

SW  Bamber.  There  is  only  one  way— you  muft 

return 
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return  to  Mifs  Union's  :  for  I'd  rather  be  accused 
of  having  written  all  the  new  novels  of  latt  year, 
than  proved  to  be  author  of  your  prefent  elope- 
ment.—Mercy  on  me  !  here's  One  of  our  pur- 
Tuers,     (Tbcy  go  up  tbeftage.) 

Enttr  Ap-Hazard,  (the flap  of  his  coat  torn). 

Ap-Hazard.  Here's  luck  now  !— I  receive  an 
aiTignation  from  Mifs  Union — keep  on  my  beft 
drefs 

Sir  Bamber.  Oh,  its  only  you,  is  it  ? 

^'Hazard.  I  receive  an  aflignation,  I  fay — 
knock  at  the  lady's  door — all  joy  and  cxpeftation 
—when  a  litde  fquare  tcrricr-fac'd  fellow  feizcs  mc 
by  the  flap  of  the  coat ;  tears  it  afunder ;  calls  me  a 
money-lender,  himfelf  a  coach-maker,  and  fwcars 
I  Iwindl'd  him  out  of  a  chariot  worth  three  hun- 
dred pounds.  — I  explain  j  and  he  coolly  walks 
off,  faying  he  never  faw  one  man  more  like  an- 
other than  I  am  to  the  notorious  A,  B. Curfc 

him  !    I  muft  go  home,  and  refit  myfclf  for  the 
aflignation. 

Sir  BambeTy  (flopping  him).  Don't  you  fee  Lady 
Danvers  ? — (he's  all  gratitude  for  your  gallantry  -, 
and,  between  ourfclvcs,  ftie  has  made  notes  on 
your  figure :  ftie  likes  your  title-page— your  fron- 
tifpiece— mum— flic's  fond  of  you. 

Jp'Hazard.  They  all  are  !— Oh,  with  the  wo- 
men I'm  always  fortunate  !— blcfs  them  !  they 
never  got  me  into  a  fcrape. 

Sir  Bamber.  Didn't  they  ? — you're  a  luckier  fel- 
low then  than  I  thought  you. 

Ap'RaTJird.  Never :  they  never  lead  any  body 
into  mifchief. 

Sir Bamb$r.  No! why  here's  one  of  them 

5  has 
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has  put  a  full  (lop  to  all  my  flights  in  love  and 
Jiterature. The  fcx  never  get  you  into  diffi- 
culties, you  fay  ? IVe  a  great  mind  to  fix  him 

with  the  care  of  Lady  Danvers—  (afide)—-!  will, 

Hark'ye  !— -fhe's  in  a  particular  fituation--^- 

ftie  wants  a  proteftor. 

Jp-Hazard.  A  protestor ! 

Sir  Bamber.  Ay :  don't  you  know  what  a  pro- 
teftor  is  ? 

Jp'Hazard.  Oh ! — a  man  who  takes  care  of 
himfclf. 

Sir  Bamber.  Come,  that's  a  new  reading. 
She  has  no  home,  I  tell  you ;  and  as  I  heard  you 
fay  you  were  going  to  your  lodgings,   will  you 
take  hereunder  your  arm? 

Ap'Hazard.  Will  I  not! My   dear   Bam, 

always  put  yourfelf  in  Fortune's  way. Madam  ! 

Sir  Bamber.  Hulh  !  I'll  fpeak  to  her. What 

a  nanny-goat    it    hi  -  (ajide.) Juliana        I 

can't  keep  my  countenance — (laugbingj^-'^zs 
you  fee  the  danger  of  going  to  my  houfe,  and 
objeft  to  return  to  Mifs  Union's,  I've  thought  of 
a  fnug  fhelf  for  you :  a  female  relation  of  mine 
lives  in  the  next  ftreet,  and  this  favourite  of  the 
ladies  (Jmiling  at  Ap-Hazard)  here  will  conduft 
you — nay,  he'll  fight  for  you,  I  warrant ;  though 
not  a  profcfs'd  duellift,  he  can  crack  a  fkull  as 
well  as  any  cudgeller  in  England. 

Lady.  Sir,  Tve  no  rcafon  to  think  Mr.  Ap- 
Hazard  will  lead  me  into  danger. 

Ap-Hazard.  There  you're  wrong,  madam ;  I 
never  take  a  ftep  without  getting  into  danger: 
and  fince  I  entered  this  inaufpicious  town,  I've 
got  into  every  fcrape  a  man  can  get  into — except 
one. 

Lady.  And  what  is  that  one  \ 

Ap^ 
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Ap'Hazard.  A  law-fuitl — I've  had  no  com- 
merce with  the  lawyers;  although  I've  heard  there 
are  20o,oqo,  I've  efcaped  them  all :  and  that'i 
an  equivalent  for  moll   of  my  bad  fortune.— 

Come,  let's  begone,  madam. 1  fay,  don't  you 

envy  me  ? 

Sir  bomber.  I  do :  John  Gilpin  was  nothing  to 
you. — Stop  though:  treat  her  kindly— behave 
like  a  man  of  honour. 

Ap'Hazard.    Honour! now    I    think   on't, 

what's  become  of  Mils   Union  ?— (he's  waiting 

all  this  time,  and Well  1    I'll  fee  her  fafe, 

(Pointing  to  Lady  Danvers)   and  then  once  more 

for  the  affignation. Lady   Danvers,   I've  an 

arm  to  fight  for  you,  a  head  to  plot  for  you,  and 

a  heart  to  feel  for  you  ! — and Oh,  Sir  Bam ! 

"  there  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,  which, 
taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune :"  I'm  now 
at  high-water  mark,  and  this  pilot  will  fteer  me 
into  fuch  an  ocean  of  luck,  that  henceforth  my 
watch-word  ftiall  be  "  what's  to  receive  ?"  never 
will  I  afk  **  what's  to  pay  ?"  again, 

[£v/V  wub  Lady  Danvers. 

Sir  Bamber.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I — Good  luck  to  you. 
Now  there'll  be  no  blood  fpilt :    I  can  tri- 
umph over  Mrs.  Seymour  and  her  fon,  and  pre- 
ferve  Mifs  Union  and  Trickarinda. 

Enter  Tom  and  Mrs.  Seymour. 

^om.    Where   is  my  fifter,    fir? — You  have, 
decoy'd  her  from  the  opera,  and  taken  me-  from 
an  harpooning  party  at  Putney,  where  the  fifh  arc 
now  waiting  for  me — Deliver  her  up  this  inftanr, 
or  by  the  regatta  I  fwear 

Sir  Bam.  None  of  your  pitch  and  wr  here,  fir ! 

— Mrs. 
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^Mrs.   Seymour,    lead  this    libellous  report 

Ihould  injure  me  in  Mifs  Union's  good  opinion, 
I  am  compelled  to  give  up  the  real  aumor  at 
once — my  fiopeful  heir  is  the  gentleman. — ^Lady 
Danvcrs  is  this  inftant  gone  with  Ap-Hazard  to 
his  lodgings. 

Tom.  Oh  you  old  marauder  ! — what !  follow 
the  track  of  Munchaufen? — try  to  outfail  thae 
great  difcoverer  on  the  marvellous  ocean  ! — —All 
I  know  is,  if  Ap-Hazard  has  fteer'd  off  with  the 
Juliana  brig,  there'll  be  a  pretty  fmart  engage- 
ment between  her  and  the  Union  fire-ftiip. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Hold,  fir ! — hav'nt  I  told  you 
not  to  rcflcft  on  that  good  woman  ? 

Tom.  And  hav'nt  I  told  you  to  rcfleft  on  that 
good  woman?—  I  fay  Mifs  Union  is  a  crazy 
-veffcl  J  and  as  a  proof  of  it,  fhe .  fent  Ap-Hazard 
a  love-letter — he  fliew'd  it  me ;  and  may  I  never 
fct  the  Thames  on  fire,  if  I  don't  think  (he  is  now 

in  his  cabiA. Juliana's  a  good  girl  j  and  takes 

too  much  after  her  brother,  to  aft  in  an  unfailor- 
like  or  difhonourable  manner. 

Sir  Bamber.  This  is'nt  to  be  borne ! Mrs^ 

Seymour,  that  you  may  be  eyc-witnefs  of  mine 
and  Mifs  Union's  innocence,  will  you  go  with  me 
to  Ap-Hazard's  lodgings  ? — In  the  mean  time, 
your  illiterate  amphibious  fon  here  may  examine 
my  houfe. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  With  all  my  heart. — Come,  fir. 

Sir  Bamber y  (to  "Tom).  Mind  though — ^when 
you  enter  the  library,  don't  fteal  any  ot  the  ma- 
nufcripts. 

Tom.  I  fteal  them  ! — pooh  !  they're  too  heavy 
for  the  Sprightly  Kitty:  one  cargo  of  black-letter 
ballaft  would  fink  her  and  the  whole  crew. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Will  you  never  forego  this  aqua- 
tic 
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tic  riiahia  ?— ^wiU  you  never  be  creditable  to  your 
Family,  or  ufcful  to  your  country  ? 

Tom.  Ufeful  to  my  country  ?  ■  I  never  had 
an  opportunity  of  proving  it.  But  Til  tell  you 
tvhat^f  an  enemy's  fleet  appears  oflf  our  coaft, ' 
ni  not  trouble  mylclf  about  the  falt-water^  be- 
caufe  there  are  tight  lads  enough  to  take  care  of 
the  Channel  >  but  for  frefti-water,  if  they  venture 
above  bridge^  only  let  me  catch  'em  in  Chelfea 
Reath,  and  I  and  the  Sprightly  Kitty  will  give 
them  fuch  broadfides.— ^Oli !  we'll  affert  the  dig^ 
nity  of  old  Thames  j  and,  while  weVe  a  plank  t6 
Hand  on,  proteft  its  filheries>  coal-barges,  navi- 
gationj  and  trade*  \^Exeunt^ 

SCENE — ^Ap-Ha2ard*s  Lodgings  i  a  Tabky  with 
fVinei  two  Chairs. 

Enter  Ap-Haz ard  and  Lady  JDan vers. 

Ap'Hazardy  (in  another  coat).  Now  to  meet 
Mifs  Union — Good  b'ye :  order  what  you  want. 

Latfy.  Don't  leave  me,  I  entreat  you. 

Ap'Hazard.  Not  leave  you ! — I'm  furc  you'll 
pardon  me  when  I  confefs  I've  an  aflignationj 
the  lady  has  been  waiting  thefe  two  hours  2  and 
Ao  wonder  at  it,  for  when  L  fet  out  for  one  place> 
I'm  fo  furc  of  arriving  at  another,  that  the  other 
day,  when  I  meant  to  dine  at  Hyde-Park  Corner^ 
the  drunken  hackney^coachman  fet  mc  down  at 
Shoreditch  church. 

Ladf.  I  only  afk  you  to  remain  till  the  miftrefs 
of  the  houfe  comes  home. — Pray  have  you  ever 
fecn  or  convers'd  with  her  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  Saw  her  this  morning;  fhe  brought 
me  my  bill ;  and  becaufe  I  wasn't  fortunate  enough 
to  pay  her,  Ihc  bid  mc  quit  my  lodgings. 
*  E  L<tdy^ 
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Lady.  Your  lodgings ! — furely  Fm  not  dc* 
cciv'd. Pray,  fir,  whofe  room  is  this  i 

Jp'Hazard.  Mine,  ma'am — thefc  arc  py  apart- 
ments. In  the  next  room  there  lodges  a  dafhing 
'  young  baronet  5  nobody  knows  his  name ;  bc- 
caufe  he  is  fo  afraid  of  being  tap'd  on  the  (houldcrj 
that  he  has'nt  ftir'd  out  Iince  he  came. — Over 
head  is  an  old  lady,  who  is  all  day  fencing — un-* 
derneath  is  a  young  one  learning  to  play  on  the 
trumpet — in  the  the  garret  is  a  fpouting  author— 
and  over  him  is  a  nightly  concert  of  mewing  cat* 
erwauling  lovers.  ..     ^^ 

Lady.  Sir,  anfwer  me  this  queftion— is  tnc 
miftrcfs  of  this  houfe  a  relation  of  Sir  Bamher's  ? 

4jf-Uazard.  No,  to  be  Aire  fhe  is'nt — hang  it^ 
Ihc  may  though  >  for  now  I  recoiled,  I've  feen 
her  roll  up  butter  of  her  own  making  in  manu* 
fcripts  of  his  writing.— ^Well,  it's  too  late  for 
Mifs  Union  now  j  n^  doubt  fhe  has  given  me  up; 
and  fince  youVe  been  the  caufe  of  my  difappoint- 
ing  one  dear  creature,  make  me  amends  by  al-^ 
lowing  me  to  make  love  to  a  dearer— -one  kifs-^^ 

Lady.  Don't  come  near  me,  fir  ! 

Ap-Hazard.  I  thought  you'd  prove  a  lucky  9ajt$ 
and  you«  have :  my  heart  forbodes  fuch  a  fcene  of 
good  fortune — (oftrs  to  kifs  her)  ■  nay,  if  i 
don't  behave  like  a  gentleman,  may  I  never  turn 
up  an  honour  as  long  as  I  live  ! 

Lady.  Keep  off,  I  infift,  fu* !- — Is  this  your  gc- 
nerofity  !  Oh,  Sir  Charles  Danvers  !— Sir  Charles 
Danvers  !-•— what  tnifery  has  our  union  entiled 
upon  me !— what  have  I  fufFered  by  forming  all 
alliance,  without  confidering  whether  there  was 
fortune  or  afFcdion  to  fupport  ic 

Ap'Hazard.  Sir  Charles  Danvers  ! — ^pooh !— I 
don't  car«  that  for  him:   I've  turn'd  him  out  of- 

OIM 
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Ont  houfc  already ;  and  if  he  were  here  at  this 
moment)  I'd  fay  to  him 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Danvers. 

Sir  Charles.  Well,  ly- ! — what  would  you  fay  to 
him  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  What's  to  pay? — Nothing  more. 
Upon  my  word. 

Sir  Cbatles.  Being  in  the  next  room,  and  hear- 
ing my  name,  I  came  to  fee  who  utter'd  it— — 
Lady  Danvers  ! — ^aione— and  in  the  apartments  of 

my  enemy  ! What !  becaufc  he  has  fupplanted 

me  in  my  uncle's  afledlions,  does  he  rival  me  in 
yours  ? — becaufc  he  is  heir  to  a  large  fortune,  is 
he  more  worthy  your  regard,  than  a  ruin'd,  loftj 
unhappy  hulband  ?  ■  ■■    Speak  ! 

La^.  Sir  Charles,  your  former  good  opinion 
I  do  not  wifh  to  forfeit  j  and  if  not  lov'd,  I  cannot 
bear  to  be  defpisM.  I  have  been  betray'd  here : 
firft,  by  the  artiBces  of  Mifs  Union  and  Orville  i 
and  next,  by  the  treachery  of  your  uncle  and  his 
friend. — Xhis  is  my  juftiBcation ;  and  now  judge, 
whether  he  can  atone  for  the  lofs  of  a  hulband, 
who  till  this  hour  I  honoured  and  eftcem'd.     , 

Sir  Charles.  Hear  me,  fir  !*— What  ill  intentions 
urg'd  you  to  attempt  fuch  daring  villainy  ? 

Ap-Hazard.,  Ill  luck,  not  ill  intentions,  I  aflure 
you,  fir. — A  woman  never  led  me  into  a  fcrape 
befDre:  and  I  thought  by  fticking  clofe  to  an 
angel,  to  keep  the  devil  at  an  agreeable  diftance. 
*-^But  t  fee  Love  as  well  as  Fortune  makes  a 
fool  of  me — they're  both  blind  to  my  merits^— 
and  fo  good-night. 

Sir  Charles.    Hold,  fir !— ftir  not  a  ftep ! 

Lady  Danvers,  aiisfortun^,  not  hatred,  parted  us  $ 
£  2  and 


5, 
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and  With  my  life  I'll  guard  you  fromy&ur  cne^ 
mies — Give  me  your  hand-— ^ — ^Ah  1  you  once 
gave  it  me 

Lady.  I  did :  and  if  it  be  worth  keeping,  take 
it  again.  Sir  Charles.  Tve  bought  experience 
fince  you  left  me  ;  and  I  feel  a  pleafurc  in  declar- 
ing, that  were  I  fingle  to-morrow,  there  is  but 
one  man  on  earth  fliould  have  my  hand  and  heart 
— ^and  that  one,  is  Sir  Charles  Danvers. 

Sir  Charles.  Is  it  poffiblc  ? — ^You  trani^ort  mc  ? 

AjU'Hazard.  So  flie  did  me  juft  now. ^Take 

care,  my  fine  fellow— take  care  ! — ^A  man  never 
has  a  cup-full  of  joy  in  one  hand,  but  prefently 
pops  a  pail-full  of  forrow  in  the  other. 

Lady.  Til  make  one  more  appeal  to  my  mo- 
ther ;  I  have  now  a  new  tale  to  unfold  to  her  : 
and  if  wc  can  but  convince  her,  and  your  uocle, 
df  Mifs  Union^s  duplicity,  wc  may  be  happy 
ftill. Why  that  figh.  Sir  Charies  ^ 

Sir  Charles.  My  debts  have  fallen  into  other 
hands:  old  Colonel  Orville  is  dead:  and  my 
greateft  foe  is  now  my  chief  creditor. — Orville  is 
determined  to  throw  me  into  prifon :  and  on  his 
account  I  was  driven  to  thofe  rooms  j  for  which  I 
have  now  reafon  to  thank  him ;  fince  this  inter- 
view has  prov'd,  my  Juliana,  that  though  divided 
by  neceflity,  we're  ftill  united  by  dearer  ties  than 
matrimonial  bonds — by  mutual  inclination — by 
difinterefted  love. 

Lady.  We  are :  and,  but  for  our  enemies.  Sir 
Charles *  * 

Sir  Charles.    Ay :  but  for  them  ? 'Sdeath  I 

when  I  think  how  you  have  been  treated ! 
However,  let  me  lofe  no  time  in  conducing  you 
to  your  mother's.     Til  make  at  leaft  one  example 
%iongft  thcmi— And  you,  fir  1— mark  me,  fir ! 

wa^t 
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wait  till  I  return  ;  and  then  be  prepared  to  give 
me  fuch  farisfaftipn  as  the  honour  of  an  injur'd 
hufband  demands  !  [£vi/  wish  Lady  Danver^. 

Af 'Hazard.  An  injur'd  hulband  demands ! — 
very  well — fire  away,  gentlemen  ! — if  I  had  ten 
thoufand  lives,  I  dare  fay  you'd  take  them  all — 
they  flian't,  though — {draws;  a  chair  and  Jits  in  it) 
—Here  i  perch  for  lite  ! — from  this  chair  I  never 
ftir — here  I'll  wrap  myfclf  up  like  an  owl  in  an 
old  tree,  and  then — let  the  tempell  bcM^^w  round 
me — Heighoi  {liwks  at  the  wine  on  the  table)  I 
Ihould  like  to  drink  a  gkis  of  wine  to  raifc  my 
Ipirits  ! — {gets  half  up) — No — ^I  won't  budgc-^-if  I 
ftir,  I  know  I  fhall  tread  on  that  infernal  piece  of 
orange  peel,  flip  down,  and  break  my  neck  !— 
Plague  on't ! — will  there  never  come  a  turn  in  my 
favour  ? — will  Fortune  ncvcr-r— I'll  fit  crofs'd  leg'd 
for  luck — Ha  ! — I  have  it — if  my  pocket-book 
is'nt  ftolen,  there's  a  bill  of  my  father's  in  it  now 
due — here  it  is  ! — I'll  touch  the  calh  dirc<5Wy'— ftt 
off  for  Wales  to  night — ^Ictave  thefe  Cocknies  to 
fight  it  out  by  themfclves-^laugh  at  having  trick'd 
them,  and  I'o — (as  be  is  going  enter  Mifs  Union.) 

Mifs  Union.  And  fo — make  appointments  with 
one  lady,  only  to  keep  them  with  another !— let 
me  bite  my  fingers  for  two  hours,  and  be  the 
whole  time  fighing  here  with  Ladv  Danvcrs  !• — 
What  have  you  got  there  ?  a  lift  ot  alfignations  I 
fuppofe — (Jnatches  the  pocket-book  from  bim)-^Y\\ 
teach  you  how  to  keep  them  !  there  ! — (tears 
leaves  out  of  the  book^  note^  ^c.) 

ApAiazard.  You've  torn  my  father's  note  !  O , 
Lord  !  What's  to  pay  ? 

Mfs  Union.  (Knock  at  the  door)  Mercy  !  who's 
here  ? 

E  3  J&fter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir  Charles  Danvers  has  juft-fent,  flrj 
to  dcfire  you'll  follow  him  to  Hyde  Park,  and 
bring  piftols  with  you,  direftly.  [^Exit. 

Af 'Hazard.  I'll  come.  Now  I  can  get  rid  of 
this  plague— and  if  I  go  near  the  Park; — Qh  !  TU 
flip  thro'  all  their  fingers  yet. 

Enter  another  Servant,     < 

Servant.  Mr.  Orvillc  and  his  fccond  arc  at  the 
door  in  a  poftrchaife,  fir— and  he  fweaw,  if  you 
don't  infi^ntly  fet  out  for  Hamburgh,  he'll  poft 
you  for  a  coward.  [£^« 

Ap'Hazard.  It  never  rains  but  it  pours. 

Enter  another  Servant, 

Servant.  Mrs.  Seymour,  and  Sir  Bamber  piack* 
letter,  fir— they  fay  you  have  carried  off  Lady 
Panvcrs,  and  if  you  don't  inftantly  reftore  her  to 
her  mother,  your  life  muft  anfwer  for  the  confc- 
quences. 

Ap^Jiazar4^  Very  well :— (hew  them  up— only 
fay,  my  life  is  befpoke  by  fo  many  people,  th^t 
if  they  don't  make  hafte,  I  fhan't  have  a  bit  of 
flelh  left  to  peck  at — (Servant  ^;i?//.)— this  is  the 
crifis  ! 

Mijs  XJnion*  Heavens !— if  they  (hould  find  me  here 
— Mr.  Ap-  Hazard--my  dear  Mr.  Ap-Hazard-^ 
only  get  me  out  of  this  fcrape-  —Where  (hall  |  hide 
ffiyfelf! 

Ap'Hazard.  (in  a  reverie)— In  a  brafe-rnine  j.-r- 
for  me — I'll  confult  the  ftars. 

Mifs  Union.    Confult  the  ftars,    and  let  nve  be 

difcover'd— here  they  come,  and  I  know  they'll 

^  fcarch  every  hole  and  corner  to  find  Lady  Dan- 
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vent !— Where    fliall    I  go  ? — ha  ! — a   winckiw 
with  a  balcony  !— I  (hall  conceal  myfclf  in  (hat 

J>alcony,  and  if  you  betray  me 

[Exit  into  balcony. 

Enter  Sir  Bamber,  and  Mrs.  Seymour. 

Sir  Bamber.  Now,  (ir,  produce  the  lady— 
rcftore  her  to  her  unhappy  mother — Why,  what's 
the  fool  daring  at  ? — look  at  me — look '  in  my 
face. 

Jp-Hazard.  I  do — and  a  more  ill-omen'd 
vifagc  never  crofs'd  me — there's  fatality  in  every 
furrow — a  fcrape  in  every  wrinkle,  and  a  devi!— - 
O.  U.  T. — out,  with  a  black  and  brown  fnout — 
out :  pout :  x)uc. 

Enter  Tom  Seymour. 

Well,  Sir— have  you  fcen  your  fitter  ? 

Tom.  I  have— I  acquit  you.  Sir  Bamber — ^You 
arc  innocent — But  O  !  you  fountain  of  all  ini- 
quity— (laying  hold  of  Ap-Hazard)- — you  rock— • 
you  quickfand— you  whirlpool !— how  dare  you 
decoy  my  fitter  to  thcfc  lodgings  ? 

jip'Hazard.  Thcftars  forctel  a  watery  grave— 
and  lo !— here  comes  the  mighty  matter  of  the 
art  of  finking  to  (hew  mc  to  the  bottom— How 
did  you  feel  when  you  were  drown'd  ? 

Tom.  Not  half  what  "you  will  when  1  (hoot  you 
on  my  quarter  deck— Lady  Danvcrs  is  in  this 
houfe — I  have  fcen  her. 

Sir  Bamber.  There  !— now  hav'nt  I  been  libcl'd  f 
— has'nt  Mifs  Union  been  lampoon 'd  ?— and 
won't  I  have  you  pillorcd,  fir,  for  faying  that 
volume  of  virtue  was  in  thefe  apartpients  ? 

E  4  Tom. 
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Xpm.  I  faid  fhe  fent  this  Tornado  a  love  letter 
^^( pointing  to  Jp-Hazard)- — ^and  Tm  fure  fhe  ha$ 
brals  enough  to— riiiefs  !i--rdQn't  ^eep  fo,  mother : 
^'m  not  tis'd  to  fait  water,  and  you'll  make  mc 
cry  too.  V 

Mrs.  Seymour.  I  could  have  borne  any  thing  but 
this-^to  fee  my  child  difgrac'd  I. — her  reputation 
fuUied  ! — Oh,  my  fon  ! — •^— 

Ton^.  (crying.)  Hang  it! — I'm  forry  I  faid  I 
faw  her,  now;  but  looking  up  to  fee  if  the  wind 
blew  fair  for  Putney,  I  fpied  her  \t\  the  bal- 
cony. 

Sir  Bamber.  In  the  balcony  !?— What  there  ? 
.  Tom.  C^ill  frying.  J-y^Yes  I  there  that  pirate- ha? 
conccal'd  my  loft-T-^unhappy  fifter. 

Sir  Bamber.  I'll  have  her  out. 

Tom.  Nos — ^you  ihan't  expofe  her. 

Sir  Bamber.  J  will-r— to  vindicate  my  own  and 
Mifs  Union's  charafter — (throws  up  window ^  and 
leads  on  Mifs  Union.  )'r^T\{\^  way.  Lady  Danvcrj 
T-the  devil !— r-my  intended  wife. 

jip'Hazard.  What's  to  pay  ? 

Tom.  There's  brafs  for  you  ! 

jfp-Hazard.  Ha  !  ha!  ha  !— am  not  I  the  only 
unlucky  one  ? — -have  I  got  a  companion  in  my 
misfortunes  ?-— Ha  1  ha !  till  this  moment  I  ftood 
p^one — now  here's  a  joint  paymafter ! — (Sees  Sir 
Bamber  looking  melancholy )^ — What!  another  un- 
lucky one  !— rMrs.  Seymour  too  1— rOh  !? — if  I  go 
to  the  bottom,  here '11  be  a  jolly  party  to  fink 
with  me. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  I'm  fo  overjoy'd  to  find  my 
daughter  innocent,  I  have  not  pow'r  to  cenfure 
my  falfc  friend. — {to  Tom.) — How  came  you,  fir^ 
%o  t^ke  this  lady  for  your  fifter  i 
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Tern*  That's  what  pusjzles  mc-f-Mcfs  !-^I  don't 
Jcnow  whether  it  was  the  front  of  her  I  faw — for 
now-a-days  women  are  fo  bamboozl'd  in  their 
rigging,  there's  no  telling  the  ftem  from  the 
ftern. — r—  , 

Ap'Hazard.  Your  fifter  is  gone  to  Mrs.  Sey- 
piour's  with  her  hufband  -y  and  Mifs  Union — 

Mifs  Union.  Sir — I'll  fpeak  for  myfclf— Sir 
Pamber — Mrs.  Seymour^ — I  came  to  thefe  apart- 
ments in  fearch  of  Lady  Danvers ;  and  hearing 
mufic  in  the  ftreet,  I  ftept  into  the  balcony  to 
liftcn  to  my  favourite  tunc-r-an  old  fong  of  Chaur 
cer's;— the  nightingale  and 

Sir  Bamber.  The  cuckoo  !; — Oh  !  oh  !  oh ! 

Tom.  Come,  papa — as  we're  once  more  friends. 
Jet's  bear  a  hand  together — let's  fteer  to  the  club 
and  drink  Juliana's  health  in  a  thoufand  bumpers 
! — Good  night,  mother— and  to  fpeak  authorically, 
don't  you  think  Sir  Bamber  and  Mifs  Union  will 
bind  up  neatly  together  ? 

Af -Hazard.  Yes:  and  if  he  means  to  have 
prints  in  his  edition  of  Chaucer,  let  me  recommend 
for  the  frontifpiecc,  a  view  of  the  balcony  !— Mrs. 
.Seymour,  you're  always  welcome  to  your  huf- 
band's  apartments — Bam,  yours. — Come,  my  noble 
fon-in-law — henceforth  I'll  not  be  troublefome  to 
you,  for  now  Fortune  has  found  fombedy  elfe  to 
make  a  fool  of,  \  hope  (he'll  give  me  a  holiday ! 
— fhe'll  forget  me,  but  dam'mc,  I'll  remember 
her,  as  long  as  I've  a  mcr^ory  !      \Exit  with  "Tom. 

Mifs  Union.  There's  nothing  elfe,  I  believe, 
fo  ril  follow 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Stay,  madam— I  deferve  what  I 

have  fuffercd  for  my  credulity,  but  my  daughter 

^a$  merited  a  happier  fate,  and  I  hope  this  leffon 

3  may 
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may  be  learnt  from  your  conduft  and  my  own- 
that  to  make  love  a  trade — to  convert  mar- 
riage into  merchandize,  and  difpofe  of  a  child  to 
the  higheft  bidders  is  proftituting  the  noblelt 
paffion  of  the  human  heart.  \^Ex€unt. 

Sir  Bamber.  Finis, 
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ACT    V. 


SCENE. An  Apartment  at  Mrs.  Seymour's, 

Enter  Mrs.  Seymour  and  Ap-Hazard;  ^ 

Mrs.  Seymour^  Lady  Danvcrs  to  go  out  without 
feeing  me !  to  quit  my  houfe  fo  foon  after  her  re- 
turn to  it,  and  then  be  found  at  Mr.  Orville's 
alone,  and  in  clofe  converfation  with  him  ? — tell 
file,  fir : — you  fay  you  faw  her  there. 

Ap-Hazard.  I  fay,  my  luck  has  turn'd — adieu ! 
Mrs.  Seymour.  Nay  \  are  you  going  ? 
Ap-Hazard,  Diredtly — I  want  a  fecond,  and  as 
the  noble  Captain's  not  within,  I  muft  feek  one 
clfewhere— I  am  a  man  of  honour  now— I  have 
fought  Sir  Charles— mean  to  fight  Orville— fo  good 
day. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Fought  Sir  Charles  Danvcrs ! 
Ap'Hazard.  To  be  fure— why,  you  know  no- 
thing—111  tell  you  how  it  was--he  followed  me  to 
La  Fleece'em's,  and  infilled  on  immediate  fatif* 
fadlioh— not  being  in  luck — that  is,  my  courage 
not  coming  when  I  call'd  it,  I  demur'd — then  the 
members  rofe,  lock'd  the  door,  and  call'd  me  a  fliy- 
cock  !— forced  this  piftol  into  my  hand— when  I 
found  there  was  nothing  elfe  left  for  it,  I  fought 
like  a  lion ;  and  now  I  am  ready  to  fight  any  6ody, 
—man,  woman,  and  child — but  firft  Til  fhoot  your 
friend,  Orville. 

Mrs,  Seymour.  He  is  no  longer  a  friend  of  mine 
r-his  perfccution  of  Sir  Charles,  who  he  means  to 
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^rrcil  for  thc^debt  of  ten  thoufand  pounds  due  to 
his  uncle,  would  alone  make  me  fhun  him — but 
about  my  daughter,  fir — did  you  fee  her  at  Mr. 
Orvillc's? 

Ap  Hazard.  I  did — I  call'd  to  give  him  a  hint, 
and  feeing  her  alone  with  him,  I  retir'd — but  I 
can't  flay — I  muft  keep  fighting  while  my  hand's 
in— radieu  1-— London  improves — fortune  takes  a 
furn,  and  come  what  will — exit  a  man  of  honour ! 

[^Exit. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Laft  night  I  did  not  fee  her,  and 
jthis  morning  flie  rofe  fo  earlv— what's  to  be  done  ? 
rU  go  to  Nfr.  Orville's  houie,  I'll— holdr^herc  flic 
is — rU  pbferve.  (Stands  aftd^.) 

Enter  Lady  Danvers* — (Her  hat  and  cloak  on.) 

Lady.  Mr.  Orville  has  hehav'd  as  I  expefted— -  ■ 
he  Mjkd  to  profefs  regard  for  me,  but  now  I  have 
>ut  him  to  the  proof. 
Mrs.  Seymour  {behind.)  To  the  proof! 
Lady.  He  treats  tije  like  an  enemy.  {Mrs.  Sey- 
tour  advances. )~My  mother! — oh!    thank  you 
br  rcftoring  your  proteftion  to  me — thank  you 
Dr  the  happiefl:  night  I  have  pafs'd  fince  I  left 
ou— and  yet  there  is  one  thing— I'm  juft  come 
roqi  Mr.  Orville,  and  he  has  u^'d  me  moft  un- 
-:indly. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Indeed  ! 
-  Lady.  You  us'd  to  praife  him,  mother,  and  wifK 
xnc  to  return  his  love. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  1  didr-rmy  weaknefs  is  no  apology 
for  yours. 

Lady.  No — but  I  thought  by  reminding  of  former 
days — by  faying  that  on  your  account  I  would  try 
to  regard  him. 
Mrs,.  Sejjpourf  Juliana,  you'll  break  myheart-^ 

after 
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after  the  ftrugglcs  we  have  both  encountered,  I 
did  cxpcft  we  fhould  part  no  more. 

Lady.  And  fhall  we  mother  ? 

Mrs,  Seymour.  What  can  I  do  ? — ^I  could  forgive 
you  any  thing,  for  life  is  agony  without  you— but 
your  hulband — how  fhall  I  tell  Sir  Charles  ? 

Lady.  Tell  him  !— what  ? 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Of  your  imprudence,  your  un-: 
feeling  condud:. 

Lady.  What  condu6l? 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Have  you  not  been  alone  at  Or* 
villc's  houfe  ?— confefsM — 

Lady.  Were  you  not  my  mother,  I  would  noc" 
condcfcend  to  anfwer  you—yes  madam ;  tell  Sir 
Charles,  at  the  rifle  of  being  infulted,  I  went  alone 
to  Mr.  Orville's — tell  him  I  entreated,  knek,  aflJ 
wept  to  him—and  if  he  aflcs  the  motive  for  aft 
this,  remind  him  of  his  own  conduft  laft  night  at 
Mr.  Ap-Hazard's,  and  tell  him,  that  as  you've  ever 
taught  me  one  adt  of  gcnerofity  dcferves  another, 
your  daughter  fcorn'd  to  be  ungrateful  or  out- 
done 1— there,  madam— read  that  paper, 

Mrs.  Seymour  {reading  the  paper.)  *'  Received  of 
Lady  Danvers,  jewels  to  the  value  of  five  hundred 
pounds ;  in  confideration  of  which,  I  promife  not^ 
to  take  legal  meafurcs  againfl:  Sir  Charles  Danvew 
for  one  month  from  this  day.— Henry  Orville.*' — 
My  child  !  my  child  !  {embracing  berj-vfas  this  the 
motive  ? 

Lady.  I  had  no  more  to  offer,  but  if  my  life- 
would  fave  him  from  a  prifon,  I'd  lay  it  down  with 
pleafure. 

Mrs..  Seymour.  Exalted  girl !— and  does  he  know 
your  fricndftiip  ? 

Lady.  He  doc5,  and  will  foon  call  to  take  leave 
of  me— he  is  going  abroad,  Aid  I  hope  Mr.  Or- 
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villc  will  have  no  right  td  complain,  fmcc  by  hii 
exertions  in  another  country,  he  will  be  more  ablt 
to  pay  the  debt,  than  by  his  being  imprifon'd  in 
this — will  you  fee  him  mother  ?— won't  you  part 
friends  with  him  ?•— confider,  one  kind  word  will 
cheer  him  in  his  folitude,  and  'tis  the  laft  time 
he'll  ever  intiude  upon  you. 

Enter  Sir  Charles  Danvers^ 

Sir  Charles.  Juliana,  the  carriage  is  now  waiting 
that  copveys  me  perhaps  for  ever  from  you — MfS* 
Seymour  here  ! — I  beg  pardon. 

Mrs*  Seymour.  Sir  Charles,  where  are  you  going? 

Sir  Charles.  Abroad,  madam — that  Lady  has  let 
mc  a  bright  example,  and  the  hope  that  I  may  one 
day  repay  her  generofity,  drives  me  to  another 
country  j  where,  by  induftry  and  oeconomy,  I  may 
fo  adjuft  my  affairs  as  to  return  to  this  country  with 
wealth  and  honour. — Farewell. 
.  Mrs.  Seymour.  Stay,  Sir  Charles,  my  daughter 
has,  indeed,  fct  a  bright  example  !— an  example, 
which  not  only  you,  but  her  mother  may  be  proud 
to  imitate  !— I  parted  your  hands — the'leaft  amends 
I  can  make  is  to  join  them,  and  if  I've  not  the 
pow/r,  rU  prove  I  have  the  wifli  to  Terve  you — 
rU  apply  to  your  uncle — exert  myfelf  every  way 
in  your  intereft,  and,  in  atonement  for  my  paft  un- 
kindnefs.  Til  henceforth  know  no  happinefs,  but 
in  promoting  yours. 

Lady.  Will  you  ?  can  you  ?— we  fliall  not  then 
be  parted. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Never— I'll  go  inftantly  to  your 
uncle,  and  fince  Mifs  Union  and  Mr.  Ap-Hazard 
no  longer  engrofs  his  attention — ha !  here's  my  fon 
and  Mr.  Qrvillc  !  ypu  had  better  not  be  feen,  Sir 

Charles  j 
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Charles;  ftep  into  the  next  room;  we'll  foo» 
return  and  bring  you  welcome  news.  (Sir  Cbafles 
ixit.) 

Enter  Orville  and  Tom  Seymour. 

Tom.  Mum !  he's  gone  into  dock,  I  fee. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Mr.  Orville,  I'm  this  moment 
going  to  Sir  Charles's  uncle,  and  if  you'll  wait  hcrtf 
rill  I  return,  all  may  be  inftantly  adjufted— Come, 
Juliana— if  I  fhould  fail,  we'll  join  him  in  retire- 
ment, and  all  that  I  poffefs  fhall  be  devoted  mI  fny 
children's  welfare.  {Exit  with  Lady  Damfers. 

^om.  She  fettle  Sir  Charles's  afiairs  !-rWhy 
th^fe  women  chop  about  like  weather-cocks ;  but 
I'm  fteady ;  firm  as  my  own  mainmaft  I 

Orville.  Hd  has  broke  his  agreement,  and  I'li 
break  mine-^if  I  once  get  him  under  lock  and 
key,  Lady.  Dan  vers  may  be  mine  at  laft-— Sir 
Charles,  (opens  door)  nay;  we  have  feen  you, 
fir.  {Sir  Charles  enters)  Come,  fir,  pay  me  the  whole 
debt,  or  the  bailiff  below  ftairs 

Sir  Charles.  You  can't  be  tmgenerousj  Mrs.- 
Seymour  is  now  gone  to  my  uncle.  * 

Tom.  Pooh  I  he's  ftill  fteer'd  by  Mifs  Union  >  fi> 
call  up  the  bailiff. 

Sir  Charles.  How !  are  you  againft  me  ?  the- 
brother  of  Lady  Danvcrs  I 

Tom.  'Tis  on  her  account  I  am  againft  you,  (ir  ^ 
fince  you  put  to  feawith  Juliana,  I  and  the  Sprightly 
Kitty  hav'nt  fail'd  ten  leagues  together ;  therefore^- 
put  him  under  hatches,  Orville;  then  one  may 
fi(h  or  fight,  or  go  on  a  voyage  of  difcoveries,  as 
it  fuits. 

Sir  Charles.  Hear  me  a  moment,  not  on  my 

own. 
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own,  but  her  account  I  fpeak ;  we  lately  united 
again,  and  if  our  next  meeting  is  to  be  in  ^d  prifon'— < 
Orville.  United  again  !    don't  believe  ity  Mr* 
Seymour ;  without  there ^ 

Enter  Ap-Hazard. 

Ap-Hazdrd.  Oh!  have  I  found  you,  Mr.  Or- 
ville— hah  !  take  your  ground.    . 

Orville.  Blockhead !  are  you  come  to  get  into  a 
new  fcrape.. 

j^Hazard.  1  get  into  a  fcrape  !  pheu  !  my  luck 
has  turn'd— will  you  fight?  {to  Orville) — or  will 
you  ?  {to  Tomy-or  you  ?  {to  Sir  Charles)  no^  I 
know  you  will,  fo we'll  Ihakc  bands;  laft  nightie 
was  my  deftiny  to  have  no  courage  -,  now  it  is  my 
good  fortune  to  have  an  overflow ;  therefore  dif- 
patch,  there's  your  fecond,  here's  mine,  as  I  thoughc 
— ^you're  a  fhy-cock. 

Itom.  Why,  father,  you're  a  different  man. 

jip-Hazard.  I'm  not;  I'm  the  fame  man  with 
different  fortune  ;  d6  you  fuppofe  Alexander  was'nt 
fometimes  a  fhy-iock  ?  yes,  he  had  his  nervous 
days,  and  I  have  had  mine,  hav'nt  I,  Sir  Charles  ? 
but  now,  fight  me,  do ;  pray  fomc  of  you  fight 
me ;  here,  TU  give  any  man  ten  guineas  that  will 
fight  me  I 

Orville.  You  interrupt  us,  fir  j  where  arc  thcfe 
bailiffs  ? 

Ap-Hazard.  Bailiffs  !  oh !  damme,  they'll  fight 
me. 

Orville  {at  ft  age  door.)  Come  up  ftairs,  and  ar- 
reft  Sir  Charles. 

Ap'Hazard.  Arreft  Sir  Charles. 

Orville.  Ay,  Sir  Charles  Danvcrs,  fir ;  have  you. 
any  objedtion. 

-^ 
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Jp^Hazard.  To  be  furc  I  hare        what's  to 

Orville.  Pay ! — ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Ap'Hazard.  Is  that  all  ?— only  ten  thoufand !— * 
J)flia  !-i— whcri  a  man's  in  lutk^  thotifands  arc  units 
*-^riIpayit. 

Orville.  You !— ^ha  !-^ha  !-^how  ? 

Torn.  Ay ;  how  ? — in  papier  or  gold  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  Neither— in  lead  !  {prejents  ptftoU) 
by  (hooting  off  the  five  fingers  of  the  firft  hand  that 
bffers  to  touch  him — lay  hold  of  my  arm,  brother 
hero — when  I  had  bad  luck,  I  made  the  bad  fliarc 
It,  how  1  have  good,  the  unfortaitatc  ihatll  partake 
of  it ;  aiid  there's  fuch  a  charm  about  me  at  thi^ 
moment,  that  oiily  touch  me,  and  you'll  be  irivi- 
Able  to  all  bailifi^s,  bullies,  and  black-legs. — ^I  be- 
hav'd  ill  to  your  wife,  and  you  fdught  me-^-^ —   . 

Tom.  Mefs !  hovtr's  that  ?-^-dJd  he  fight  for  his 
Vife  ? 

Ap'Hdzard.  He  did ;  arid  I  fought  for  her  too--*- 
ft  here's  a  pair  of  us — ^kccp  ofi^-^- 

Tom  (fttinding  before  the  ftage  door.)  No — you 
don't — ^you  fhan't  quit  the  room. 

Orville  (ftanding  hy  ^om.)  Nc-^that  you  (han't 
— (hall  they,  my  mend? 

Tom.  No — for  you  (hall  my  friend  (J(f  Orvilk) 
^k-i-look  ye,  fir;  in  my  mother's  abfence,  I  am 
mafter  ot  this  houfe,  and  while  I  thought  Sir  Charles 
wsls  no  friend  to  my  fifter,  I  was  none  to  him;  but 
now  I  find  I've  beeii  on  a  wrong  tack,  I'll  ftick  to 
him,  as  long  as  the  Thames  flows,  and  I'm  Lord 
High  Admiral  of  it ! — fo  d'ye  hear— <ut-^bru(h— 
feud — ^fct  fail — (hire  off,  or— -*- 

Orville.  Sir,  I  (hall  pcrfift. 

Jp-Hazard.  Pcrfift  !^— Oh !— he  pu(hcs  his  bad 

luck. 
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luck,  does  he  ? — here  {putting  money  in  bis  band^ 
andjhutting  i/.^— odd  or  even  for  a  hundreds 

^om.  I  tell  you  what-^— if  you  don't  weigh  anchor 
this  moment.  Til  Force  you  and  your  Bailiffs  into 
my  long  boat — heave  you  to  leeward  of  th^ 
Sprightly  Kitty,  and  open  a  broadfide  upon  you^ 
that  (hall  blow  you  all  from  Chelfea  to  the  Red 
Sea. 

Orvtlle.  Very  well,  fir, — ^you  ftiall  hear  from 
me, depend  on't — for  you,  Sir  Charles,  you  arc 
my  prifoner  to  a  certainty — to-morrow  morning  Sir 
Bamber  marries  Mifs  Union,  and  (he'll  take  care 
that  neither  you  nor  this  booby  (hall  ever  fee  ope 
.Ihilling  of  his  property — fo,  now  your  luck's 
.turn'd  again.  "  \^Exit. 

Sir  Charles.  How !  after  the  affair  at  Mr.  Ap- 
Hazard's,  will  my  uncle  marry  Mifs  Union  ? 

*Tom.  It's  all  owing  to  the  Chaucerian  Manu- 
.fcript*-to  gain  that  he'll  nutrry  her,  though  it 
were  as  certain  (he'll  (leer  him  to  Cuckold's  Point, 
.as  that  Columbus  (i(h'd  out  America,  and  I  won 
the  Vauxhall  Cup—She  fworc  (he  came  to  your 
lodgings  in  fearcn  of  Juliana,  and  as  to  the  affig^ 
nation,  (he  threatens  to  hav^  you  hang'd  for 
forging  it. 

Ap'Hazard.  1  forge  it  !~here  it  is — read— (^^« 
them  the  letter)  4 

Tom.  Why  this  is  in  blackletter ! — pooh ! — this 
IS  more  like  my  old  boatfwain's  hand,  than  Mifs 
Union's. 

.  Sir  Charles.  That's  her  ufual  trick — (he  writes  in 
a  difguis'd  hand  to  avoid  deteftion— -'sdeath  !  is 
there  no  way  to  put  a  (lop  to  this  marriage  ?  'twill 
doom  me  to  perpetual  imprifonment,  involve  Mrs. 
Seymour,  and  break  the  heart  of  Juliana. 

Tom*  There  is  no  way — I'll  bet  ten  to  one—- 

4)- 
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Ap^Hazard.  Til  take  any  odds  on  any  cvcfit,  to 
any  amount  in  fifties,  hundreds,  thoufands,  mil- 
lions ! 

Sir  CbarUs.  You'll  lofe,  \\\  rifle  my  life,  fir. 

Ap  Hazard.  Will  you  rifle  your  money,  fir  ! — 
will  you  lay  the  long  odds ! — 'twill  be  a  noble 
hedge  for  you,  and  if  each  of  you  will  bet  me  a 
hundred  to  ten-— 

^om.  rU  bet  you  a  hundred  to  ten,  you  don't 
upfet  the  marriage. 

Sir  Charles.  So  will  I. 

Ap-Hazard.  Done  !  done ! — now  then  it's  fettled 
*— Bam  lofes  his  wife,  and  I  win  the  long  odds. 
Farevrell!  follow  me  to  old  Blackletter's,  and 
I'll  fliew  you  what's  to  pay,  my  boys !         \Exit, 

7m.  Brother,  I  hope  you'll  forgive  me — ^I'm 
forry  I  took  part  with  that  villain,  for  tho'  not  a 
falt-water  failor,  I  wifli  to  be  as  like  one  as  I  can — 
I  make  voyages  and  fleep  in  a  hammock  like  a 
iailor,  I  drink  grog  and  chew  tobacco,  though  I 
iiate  it,  like  a  failor  j  I  make  love,  tho'  I'm  not 
overfond  of  that,  like  a  failor  -,  1  fing,  dance,  and 
fpend  my  money  fopliftily,  like  a  failor  j  and  after 
copying  them  io  all  thefe  things,  fliall  I  do  a  dis- 
honourable aftion  ? — No,  dam'me,  that  wou'd 
not  be  like  a  failor.  [  Axi/  wifb  Sir  Charles^ 

SCENE. ARoom,  at  Sir  Bamber's. 

Enter  Sir  Bamber  and  Miss  Union,  followed  iy 
a  Servant  with  ajmallgreen  hox.—Sir  Bamier 
is  trying  to  lay  hold  of  the  box^  Mijs  Union  pre* 
venting  him. 

Sir  Bambr.  Do  I  behold  thee  ?— -does  that  an- 
gelic little  box  contain  my  Trickarinda? 

Fa  mjs 
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Mifs  Union,    Fie!    don't  be  (o  impatient,  Sir 

Bamber. (Servant  puis  it  on  a  tabky  and  exit.) 

gently — before  we  open  it,  let  me  remind  you  of 
the  terms — the  only  terms,  on  which  you  are  to 
become  mailer  of  this  immortal  manufcript— firft 
you  are  to  fign  an  agreement—- 

Sir  Bamber  1  know  it : — ^I  am  to  marry  you  to- 
morrow, and  fettle  on  you  half  my  eftate — now  do 
let  me  have  a  peep-— I  wonder  how  flie's  drefs'd 
— in  black  leather  and  gold  facings  !— or  in  ftieetSr 
perhaps — 

Mtfs  Union.  Secondly,  you  are  to  bind  yourfelf 
not  to  pay  Sir  Charles's  debts— thirdly,  not  tp 
give  your  godfon — (Sir  B.  tries  to  open  the  trunk.}. 
—nay :  you  would'nt  look  at  the  manufcript  be- 
fore the  fettlement's  fign'd — confider  the  lawyer  is 
in  the  next  room — 

Sir  Bamber.  Oh  !  if  you  wait  for  lawyers  it's  all 
over  with  mc — ^I  (hall  die — expire  in  all  the  agonies 
of  an  expefting  lover — do — pray  let  mc — 

Mifs  Union.  Well !  to  fave  your  life— and  Vv% 
no  Veafon  for  diftrufting  you — here — (opening  trunk . 
and  taking  out  M.S.  in  a  black  binding J'-^hcre  is  th< 
Chaucerian  Manufcript,   found  at  Union  Caftlc, 
in  Cumberland. 

Sir  Bamber.  Never  mind  where  it  was  found— 
I've  got  it — Oh !  how  the  touch  thrills  mc  ? — ^now 
for  the  title  page. — (reads J — "  Trickarinda — A 
*'  Poem,  full  of  witty  and  conceited  mirth,  written 
"  by  GcofFery  Chaucer." — That's  it — that's  the 
true  old  ftyle — *^  witty  and  conceited  mirth !" 

Enter  SaMuel. 

Samuel.  Lady  Danvers  and  Mrs.  Seymour  are' 
coming  up  flairs* 

3  Mifi 
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Mifs  Unicn.  Coming  up  ftairs! — here's  effron- 
tery ! — they  want  to  break  of  thp  marriage — to 
perfuade  him  to  pay  Sir  Charles's  debts — Sir 
iamber,  as  you're  bufy,  (hall  I  give  them  your 
an(wer. 

Sir  Bamher.  Do— fay  what  you  like— now  for 
the  contents. 

Mifs  Union.  And  now  for  my  triumph — though 
I  could'nt  bring  about  a  match  for  Mrs,  Seymour, 
flie  fhall  fee  I  can  make  one  for  myfelf — Ihcw  me 
to  them,  fir.  [^Exit  with  Samuel. 

Sir  Bamber.  (Sitting  at  the  Table  J.  Now  for  it 
*-^(reads) — "  On  yon  green  bank  v»herc  Tricka- 
rinda  fleeps." — ^There's  a  fubjeft  for  a  painter — 
ril  have  fuch  a  pifture  gallery — fuch  an  exhibi- 
tion—I'll  begin  advertifing  arti  puffing  this  very 
night — (fits  reading). 

Enter  Ap-Hazard. 

Af -Hazard.  Don't  tell  me — I  wijl  fpeak  to  him 
i^^ow  my  luck  is  turnM  ! — coming  nere  I  faw  a 
woman  ftanding  in  the  pillory— a  female  faro 
banker,  who  had  cheated  mc  out  of  thirty  gui- 
neas— there  was  luck.. — Then  I  call'd  in  at  Weft- 
minfter  to  hear  a  great  debate— that  was  over  before 
I  camer-rrtherc  was  luck  !-^So  Bam-^r^  fought  at 
laft  you  hear.    (Sits  by  him). 

Sir  Bamber  (not  regarding  l^im).  **  The  wind 
"  laughs  round  her,  and  the  water  weeps !" — ^ 
The  water  weeps — there's  an  original  thought ! — 
What  modern  author  would  liavc  hit  on  fuch  a  fym* 
pathetic — fuch — what  brought  you  here,  fir  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  The  long  odds. — I've  taken  two 

hundred  pounds  to  twenty  biit  I  break  off"  your 

fnatch  with  Mifs  Union — ^now  4S  I  know  the  *ma- 

F  3  nufcript 
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nufcript  is  your  objcft,  I'll  fhew  you  how  to  get  it, 
without  having  a  wife  for  the  appendix  !— rh^rk'yc 
—to  fave  your  head— rifle  your  neck — ^ftcal  it. 

Sir  Bamier.  Steal  it ! 
.  Ap-Hazard.  Ay :  it's  all  in  the  way  of  ypur 
profcflion-rr-now  a-days  all  authors  are  thieves, 
and  if  you're  detedbed  'twill  be  only  call'da  plagi- 
arifm  you  know — fo  put  it  in  your  pocket- — ^go  with 
me  to  Sir  Charles — ^pay  all  his  debts,  and  buy  mc 
a  lottery  ticket — only  buy  me  a  lottery  ticket,  and 
it's  the  thirty  thoufand  to  a  certainty. 

S^r  Bamber.  Why  what  is  all  this !— leave  the 
roorii,^  fir — begone  dircdbly,  or  I'll  order  the 
fer^ants  to  throw  you  out  of  window. 

Ap'Hazard.  Blefs  you ! — I'm  in  fuch  a  train  of 
luck  that  if  you  were  to  chuck  mc  from  the  top  of 
Weftminfter  Abbey  I  fhould  only  light  on  the 
Treafury  and  walk  off  with  my  pockets  full.- — ^But 
fincc  you  perfift  in  marrying  Mifs  Uniohj  I'll  (hew 
you  another  manufcripc — look  here — here's  the 
letter  that  brought  her  to  my  lodgings. 

Sir  Bamber.  Letter  of  Mifs  Union's! 

Ap'Uazard.  Ay , — read  Bam — read  that  aflTig-: 
nation. 

Sir  Bamber.  Aflignation ! — Oh  dear ! — flie  con- 
vinc'd  me  that  (he  went  to  your  lodgings  in  fearch 
of  Lady  Danvers. — (reads  letter) — "  Mifs  Union 
requefts  the  company  of  Mr.  Ap-Hazard"- — I'm 
eafy — I'm  fatisfied — (he's  innocent,  and  you'H  be 
hang'd  for  forgery,  firrah. 

Ap'Hazard.  Forgery  ! 

Sir  Bamber.  It's  not  her  writing:— it's  more  like 
my  grandmother's  hand  than  Mifs  Union's — I'll 

fend  for  a  peace  officer—I'll no — I  won't — 

I'll  go  on  with  the  Poem. — (Returns  to  Tabic  and 
reads.) 
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Ap'Hazard.  Fortune's  at  work  again— I  (hall 
Jofc  the  long  odds  after  all — now  my  near  god- 
fether,  pray  think  of  Sir  Charles — pray  think  of 
his  poor  wife! — and,  above  all,  pray  think  of  the 
balcony-?— 

Sir  Bomber  {reading) — 

"  And  lo !  a  monk  all  hallow'd  from  tjie  cloyfter, 
"  Grey  as  the  mora»  and  white  as  any  oyfter." 

There  again!  white  as  any  oyfter — ^what  a  melting 
thought — I'm  fo  tranfported— :(^i>^^  a  baf  falls  out 
of  manufcript. ) 

Ap'Hazard.  (picking  it  up)  Give  me  leave,  Sir 
Bamberg— I'll  do  any  thing  if  you'll  only  take  pity 
on  your  nephew,  and  [looks  at  the  leaf^tben  at  the 
letter^  and  compares  them  together)  it  is  ! — ^no ! — yes  ! 
—ha!  ha!  ha!  (laughing  loudly.) 

Sir  Bamber.  Why,  what's  the  niatter  ?-T-what's 
the  fool  laughing  at  ? 

Ap'Uazard.  You  were  right — the  letter  is  a  for- 
gery, and  the  beft  of  the  joke  is — ha!  ha! — I've 
found  out  who  forg'd  it. 

Sir  Bamber.  Who? 

Ap'Hazard.  Chaucer! — Geoffery  Chaucer! — 
if  he  pen'd  that  Poem,  he  pen'd  this  lecter,  for, 
damme,  but  they're  both  written  by  one  and  the 
fame  perfon  ! — ^look — every  fyllable — every  letter 
is  in  the  fame  hand. 

Sir  Bamber.  How?  in  the  fame  hand  !  {compares) 
So  they  arc— the'  P.'s.  QJs.  O.'s.— rhcy'ie  all  the 
fame — ^why,  what  docs  this  mean  ? 

Ap'Hazard.  Mean  !  that  you're  impos'd  on  ei- 
ther by  Chaucer  or  Mifs  Ur.iun;  and  I  think  its 
iporc   likely,    that  a  live   woman  Ihould   forge 

Trickarinda, 
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Trickarincja,  thiin  that  a  dead  man  Ihould  fend  mc 
a  love-letrer ! 

Sir  Bantber.  I  fee  it  all — I'm  bamboozVd 

TricHarinda's  a  trick. 

Ap'Hazard.  And  Mifs  Union  is 

StrBamber.  Animpoftor — a  juggler — worfe  than 
tJUkt  bottlc-cohjuror-^lhe's  loft  my  eftate. 

yip-Hazard.  And  I've  won  the  long  odds — Oh 
Juck !  luck  !  luck's  every  thing. 

^nter  Mifs  Union,    Mrs.  Sbymour,   an4  Lady 
Danvers. 

Mifs  Union.  Well,  ladies!  if  you  infift  on  feeing 
Sir  Bamber,  I  can't  prevent  it-r-So  you  really  bc- 
Jk;ve  that  we're  not  going  to  be  married. 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Why,  after  what  has  paft,  ma- 
dam  

^ifs  Union.  Vefy  well — then  be  fatisfied — with 
your  own  eyes,  behold  him  fign  an  agreement  thae 
gives  me  his  hand,  and  ruins  Sir  Charles  Danvers 
tor  ever'— here,  my  life  (to  Sir  B.)  here  is  the  fct-i 
tlement. 

Sir  Bamber.  Indeed ! 

Afi/s  Union.  Yes  ;  my  chuck  !*— it  only  wanti 
your  hand  to  fini(h  it-trpray  obferve,  ladies. 

Sir  Bamber.  Ay,  pray  obferve  ladies — fee  how 
my  chuck's  hand  will  finifli  it ! — thus  I  put  an  end 
to  it,  {tearing  JettUment)  thus  I  deflroy  one  moft 
nefarious  manufcript. 

Jp-IIazard.  And  here  goes  another — here  goes 
Trickarinda  {tearing  Trickarinda.) 

Sir  Bamber.  YouVe  found  out,  madam — ^you  and 
old  Chaucer  write  the  fame  hand,  do  you  ?  {Mi/s 
U/rion  holds  dczvn  her  bead)  Ay  ;  ay ;  you  ovcrftiot 
the  mark  there — fo   now  "  you    may  go  fleep; 

"  whilf 
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ivliile    winds  laugh    round  you,  and  the  waters 
weep  !" 

Enier  To^  Seymour  tf»i  Sir  Charles  Dan  vers. 

Tom.  Bear  a  hand  I  tell  you— the  moment  fuch 
a  ftout  veffei  comes  in  fight,  I  know  the  old  (hip 
will  ftrikc*— Sir  Bamber,  I've  brought  him  here  to 
engage  with  you. 

Sir  Bamber.  You've  done  right ;  and  I  ftrike  my 
colours  my  boy — Charles,  Til  pay  your  debts — 
rU  fettle  a  third  of  my  cftate  on  you  and  Juliana-^ 
and  here,  Mr.  Hinx  Spinx  {to  Jp-Hazard)  that 
Fortune  may  no  longer  make  a  fool  of  you,  V\l 
make  you  a  recompence  for  winning  the  long  odds 
as  you  call  it — I'll  give  you  a  handfome  annuity 
during  my  life,  and  double  it  after  my  death. 

Af -Hazard.  An  annuity  ! — ^give  me  an  annuity- 
dam  me,  what's  to  pay  ? 

l!om.  I  fay,  Mifs  Braffmine — there's  a  divorce  in 
reality. 

JiTtJs  Union.  Don't  talk  to  me,  fir. 

"Tom.  Mefs  ! — had'nt  you  and  the  proftor  better 
take  a  voyage  together  ?  I'll  lend  you  the  Sprightly 
Kitty — Ihe  has  a  nice  little  balcony,  and  if  you  think 
you  fliall  be  tir'd  of  each  other,  take  me  to  (leer 
you  that's  all — rU  upfet  a  veffei  with  any  man  in 
London. 

Lady  Danvers.  Mifs  Union,  don't  you  fee  Mr. 
Orville  beckoning  to  you  ? 

Mifs  Union.  I  do,  and  I'll  go  make  him  join 
with  all  the  lovers  in  my  lift  to  fee  jufticc  dfonc 
me— don't  think  I'm  forry.  Sir  Charles,  that  you 
and  your  dear  Juliana  have  made  it  up  apain  ?— • 
No— I  know  what   marriage  is;   and  the  more 

matches 
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matches  there  are  amongft  you,  the  more— ~Oh  1 
I  wilh  you  were  all  married.  [Exit. 

Sir  Bamber.  Holloa!  had'nt  you  better  take 
Trickarinda  along  with  you  ?  (tbrcws  the  Hndaqr 
after  her.) 

Mrs.  Seymour.  Juliana,  this  is  a  happy  hour — 
my  fon,  let  me  congratulate  you :  you  too,  Mr. 
Ap-  Hazar  1 — the  reward  you  have  receiv'd,  is  no 
more  than  your  merit  defcrvcs. 

Ap'Hazard.  Merit ! — its  luck  ma'am. 

Mrs.  cieymcur.  No,  fir,  much  as  we  arc  nd'd  by 
chance,  we  are  governed  more  by  conduct. 

Jp'Hazard.  Indeed!  and  mUft  we  ftand  upon 
our  merit  ?  Not  altogether,  I  hope.  **  Ufe  every 
man  after  his  defert,  and  who  fhall  'fcape  whip- 
ping ?"  The  lefs  we  deferve,  the  more  merit  is  in 
your  bounty.  I'm  in  high  favour  with  Fortune  ai 
prefcnt,  but 

Leaft  this  propitious  chance  be  bat  ideal » 
I  wiih  our  friends  around  could  prOve  it  real ! 
Shew  by  your  finiles  a  kind  reward  b  nigh  ; 
Call  me  not  Fool,  and  Fortune  I  defy. 


END  OF  THE  COMEDY. 


EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN  BY  M.  P.  ANDREWS,  ESQ;^ 
SPOKEN  Br  MRS.  MATTOCKS. 


(A  CJ^mr,  Tatli,  and  Ladfs  Wwk^hag.) 

V^NCB  more  I  come,  your  ^vouring  finile  to  catchy 

Myfclf  I  ofFcr  now— fay,  is't  a  match  ? 

-No  partial  flame  I  feel,  for  great  or  fmall; 

I  love  you  roundl  v—- «nd  will  take  you  all  :-— 

Perhaps  you  thinK  me  bold,  to  court  the  men. 

If  fo,  I  do  but  copy  nine  in  ten  ; 

Like  high-drefl  miles,  to  attra^  the  beaux. 

Each  grace  of  Art,  and  Nature  too  expofe ; 

Yet,  as  I  only  trufi  to  mental  charms. 

And  hare  no  elbows,  bofom,  knee,  or  arms ; 

My  franknefs,  I  without  a  blufh  may  boaft. 

You  can  but  fay,  that  Pm  hare-faced  at  mofl.  j 

But  hold,  true  woman,  fond  of  felfiih  prattle*  ^ 

I  fight  my  own,  but  not  our  Anchor's  battle; 
He,  trembling  Dramatifl,  of  Notoriety, 
To  Speculation  fears  to  add  fatiety; 
Oft  he  has  tried  ^our  patience  heretofore; 
-Shall  he  not  try  it  now  a  little  more  ? 
Of  that,  and  of  your  kindnefs,  nothing  loth. 
He  gives  you  ample  room  to  pradtife  boih  :— 
Sweet  Patience!  long  they  c;ccrcife  thy  pow'rs. 
In  other  houfes,  full  as  much  as  ours : — 
Sec  anxious  Trepidation,  how  it  flufhes. 
The  virgin  Qember,  ^ith  his  maiden  blufhesl 
He  t.nkts  his  ft^ac  {fm  d^-wn  in  chair)  and  all  his  troubles  paft. 
The  long  eKpeded  moment  comes  at  laJl;— 
He  fifes  (^^/j«»  twirls  his  hat.  hems,  ftrokes  his  chin. 
Probes  his  cravat,  and  ventures  to  begin— 

*'  Sir,  I  am  rcofible*'— fome  utter  mxr  him—  ^ 

♦•  I  %»  Pm  very  fenfible"— aU,  ''  hear  him,  hear  him  — 
He  boM-       '      '     \ji  i^riiifc,  miftaking  pother, 
IVa-pcT  Mid  fpouti  it  wichihc  other— 
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«•  diice  more,  I'm  very  fenfible  indeed — 

*'  That  tho'  we  (hould  want  words,  we  muft  proceed—* 

"  And  ftr  the  firft  time  in  my  life,  I  think— ^ 

*'  I  think ^that  no  great  Orator  Ihould  (hrink — - 

••  And  therefore,  Mr.  Speaker,  I,  for  one, 

«  Will  fpeale  out  freely,  Sir,  and  fo— I've  doilc." 

Peace  to  his  eloquence to  banilh  that, 

Suppofe  we  have  a  little  female  ehat.^^ 
Vulgar  Mi/s  Bull,  and  Lady  Serag  Lopfidhy 
Whene'er  they  meet,  their  tongues  arc  never  idle : 


Mifs  Bull  begins- 


«*  Lauk,  what  a  bonnet !  why,  it  looks  quite  fcurvy, 
««  Its  like  a  coal-flcuttle  turii'd  topfy-tufvy  ;" 

••  Its  like  fome  heads  then,  Mifs — all  fmokc  and  fmother-^ 
««  So  one  good  turn  yon  fee,  deferves  another ; 
•*  But  your  ftrait-forward  tafte,  who  can  refill  ?" 

**  Some  tafle,  my  Lady,  feems  to  have  a  twill  \ 
«*  If  women  will  forget  that  they  grow  older, 
«<  And  wear  like  chiMren,  flraps  acrofs  tlie  (boulder  ; 
*«  Why  not  like  children,  give  them  playfiil  fmacks, 
•'  And  let  the  flraps  be  laid  acrofs  their  backs.'* 

-  Mifs,  you're  fcverc — »-*•  [fondly  hug-*- 

««  But  here's  my  comfort  [jgoes  ana  takes  "jLork-hag)  this  I'll 
«*  Your  fevourite  work  ?" — "  No,  Mifs,  my  favourite  Pug— • 
«•  This  is  its  kennel  intakes  dog  out  0/ work-lag)  oh,  the  pretty 
^  Mow  neat  and  elegdnt  in  every  feature!  [creature! 

**  It  drinks  noyau,  and  dines  upon  boil'd  chicken, 
•«  But  ragou'd  fweetbrcad,  is  it's  fiivourite  picking— 
«'  Left  the  hot  fun  (hould  tan  the  charming  fellow, 
««  When  it  walks  out,  1  carry  this  umbrella ; 
*«  But  when  cold  frofty  weather  comes  to  nip  it, 
««  It  wears  a  little  fpencer,  and  a  tippet 
«*  Come,  Pug  to  bed — ^Lord  who  could  think  it  dc4r> 
•«  To  pay  live  (hillings  for  thee,  every  year ! 

Her  La'aihip's  kindnefs  muft  be  praifed,  which  brings 
Such  ufeful  lefibns  from  fuch  ufelefs  things; 
And  Folly  never  can  be  out  of  date^ 
While  puppies  may  grow  up  to  h^lp  the  ftate 

If  here,  this  night.  Good-nature  fmHing  rules, 
Wc  ihaU  be  Fortune's  Favourites,  not  her  Fools» 
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IN  O  new  offender  ventures  here  to>nig^: 

Our  present  Culprit  is  a  well-known  wight; 

Who,  since  his  errors  with  such  ease  obtain 

A  pardon,  has  presumM  to  sin  again. 

We  own  his  fitults;  but,  ere  the  cause  proceed. 

Something  in  mitigation  let  us  plead. 

If  he  was  (bund  on  Fashion's  broad  high-way. 

There  Vice  and  Follt  were  his  only  prey; 

Nor  had  he  in  his  perilous  career 

E'er  put  a  single  passenger  in  fear; 

All  his  unskiird  attempts  were^soon  o'erthrown^ 

And  the  rash  youth  expos'd  himself  afene. 

Let  us  the  objects  he  attacked  review — 
Unhurt  they  all  their  wonted  ^course  pursue. 
"  ^Bakds  still  to  Bards,  as  waves  to  waves  succeed, 
''  And  most  we  find  are  of  the  Vapidf  breed; 
«<  A  truth,  perchance,  'tis  needless  to  declare. 
*'  For  ah!  to-night,  a  luckless  proof  may  glare.'' 
Still  Lawvebs  strain  their  throats  with  venal  fury, 
Brow-beat  an  evidence,  or  blind  a  jury. 
Still  the  High  Gamester  and  obedient  mate 
Veil  deep-laid  schemes  in  hospitable  state; 
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Thaho,  though  rooted,  still  may  Justice  dare. 
Fine  a  few  pounds,  and  many  a  thonaBd  share. 
Still  can  oor  Bloods  of  Fashion  arm  in  arm 
March  ^  abreaal;*  and  meaner  folks  alarm; 
StiH  saunter  through  Pall-Mall  with  callous  ease. 
And  jostle  Worth  and  Beauty  as  they  please ; 
Still,  drunk  in  Theatres,  with  savage  ire» 
Bid  Sense  and  Decency  abash'd  retire ; 
Or,  more  to  dignify  superior  li£B^ 
Cheat  their  be$t  friend  of  money  and  of  wife* 
If  such  the  age,  in  yaiii  may  Satire  toil. 
And  her  weak  shafts  must  on  herself  rocoiL 

As-some  may  wonder  why  our  Author's  found 
Poaching  for  prey  on  this  unusual  ground — 
Why  thus  his  old  and  fav'rite  haunt  forsake,^ 
Familiar  to  each  secret  dell  and  brake — 
The  simple  truth  at  once  we  fairly  own  — 
His  subtlest  toils  were  in  that  covert  known ; 
The  bushes  he  had  beaten  o'er  and  o'er 
For  some  new  quarry,  but  could  start  no  more : 
Hence  he  resolvM  a  vain  pursuit  to  yield. 
And  abler  sportsmen  left  to  range  the  fields 
Besides,  so  many  lenient  trials  past. 
Well  might  he  fear  to  suffer  there  at  last 
At  length  to  this  diread  Court  he  trusts  his  fate»- 
Where  mighty  Critics  sit  in  solemn  state : 
But,  sure  that  Candour  will  assert  her  claim. 
He  scorns  ie  sculk  beneath  a  borrowed  name : 
And  since  no  bad  intention  sway'd  hb  mind. 
Whatever  the  deed,  it  mus)  indulgence  find ;. 
Nor  should  a  rigid  sentence  drive  him  hencc> 
For  here,  at  least,  it  b  hb^w^  offence 
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ACT.    L 


SCENE—  T/ie  Gate  of  MandedUe  Castle,  and^ 
View  of  surrounding  Country. 

Enter  Mandeville  and  Robert. 

Y  Robert. 

JOY!  I  give  you  joy,  Sir!~Once  more  wel- 
come to  Mandeville  Castle!  —  Look,  Sir!  — 
there  stands  the  old  pile»  just  as  we  left  it  four* 
teen  years  ago!   Shall  I  knock  at  the  gate? 

Mand.  Lme  not  a  moment.  (Robert  knocks.) 
I  have  travelled  fiur  to  have  the  mysteiy  unra- 
veiled;  and  till  I  know  why  I  have  b^  thus 
treated — why  for  three  tedious  years  I  have  re- 
ceived no  letter  firom  my  &ther — no  tidings  of 
my  child— the  interval  is  insupportable ! 
.  Robert.  Pretty  treatment,  indeed.  Sir! — to 
bring  two  gentlemen  fimn  India — all  the  way 
firom  the  shores  of  Bengal  to  the  coast  of  Devon* 
8hire«-«»(cmly  to  get  an  answer  to  our  letters! 
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Maud.  Didn't  I  write  by  every  packet?  —  re- 
gularly remit  half  my  pay  for  the  support  of  my 
daughter  ? — And  to  receive  no  answer  I — to  hear 
nothing  from  my  father,  or  Mrs,  Rigid,  the  go- 
verness of  my  child !  —  What — what  can  be  the 
motive  for  their  silence?  —  In  India  I  have  been 
guilty  of  no  vices — ^no  extravagance ! — ^and  if,  be- 
fore I  went,  I  involved  mysdf  in  pecuniary  em- 
barrassments, was  it  not  to  serveafnend? 

Robert.  It  was.  Sir ! — You  became  security  for 
the  ungrateful  Mr.  Howard;  and  because  he  took 
it  into  his  head  to  die,  and  leave  you  responsible 
for  twenty  thousand  pounds  — 

Mand.  We  were  compelled  to  fly  to  India!  — 
Well — ^well — blame  not  Howard ;  if  he  had  lived, 
be  would  have  proved  himself  deserving  of  my 
friendship.  But  now,  Robert,  I  am  here  once 
more  in  the  centre  of  my  creditors;  and  if  my  fa- 
ther has  forgotten  me Knock  again  ^ — the  sus- 
pense is  dr^tdfhl ! 

Robert.  (Knocks. )  Surely,  they  are  all  run  away, 
or  drowned,  or  hanged -^f— Hanged! — I  beg  par- 
don, S^ !  -~  I  only  allude  to  the  female  part  of  the 
&mily — and  I  di^e  say  many  a  £air  neck  has  been 

twisted  in  consequence  of  my  absence^ Not 

come  yel!  —  Nay:  don't  fret  so.  Sir, — ^the  worst 
come  to  the  w^t,  we  can  but  make  tlie  same  exit 
we  did  this  time  fourteen  years  1 

Mmd.  How? 

Robert.  Can't  you  remember  our  stealing  out  of 
those  gates  in  ^sgaise  ?  — our  being  found  out  by 
the  bailiflb,  and  dodging  them  so  artfiiUy  from 
{dace  to  place,  that  by  the  time  they  had  taken  out 
a  writ  in  one  county  we  were  saMy  perched  in 
aqother;  till  at  last,  after  having  outwitted  half 
the  sheiiffis'  officers  and  attorneys  in  Englwdy  we 
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secured  our  retreat  by  arriving  at  Portsmouth  late 
oh  a  Saturday  night,  and  sailing  for  India  early  on 

Sunday  morning ! Ha !  ha !  ha ! — I  shall  never 

forget  the  Captain's  sm<ddng  us^  and  after  dinner 
giving  for  a  toast — <*  Success  to  the  Sunday  men !'' 
Mand.  Hush  i  who  comes  here  ?  —  Old  Real- 
ize, my  father's  steward! — Now  we  shall  get 
information. — Observe ! 

Enter  REALIZE  ami  COPSLEY. 

Real.  Don't  talk  to  me^  you  old  poacher! 
Hav'n't  you  been  repeatedly  warned  off  Sir  Solo- 
mon's manor^  and  didn't  he  himself  see  you  kill 
the  hare  on  his  ground? — And  therefore^  at  Sir 
Solomon's  request,  I  dismiss  you  fix>m  being 
gamekeepar  to  the  MandevUle  manors. 

Cops.  Consider — consider,  Mr.  Realize!— I 
am  an  old  servant,  and  am  as  innocent  of  poach- 
ing— 

lUal.  You  were  caught  in  the  fact  j;  andthere- 
fore  I  dismiss  you,  and  appoint  in  your  place — 

(Robert  comes  up  to  him.) 

Robert.  Me,  Mr.  Steward !  — honest  Bob  Tick- 
well  ! — How  are  yon,  my  old  friend  ? — how  are 
you  ? — Here  we  are,  you  see — hot  from  Ben»l ! 

Real.  Why,  it  can^t  be !— Yes:  it  is !— The 
long-look'd  tor  come  at  last  I— ^ Huzza ! 

Mand.  Realize,  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 

Real.  So  am  I  to  see  you  ^  and  so  will  Sii 
Solomon ;  and  so  will  all  the  neighbours. 
*   Robert.  Hiere ! — I  said  so ! — I  knew  we  should 
have  a  joyous  welcome! — Come!  open  wide  the 
Casde  gates,  and  prepare  the  wine — ^the  venison — 

Real.  Open  wide  the  prison  gates,  and  prepne 
the  bread  and  water ! ~- Mn  Mandeville,  {To 
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Mandeville.)  Sir^  I'll  trouble  you  for  that  two 
hundred  poimds  you  owe  me !  ' 

kobert.  Psha !  —  tliis  isn't  a  proper  time — 

Beat.  Where  is  my  money,  air? 

Robert.  Nonsense !  His  father  will  satisfy  you. 
—  Come  —  we'll  all  pay  the  old  gentleman  a  visit 
together.     {Layhig  hold  of  Realize V  arm.) 

Real.  Softly,  master  Robert  —  You  may  both 
;o  to  the  old  gentleman  as  soon  as  you  like ;  but, 
br  me,  I  don't  intend  to  pay  him  a  visit  these 
twenty  years. 

Mand.  No!  — Why,  where  is  he? 

Real.  Where,  I  can't  exactly  say — only  I  fancy 
you  are  about  as  far  from  him  now  as  when 
you  were  hot  in  Bengal. 

Mand.  What,  is  he  gone  abroad? 

Real.  No;  he's  gone  home!  —  he's  dead!  — 
defunct !  —  was  buried  twelve  months  ago ! 

Mand.  Dead !  —  My  father  dead !  —  I  didn't 
expect  this.     {Putting  his  handkerchief  to  his  eyes. ) 

Robert.  No  more  did  I,  Sir— Oh !  h!  h!  {jVeep- 
ing  violently.) 

Real.  Why,  what's  the  milksop  crying  at? 

Robert.  I'm  crying  to  think  what  trouble  old  Mr. 
Mandeville's  death  will  occasion  to  my  poor  mas- 
ter— ^What  a' fatigue  it  will  he  to  collect  in  all  the 
rents — ^to  pay  his  debts — to  discharge  you,  and 
appoint  me  steward  in  your  place  —  Oh !  h !  h ! 

Real  Indeed ! — If  that's  all  that  afOicts  you,drv 
up  your  tears,  booby — Your  master  is  disinherited* 

Robert.  Disinherited! 

Real.  Cut  off  with  a  shilling!  —  Mr,  Maude* 
ville  has  left  his  whole  estate  to  a  woman. 

Robert  A  woman ! — Oh  1  the  old  profligate  I  , 

Real.  To  your  child.  Sir  ( To  Mandeville.)  — 
to  his  own  grand  daughter !      .  . .  i' 
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:  .Mand.  ToAlbina! 

Robert  Bravo !  — Then  it  comes  to  the  6lime 
point:  —  my  master  of  course  manages  thi&  *pro« 
perty,  and  Fm  steward  still. 

neal.  There  you're  out  again!  I  rather 
think  Mrs.  Rigid  will  manage  the  property.  I 
rather  imagine  the  young  heiress  will  be  ruled  by 
the  old  governess;  and  as  you've  been  no  friend 
to  her,  Mr.  Mandeville > 

Mand.  No  friend  to  her!  —  How? 

Real.  Nay :  perhaps  you  may  call  it  friendr 
ship  to  leave  her  to  support  your  daughter  at  her 
own  expence ;  perhaps  you  may  call  it  friendship^ 
not  to  write  any  letters,  or  remit  any  money^'  for 
three  years  together. 

Mand.  Gaon,  Sir;  let  me  know  alL 

Real.  Why  then  you  may  know  that  Mrs. 
Rigid  informed  the  late  Mr.  Mandeville  of  your 
unfatherlike  conduct;  that  he  invited  her  and  liis 

Sindrdanghter  to  his  house,  and  taking  a  foncy  to 
iss  Albina,  he  made  her  his  heiress.  —  There -^ 
now  youVe  heard  the  whole  stQry ;  and  I  shall  call 
it  friendship  if  you'll  pay  me  my  two  hundred 
pounds. 

Mand.  Not  write  letters!^— Not  remit  mo« 
neyl — Hear  me.  Sir. 

Heal.  Not  now. — The  heiress  is  expected 
from  Dover  every  moment,  and  I  must  go  and 

Prepare  the  Castle  for  her  reception.  Come  along, 
^oacher;  come  and  deliver  your  keys  to  yoisr 

successor I'll  take  out  a  writ  directly,  and  he 

sha'n't  sUp  through  my  fingers  a  second  time  — 
inside.)  No  more  disguises,  Mr.  Mandeville — 
No  more  Sunday-men,  Mn  Steward. — "Oh! 
what  trouble  will  the  old  gentleman's  death  oc* 
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casion  to  my  poor  master!"  {Mmkking  KOVEKT^ 
and  ejtit  with  COPSLEY  at  tlhe  Castle  Gate.) 

Robert.  Now  all's  out.  Sir.  No  wonder  at  our 
not  receiving  answers,  when  they  say  we  sent  no 
letters.  Oh  that  diabolical  governess  1-— I  always 
said  yon  were  to  blame,  to  place  your  only  child 
mider-her  care,  particularly  when  you  knew  she 
was  once  in  love  with  you,  and  you  refused  her, 
and  married  her  cousin,  Mii»  Herbert. 

Mand.  Oh,  name  not  her! — If  my  Amelia 
had  survived,  I  should  not  have  been  doomed  un* 
heard !-^ What!  deserted!  disinherited! — Is  this 
my  welcome  home  }  Am  I  to  find  a  feudier  dead^ 
and  dying  full  of  resentment  against  me?  a 
daughter  prejudiced !  nay,  perhaps  cursmg  my 
very  name,  and  this  governess—*--^  Speak,  Sir- 
justify  your  injured  master. 

Robert.  I  will  with  my  life.  Sir ;  but  dob't  he 
satisfied  with  Realize's  story:  let  us  get  infotma- 
tion  elsewhere.  Yond^  is  the  house  of  Sir  Soi(i^ 
mon  Cynic.  K  tiie  old  gentleman  hasn't  firetted 
away  his  life  by  railing  at  the  follies  of  woman- 
kind, perhaps  he  lives  to  console  and  beEnend 
you.     Shall  we  go  to  him.  Sir? 

Mand.  Take  me  where  you  will.  (Goings 
stops.)  Robert,  how  old  was  Albina  when  we  last 
saw  her? 

Robert.  About  four  years.  Sir. 

Mand.  And  I  left;  her  in  the  fond  hope,  that 
I  might  one  day  find  in  hera  recompense- for  the 
)o6s  of  her  mother !  And  now  if  I  bdiold  her,  she 
will  avoid,  upbraid  me  1  — Tha*  thought  is  past 
all  bearing.  V\l  know  the  worst,  aiid  then  my 
fate's  decided.  They  may  desert,  but  they  shall 
not  despise  me !  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  ^An  Apartment  m  Sir  Solomoh^b  Hmu. 

Enter  Sir  SchjOmon,  foUowed  by  Qic£ly*    \ 
Sir  SoL  I  UH  you,  it's  in  vain — joiir  ap|^a- 


tion's  useless  «^you  are  useless — your  whole  u 
is  useless. 

Cicely.  Nay,  Sir  Solomon — 

Sir  SoL  I  tdl  you  women  are  of  no  use — 
none;  but  to  nurse  children,  mend  linen,  make 
puddings,  and  beat  their  hui^ands. 

Cicely.  But  consider,  your  Honour;  the  faal*ewiB 
killed  b^  accident,  not  by  design;  tlie-dMB 
chased  tt  into  jrour  grounds;  and  I  faopelu. 
Realize  won't  dismiss  my  poor  father— *~ 

Sir  SoL  Keep  off — keep  widun  your  magic 
circle — ^I  hair'n't  been  within  thereachof  a  woman 
these  twenty  years ;  and  you  are  the  very  last  1*4 
«ufferto  come  near  me.  I  have  often  observed 
you  in  my  walks — often  noted  your  miscbievon 
smiles,  vonur  penetrating  eyes,  and  I  don*t  like 
them — ^1  say,  I  don*t  like  them-^-HK)  keep  your  dis- 
tance.    I  won't  be  made  a  fool  of  a  second  time. 

Ciceh.  A  second  time.  Sir  Solomon! 

Sir  Sol.  Aye;  I  was  once  as  much  in  love  as 
Mark  Antony,  and  like  him  I  was  deserted  by  my 
Cleopatnu  His  queen  chose  a  mighty  conqueror 
to  be  false  with ;  but  my  Susannali,  my  fantastic 
Susannah,  fixed  her  affections  on  a  dancing-mas- 
ter— acaperer!  and  ever  since  I  have  had  such 
a  contempt  for  the  sex — (CiCELY  lays  hold  of  his 

hand.) Holloa !  you  touched  me !  I  feel  the 

shock — Vm  electrified — I'm What  sweet 

lips  the  gipsy  has ! 

Cicely.  If  you  would  only  pay  a  visit  to  our  cot- 
tage, and  be  eye-witness  to  the  distress  you  will 
occasion !  Your  nephew  Mr.  Howard  has  oft;en 
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been  there;  and  if  you  would  come  and  imitate 
his  charitable  conduct,  I  and  my  sisters  would  be 
so  grateful — (Still  laying  hold  of  his  hand.) 

Sir  Sol.  Your  sisters!  Pooh!  nonsense!  what 
should  I  do  amongst  a  parcel  of  youngs  giddy» 

romping Hark*ye!   are  aU  your.»sters  as 

handsome  as  yourself? 

Cicefy.  Handsome! — How  you  flatter^  Sir 
Solomon ! 

Sir  Sol.  I .  don't  —  You're  the  most  lovely, 
most  bewitching — Susannah  was  a  dowdy  to  you ! 
.Look  here,  now — look  at  the  omnipotence  of 
Love!  a  man  is  never  secure  from  its  influence; 
and  if  he  lives  independent  of  the  sex  tiU  he  is 
so  old  and  decrepid  that  he  cannot  stir  from  his 
bed,  yet  then,  even  then,  he  may  fall  a  victim  x 
to  its  pow€^. 

Cicefy.  'Tis  Mr.  Howard  ! — Now  Til  ask  him 
to  intercede  for  me. 

SirSoL  Howard? — So  it  is!  and  somebody  with 
him — Go-— don't  let  us  be  seen  togethar-rl'll  come 
to  the  cottage  soon  after  sun-set;  and  if  the  hare 
was  really  killed  by  accident Hush! — be- 
gone— ^no  caressing — ^we'U  reserve  all  that  for  by 
and  by — (Cicely  exit.) — So — I  have  once  more 
the  true  Mark  Antony  feeL 

Enter  Mandeville  and  Howard. 

Sir  SoL  Hark'ye,  George !  don't  let  me  hear 
of  your  paying  any  more  visits  at  the  game^ 
keeper's  cottage — If  I  do,  a  certain  young  lady 
shall  know  of  your  inconstancy — yj)ur — (Sees 
Mandeville.)-^ Ha!  who's  that? 

Howard.  A  stranger.  Sir,  that 

Sir  Sdl.  Stranger ! — Why,  it's  Mandeville ! — 
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that  profligate  Maiideville!  — What  brought  you 
from  India,  Sir? — And  after  what  has  passed, 
how  dare  you  show  your  face  in  my  house  ? 

Mand.  How  !r— I'ou  against  me  too! — whayt 
have  I  done? 

Sir  Skd.  What  have  yo&  not  done.  Sir  ?  Hay'n't 
you  deserted  your  own  child  ?  —  Hav'n*t  you  left 
the  governess  to  maintain  her  at  her  own  expense  ? 

Mand.  'Tis  fisdse:  on  my  life,  'tis  false! — I 
wrote  letter  after  letter — 'made  repeated  remit- 
tances^ till,  receiving  no  answer,  and  unable  to 
endure  such  torturing  suspense,  I  came  at  all  ha- 
zards to  England,  to  know  why  I  was  so  harahly 
treated. 

Sir  Sol.  And  now  you  know  that  your  father 
has  made  AlbiuH  his  heiress — that  she  is  shoitlY 
to  be  married  to  Mr.  Veritas — to  this  gentleman  s 
tutor.  Sir — And  you  may  also  know,  that  I  expect 
you  instantly  to  discharge  the  late  Mr.  UowiUtl's 
debt  for  twelve  hundred  pounds. 

Howard.  Mr.  Howard's  debt!  — My  &ther-9? 

Sir  Sol.  Yes,  Sir:  —  Mr.  MandeviUe  wastuB 
fluocty.  I  have  his  bond  3  and  had  he  behaved  w 
he  ought,  I'd  have  died  rather  than  have  lisk^ 
him  for  it ;  but  now 

Enter  a  Servant  in  Livery, 

ServoMt.  Sir,  Miss  Albina  and  W  gQvmyess 
are  this  moment  arrived  at  the  CasUe. 

Sir  SU.  Are  they  ?  I'U  wiut  upon  thesD^c^Qtly- 
Mr.  MandeviUe,  don't  ex^t  to  see  yoiv  .4liwn^ 
4er;  lor,  tiU  she  is  marned  to  the  Wm,  V^ 
iiRigidiiieansrto  seclude  her finDin  aUso^f^gr.-rr^fta^ 
^f  fWy  Geoi^ge  Howard,  yon  miigt  i|Qt  asso- 
ciate wiith  A  man  of  his  chtfaeter.    Tbowh  ya^ 
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father  behaved  ill  to  him,  remember  you  are  not 
responsible  for  his  ingratitude. — Now  for  the 
Castle  —  next  for  the  Cottage,  and  then-*- All 
for  Love,  or  the  World  well  lost.  [Exit. 

Mand.  Then  all's  confirmed;  and  I've  no 
hope  —  no  friend!  —  What's  to  be  done?  — 
Whither  shall  I  go? — where  fly?  —  Who  will 
receive  so  lost  a  wretch  as  I  am  ? — Pursued  by 
enemies — abandoned  by  a  father — forsaken  by 
my  child !  — who  will,  who  dare  befriend  me! 

Howard.  I  will. 

Mand.  You ! 

Howard.  You  have  forgot  me,  Mr.  Mande^ 
ville — I  see  you  have — You  don't  recollect 
George  Howard,  whom  when  a  boy  you  used  to 
take  such  notice  c^ —  I'm  strangely  altared  since 
you  went  to  India — ^that  is,  in  person  only,  Ihope^ 
for  in  mind  and  disposition  I  am  still  the  same. 

Mand.  Are  you? 

Howard.  Oh  Mr.  Mandeville!  I  don't  know 
why — ^whether  it  is  from  the  joy  at  seeing  you,  or 
from  the  gcief  I  feel  at  the  cruel  treatment  you've 
received — I  don't  know  which  it  is— but  I'm 
"going  to  be  the  same  blubbering  boy  jrou  kft 
me. 

Mand.  Indeed !  —  'Sdeath  !  this  generosity  af- 
flicts me  lui^re  than  all  their  cruelty! — Let  me 
^o — I  heard  your  uncle's  orders — "  You  must 
not  associate  with  a  man  of  his  character/' — 
Let  me  begone.     I  will  not  involve  you. 

Howard.  Not  involve  me  I  Didii^t  my  £ither 
involve  you?  Aiid  if  I've  not  the  fortune  to  re- 
pay the  obligation,  I'll  prove  I  have  the  gra- 
titdde  to  remember  it.  From  this  hour  I  am  de- 
voted to  your  service :  and  if  the  friendship  of  the 
son  can  atone  for  the  injuries  of  the  parent,  I 
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shall  be  far  happier  in  partaking  your  distresses 
than  in  sharing  my  unfeeling  uncle's  riches. 

Mand.  I  am  most  grateful:  but  I  cannot  con- 
sent  

Howard.  You  must — you  shall  consent!  — 
Come^  come  —  your  case  is  not  so  lost  as  you 
imagine.  The  governess  isn't  the  only  person  who 
has  an  influence  over  your  daughter — there  b 
another 

Mand.  Who?  This  tutor? 

Howard.  No !  his  pupil.  I  flatter  myself  Al- 
bina  has  no  slight  partiality  for  her  father's  friend. 

Mand.  For  you !  How,  and  where,  did  you 
know  her? 

Howard.  I'll  tell  yow.  When  I  and  my  tu- 
tor arriyed  from  the  grand  tour,  we  found  AI- 
bina  and  the  governess  at  Dover.  Mr.  Veritas 
and  Mrs.  Rigid  being  related,  we  often  paid  them 
visits ;  and  while  the  schoolmaster  and  school* 
mistress. moralised  on  the  miseries  of  the  worid» 
their  two  scholars  as  naturally  conversed  on  its 
pleasures.  In  shorty  we  soon  laughed  ourselves 
into  ^  attachment ;  which  the  governess  perceiv- 
ing, Albina  was  lodged  up,  I  turned  out,  and  the 
tutor  destined  for  her  husband. 

Mand.  Indeed! — And  did  she — forgive  my 
weakness.  Sir — did  she  once  name  her  father  ? 

Howard.  Often:  but  the  governess  has  in- 
stilled into  her  young  mind  such  notions  of  yout 
barbarity,  and  at  the  same  time  of  her  own  Mne- 
volenoe,  that  she  looks  on  her  as  a  parent ;  vou 
as  an  enemy.  However,  don't  despair — if  we 
can  once  gain  an  interview-^  And  wlutt  say  you  ? 
Shall  we  go  to  the  Castle  directly? 

Mand.  Twill  be  in  vain.  The  gates  will  be 
irfnit  against  us. 

B2 
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Hm&rd.  Never  Aind:  W6*ll  fWce  them 
open.    Cottie. 

Mand.  Nay:  but  eoklfiidef  ybU  are  dependent 
on  your  uncle. 

Howard.  No  matter.  The  hope  that  the  ttams 
0f  Howard  may  still  be  dear  to  him^  vAito  new  has 
so  much  cause  to  cvA-sd  it,  Aakes  ttie  superior  to 
idl  selfeh  thoughts. 

Aland.  Is  it  possible?  You  that  have  had  a 
fashionable  educational  you  that  hav^  been 
schooled  in  all  the  arts  m  ndodem  fopptty,  laid 
foreign  folly  !  you,  to  be  the  only  one  to  iiVy  or 
befiieadme!  ' 

Howard.  Why,  the  fact  is,  they  trted  hard  to 
^il  me ;  but  I  wouldn't  let  them— they  sehltne 
M  oyer  the  continent,  before  Td  been  hldf  over 
£f^Iaxids  taught  me  foreign  languages^  iMpfore  I 
knew  my  oWn;  instructed  me  how  to  pidll  my 
teeth  all  the  morning  in  Bcmd-street;  yawil  aH 
night  at  the  opera. — ^But  I  was  a  bad  scholar,*  Mr- 
Mandeville :  and  the  satiirfaction  I  feel  aft  th^  mo- 
ment protes  I  did  right  to  ^educate  myself.  *^N<yw 
then  for  Albina!  They  may  have  pcrvertftd  my 
head;  but  I  assure  you,  they  havVt  €6mq>tel 
my  heart.  [Exomt. 


END  Ot  THE  riRST  ACr. 


ACT  IL 

SCENE-^^  nwkm  Jpgrtment  in  ti^  CastU. 

Eater  Vbbitas  md  Mrs.  Bioid. 

-^  Mrs.  Rigid. 

JL  £$9  yes  I  Albina  alreadk  thinks  me  the  hest 
of  women^  and  shall  soon  oelieve  that  you  are 
the  iirat  of  men* 

Veritas.  Granted  t^  But  nbovt  Howaid>«Is 
she  as  fond  of  him  as  ever } 

Mrs.  Rigid.  No;  she  don't  iike  him  half  so 
well  as  8^  did  Ever  simse  he  left  Dover,  I 
have  been  undermining  himt  and  ectolling  you ; 
and  in  proof  of  my  argument.  Sir  ISkilomon  has 
just  told  ber  of  Howard's  intimacy  with  a  gamer 
fceep^'s  daughter.  This  has  roused  her  jealousy 
*~her  indignption. 

Veritas.   Indeed} 

Mrs.  Bigid.  Yes ;  and  as  he  has  now  lost  her 
affections  <?«^ 

Veritas.  I  may  soon  win  thefn !  --r  Brfivo, 
Master  Veritas !: — You're  }ofd  and  master  of  ten 
thoi^nd  arvear! 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Ten  thousand? — Heyday!  Have 
you  forgot  our  agreement  ?  iPlease  to  recollect, 
that  op  the  day  of  your  marriage  with  Albi|[ii^ 
i  am  to  receive  half  r 

Veritas,  Hajf? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  To  be  sure. — What  other  motive 
pould  I  have  for  getting  Mandeville  disinherited  ? 
pid  not  Albina  gain  the  property  through  my 
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management?    Did  not  I  make  a  diipe  of  the 
grandfather  ? 

Veritas.  You  did. 
.  Mrs.  Rigid.    And  why  do  I  give  you  my  in- 
terest ?  —  Why  do  I  select  you  for  her  husband  ? — 
Why,  but  because  vou  are  to  give  me  a  moiety  ? 

Veritas.  Granted.  We'll  divide  the  fortune — and 
thus  I  seal  the  bargain-r-thus  with  a  rigfattous  kiss. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  [Drawing  back.)  How!  is  the  man 
out  of  his  senses? — Don't  you  recollect — 

Veritas.  I  do.— I  beg  pardon — You're  for 
the  Platonic. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  I  am  for  the  Platonic  sjrstem,  Sir^ 
and  hitherto  I  have  not  suffered  my  lips  to  be  pro- 
faned by  man ! — ^Never,  Sir ! — ^Not  so  much  fixmi 
fear  of  the  consequences  to  myself,  as  from  the 
danger  in  which  it  might  involve  all  mankind. 

Veritas.  That's  true  philanthropy,  Mrs.  Ri^d ; 
and  the  longer  you  persevere  in  your  imtem,  the 
more  our  sex  will  be  obliged  to  you.— Ha !  Here 
comes  Albina ! — Pray,  is  she  also  for  the  Platonic  ? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Sweet  little  innocent !  — She  has 
hardly  sense  enough  to  discriminate  one  pasnon 
from  another.  She  is  the  most  artless,  lively, 
tender-hearted  creature! — Look  at  her,  cousin — 
only  eighteen ! 

Ente7*  Albina. 

Albina.  Oh,  governess !  I  have  been  all  over 
the  Castle,  looking  at  th&rooms — the  pictures — 
the —  [Seeing  Veritas,  she  stops.) 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Tis  Mr.  Veritas.  You  saw  him 
at  Dover,  you  know. 

Albina.  So  I  did — he  was  there  at  the  same 
time  Mr.  Howard  was. — Oh,  Lord !  I'm  so  happy 
to  see  you.  Sir!  —  I  am,  indeed ! 
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Veritas.  Granted.  Shelovesme! — ^Poor pupil  1 
Poor  Howard !  (Asidt  to  Mrs.  Rigid.) 

Albina.  That  I  am — because  now  I  shall  hear 
something  about  Mr.  Howard.  (To  Veritas.) 
Pray,  Mr.  Tutor —  first  we'll  talk  of  his  looks, 
if  you  please — Is  he  as  handsome  now?  —  as 
charming  as  ever  ? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  For  shame,  Albina ! — After  what 
you  have  just  heard  from  Sir  Solomon,  how  can 
you  condescend  to  name  him  ?  Did  not  he  tell 
you  of  his  passion  for  a  gamekeeper's  daughter  ? 

AWina.    He  did;   but— 

Mrs. Rigid.   What,  Miss? 

Albina.  That  passion  may  be  only  Platonic, 
you  know,  governess! 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Look'ye:  let  me  hear  no  more 
of  Mr.  Howard ! .  If  you  mention  his  name  again, 
ril  resort  to  my  old.  mode  of  punishment — I'll 
show  you  Ihave  not  forgot  th^  art  of  locking  up. 
Miss. 

Albma.  There  now !  I  thought  it  would  come 
to  this !  The  owner  of  this  immense  castle  wiU 
passmostof  her  days  in  one  of  the  closets  J 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Nomurmiuing! — but  go  directly 
with  this  worthy  man — walk  with  him  to  seethe 
park — the  plantations. 

Albina.  Well,  since  it  must  be  so --^ come, 
Mr.— Worthy. 

Veritas.  [Aside  to  Albina.) '  Mum!  i  am  not 
what  I  seem  —  When  we're  alone  1*11  com* 
municate — Cousin,  we  take  our  leave. 

Albifia.  Madam,  good  day!  [Going.) 

Enter  SikSolouov. 

Albina.  Oh,  Sir  Solomon  I  You're  Uie  very  per- 
son I  wanted  to  seei— Do  you  know,  there's  aa  old 
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niaii  in  th^  hall,  who  says  he  Was  scn^ant  tx>  inv 
grandfather  thirty  years;  and  noMr,  becamse  h» 
dogik  killed  a  hare  on  your  grounds,  that  he  is 
diflnisseri  from  his  place,  and  lie  and  his  fiunily 
must  starve ! — Dear ! — If  all  yoiir  game  is  pnr* 
chased  at  so  high  a  price,  I  wcmder  yoa're  not 
choaked! 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Go  where  I  ordered  you.  Miss. 
Sir  Solomon  and  I  have  business. 

Albina.  Akid,  Sir — SUr  Solomon!  How  came 
you  to  trouble  yourself  about  Mr.  Howatd^s  love^ 
affairs:  —  I  tell  you  what — I  believe  you're  a 
great  poacher ;  and  if  I  catch  you  snaiing  any 
game  on  my  manor — * — 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Begone,  Miss  t — Begone  directly: 

Albina.  Well:  I'm  going,  governess — ^rmgoing. 
Come,  Mr. Tutor;  and  if  we  meet  that  boM  oM 
man  by  the  way,  I'll  tell  him  he  may  kiU  all  the 
game  on  my  estate;  and  if  that  woiVt  keep  his 
family  from  starving,  I'll  bid  him  shoot  all  Sir 
Solomon's !  -^  I  have  plenty  of  mon^,  and  Ican't 
dispose  of  it  better  than  in  protecting  an  old 
favourite  of  him  who  gave  it  nie!*-^Come-^ 
good  b'ye.  [Veritas  and  AXtiaiAexeunt. 

Sir  Sol.  Um!— There's  the  sex  1— Theresa 
true  woman ! 

Mrs.  Rigid.  I  must  watch  her — her  disposition 
alters  with  her  fortune.  But,  Sir  Solomon,  now 
we're  alone,  what  is  the  secret  you  promised  to 
communicate  to  me  ? 

Sir  Sol.  I'll  tell  you-*-  Mandeville  is  arrived-*^ 
I've  seen  him. 

Mrs.  Rigid.    Seen  Mandeville ! 

Sir  Sol.  Not  half  aii  hour  ago  —  He  is  now  in 
search  of  his  daughter. 

Mrs*  Rigid.  MandeviUb  come  home  l-^-^Mercy ! 
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What  shall  w«  do? — Why,  if  he  once  gets  haU  of 
her,  he'll  persaade  her  to  pay  his  debts — trick  her 
out  of  the  whole  fortune  I 

Sir  Sol.  I  know  it.  He's  a  sad  profligate ;  and 
therefore  do  you  lock  up  Albina,  and  I'll  lock  up 
Mandeville — We'll  keep  them  apart,  till  she  Iibs 
got  a  husband  to  protect  her.  I'll  go  directly, 
and  order  Realize  to  take  out  a  writ 

Mrs.  Rigid.  WiUyou? 

Sir  SoL  1  will.*~Odsheart ! — it  was  tlie  widi 
of  my  life  that  Howard  should  many  Albina;. 
Imt  Ins  attachment  to  other  women  shows  he  i| 
not  worthy  her  a£Eectioqs  3  and  his  now  associating 
with  her  father,  proyes  he  would  waste  every 
shilling  of  the  property — Therefore,  the  sooner 
she  marries  Mr.  Veritas,  the  better.  Adieu  I — 
Go  and  lock  her  up. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  I  won't  lose  a  moment -~  Ah, 
SirSoloriDon!  If  Mr.  Howard  bad  copied  the 
exsmple  of  his  unclel — K,  like  you,  he  had 
never  associated  virilh  profligate  men,  or  low-bred 
women  !->^*^— You  would  not  have  fixed  your 
a£fecti«ms  on  a  gamekeeper's  daughter? 

SirSU.  Me!-*- Lord  help  you!— -How  could 
you  sopMfie  such  a  thing 7  (Confused.) 

Mrs.  iljgid.  I  don't  suppose  it.  I  know  she 
is  too  unpolished— too  illiterate--- 

Sir  Sol.  Psha!  She's  too  young-*- too — too 
eveiy  thing! — No,  Mrs.  Rigid,  if  ever  I  again 
'  heomtie  a  slave  to  the  tender  passions,  I  should 
select  a  woman  of  your  time  of  life — a  woman  of 
expeiijBnce  1 — Your  young  thtngs'takc  no  pains 
to  please  a  man;  thev  rdy  on  their  youth  and 
bemily :  but  your  tniddttedraged  woman  «-«she  is  so 
industrious  ! — she  dresses  at  you,  talks  at  jrou. 
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glances  at  you         Oh !    Time  makes  wcmien 
wonderfully  dextrous  in  the  art  <rf'k>ve ! 

[Exeunt,  Mrs.  Rigid  oglmg  &*  Sol<mioiu 


SCENE— J  Garden. 
Enter  Veritas  and  Albina. 

Veritas.  Ha !  ha !  ha ! — I  told  you  I  was  not 
what  I  seemed.  It  was  very  well  to  put  mi  the 
mask  of  learning  and  gravity  before  Sir  Solomon 
and  Mrs.  Rigid  ;  but  now  I'll  pull  it  off — now 
rU  show  you  my  real  character! — Bless  you! 
I'm  an  honest  fellow! — I'm  a  choice  spint — a 
buck  of  the  first  water  1 

Albina.  And  pray.  Sir,  what  made  a  man  of 
your  gaiety  become  an  usher  ? 

Veritas.  You  shall  hear: — I  finished  my  fi>r- 
tune  before  I  finished  niy  education*  At  West- 
minster School  I  found  I  could  keqp  a  curricle — 
At  Oxford  I  found  I  could  keqi  a  rack  of 

hounds — and  in  London  I  found 1  could 

not  keep  myself. — So  not  wishing  so  much  talent 
should  remain  in  obscurity,  I  set  up  for  Tutor^  in 
order  to  disperse  my  knowledge  amongst  the 
rising  generation. 

AU>ina.  Upon  my  word,  the  rising  g^ieration 
is  very  much  obliged  to  you. 

Veritas.  Nay :  if  I  have  not  done  much  good, 
I  have  done  little  harm ;  for  with  all  my  follies, 
of  this  you  may  be  assured — I  never  did  right 
without  rejoicing  at  it,  or  wrong  without  re- 
penting  it.  This  is  my  history.  Aiid  now  to  ap« 
ply  my  talents  to  the  right  purpose — to  Love ! — 
Here's  Mrs.  Rigid. 
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EfUer  Mrs.  Rigid. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Cousin,  a  word — {Takes  VeritM 
aside.)  Mandeville  is  returned  from  India:  he  and 
Howard  are  now  in  search  of  Albina;  and  if  an 
interview  takes  place,  we  are  undone.  Go;  and 
if  you  find  Mandeville,  give  notice  to  Realize,  and 
he'll  arrest  him  instantly. 

Veritas.  Arrest  him? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  To  be  sure.  What  does  the  man 
stare  at  ? — Have  you  any  objection  ? 

Veritas.  Why,  I  think,  when  a  gentleman 
comes  a  long  journey— 

Mrs.  Rigid.  WeU,Sir? 

Veritas.  That  a  spun^ng-house  is  a  bad  sort 
of  inn  to  put  up  at  i 

Mrs.  Rigid.  How!  are  you  only  half  a  sinner? 
— Do  you  repent  our  bargain? — Mighty  well. 
Sir !  mighty  well !  A  fme  girl  and  five  thousand 
a-year  isn't  likely  long  to  want  a  husband — 
Others  may  be  found.  Sir — 

Veritas.  Granted. — Others  may  be  found ;  and 
five  thousand  a-year  is  not  to  be  despised.  Besides, 
I  shall  make  aifiends  by  making  her  a  good  hus- 
band^ So  I'll  swallow  my  scruples,  and  go  di- 
rectly.— Cousin,  your  servant! — Miss  Albina, 
adieu!  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Albina,  I  beg  you  will  instantly 
accompany  me  to  the  Castle;  and,  for  reasons 
which  I  will  hereafter  explain  to  you,  I  must 
request  you  to  live  in  private — neither  to  pay 
nor  receive  visits. 

Albina.  Lcn^!  I  know  your  reasons  well 
enough;  you  want  me  not  to  see  Mr.  Howard — 
Well!  I  do  love  him,  that's  the  truth  on't:  but  if 
he  don't  love  me,  what  c^  I  do,  you  know?  — 
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No !  I  had  rather  not  see  him — 'twill  remind  me 
of  past  happiness ;  and  if  he  be  shnt  out  from  me, 
the  more  prirate  I  live  the  better. — Come,  I'll 
tliink  of  him  no  more, 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Spoke  like  a  girl  of  proper  pride 
and  exalt^  spirit !  ««-Now  all's  safe  1  (As  the^  ar^ 
going y  HowBm  enters.) 

Howard.  So !  I've  found  you  at  last^  Albina  !-^ 
I  called  at  the  Castle,  and  the  servants  told  me  they 
had  orders  from  Doctor  Busby  not  to  adlmit  me-^ 
I  beg  pardon,  Mrs.  Rigid — I  didn't  allude  to  you 
-1*1  didn't  mean  to  call  you  Doctsor  Bt|sby. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  None  of  your  insolence,  Sur!  — 
Albina  is  no  more  willing  to  be  troubled  with) 
your  company  than  I  am. 

Howard.  Isn't  she? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  No: — you  may  hear  your  dis^ 
missal  from  her  own  mouthu — Spealc,  child;  re- 
peat to  him  what  you  imparted  to  me  this  nuHpent. 

Albina.  I  can't.     Do  you  spealc  for  mel 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Repeat  it,  I  tell  you;  sfcow  him 
you  don't  care  for  him:  say  you  pre  fdl  gfiiety 
and  cheerfulnes — Say  so,  I  insbt. 

Albina.  Sir!  Sir  1 1  am  all  gaiety  and  cheejrfulr 
ness!  I'm  so  happy  that— Oh  1  Oh!  Oh|  (Bursts 
into  tears.)  I  shsdl  break  my  heart — that  s  what 
I  shall! 

Howard.  So!  This  is  a  new  mode  of  being 
cheerful  1 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Ideot !  baby  I  call  forth  your 
pride:  remember  your  rank — your  fortune! 

Albina.  Fortune  1  What's  the  use  ^  it,  while 
another  is  heiress  to  his  affections?  If  the  game- 
keeper's daughter  will  give  me  his  heart,  I'm 
sure  I'll  give  her  my  estate,  ph  I  Mr.  Howard ! 
[Going  up  to  him.) 
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Mrs.  Rigid.  {Laying  bold  of  her.)  This  is'nt  to 
be  borne !  Come  with  me  this  moment  1  — ^^  Standi 
out  of  the  wajr,  Sir!   Come,  I  command  you. 

Howard.  Hold!  (Detaimng  Aihia^.)  It  isn't 
on  my  own  account  I  thus  radely  detain  yon : 
'tis  on  your  father's. 

Albina.  My  father's! 

Howard.  He  is  arrived  fram  India,  anfor- 
tunate  man! — is  now  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Albma.  Is  he?  We'll  go  to  him  directly. 
Come,  governess. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Go  to  him!  Are  yon  mad?  'Why 
he'll  ask  you  to  pay  all  his  debts. 

Albina.  No,  ke  wont't :  for  I'll  offer  it  long 
before  he  can  ask  me. — Come. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Have  a  care:  don't  go  near  him; 
I  know  him  to  be  so  unprincipled,  and  so  despe- 
rate, that  if  you  refuse  to  give  him  up  your  for- 
tune, I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  he  threatened -^ 
nay,  actually  took- away  your  life. 

Albina.  Took  away  my  life ! — Well!  he  |pave 
it  me,  you  know,  governess ;  and  as  to  the  for- 
tune, that  certainly  ought  to  have  been  his. 
However^  as  I  never  did,  nor  ever  will  disobey 
you,  I'll  tdl  you  how  we'll  accommodate  wnt- 
tere:  Mr.  Howard  wiU  be  kind  enough  to  say  that 
jom  woii^  alkiw  me  to  tee  him^;  Imt  tint,  Mto 
mosey -^Lordl  he  nay  lia!?e  what  the  likes. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  What  he  likes? 

Albina.  Ay;  bid  him  dmw  &r  a  good  round 
sum  at  once-^-fifty  thousand  to  begiti  with ;  and 
if  that  won't  do--^ 

HofOMrd.  Oh!  fifty  thousand  will  do  very  well 
for  abegimiing:  won't  it,  Doctor? 

Mn.  iUgid.  Hear  me,  Albituu  Wouki  you 
tindo  yom^  and  kbudon  «e?  1,  who  hn^e 
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nursed  you,  reared  you,  doted  on  you?  I,  who 
have  been  a  mother  when  he  proved  no  father  ?  — - 
Go,  ungrateful  girl !  give  all  to  him  wha  forsook 
you,  and  leave  her  who  cherished  you  to  starve, 
and  die  in  a  prison. 

Albino.  Die  in  a  prison! — Leave  my  kind^ 
good  governess  to  die  in  a  prison? — Oh,  Lord! 
I  can't  bear  the  thought  of  it !  (Mrs.  Rigid  weeps.) 
Nay :  don't  cry  so — speak  to  me  —  pray  speak — 
Dear!   What  was  it  she  said,  Mr.  Howard? 

Howard.  She  said  you*d  better  give  me  the 
fifty  thousand  directly. 

Airs.  Rigid.  Millions  cannot  save  a  man  so 
extravagant  as  Mr.  Mandeville — This  was  your 
grandfather's  opinion ;  and  he  left  you  the  estate 
solely  to  prevent  his  wasting  it — And  now  would 
you  fly  in. the  face  of  your  benefactor? — And 
lor  what? — Only  because  a  faithless  lover  takes 
the  part  of  a  selfish  parent,  who,  till  you  become 
affluent,  never  thought  or  inquired  after  yoUr 

Albbia.  That's  very  true — 

Howard.  It's  not !  —  It's  false ! 

Albina.  I  know  better.  Sir ! — But  for  this.good 
woman,  I  might  have  starved,  and  I'm  bound  to 
fidiill  the  intenticms  of  my  dear  grandfather;  and 
therefore Don't  take  on  so,  my  dear  gover- 
ness, and  I'll  follow  your  advice  in  every  thing. 

r Don't  keep  twitching  me,  Mr.  Howard!-— 

I  shall  do  whatever  she  orders  me. . 

Howard.    You  will,  will  you  ? 

Albina.  Yes:  I  act  difierentlyfrom  you.  Sir— ^ 
I  always  obey  my  tutor,  and  1  won't-r- 

Howard.  And  you  won't  ^ip  a  task,  or  go  out 
of  bounds,  for  fear  of  being  whipped!  hah! — 
Oh  1  the  good  child !  Oh  the  pretty  Miss  Albina ! 
She  shall  have  cakes  and  toys^  and-— — Look'ye 
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-^give  over  this  childish  nonsense^  aitilgo  with 
me  to  the  gainekeeper's  cottage — 

Jlbina.  The  gamekeeper's  cottage? 

Howard.  (Taking  hold  of  lier  hand.)  There 
your  father  is  concealed — I  left  him  under  the 
care  of  Copsley's  daughter — one  of  the  kindest, 
best-disposed — 

Albina.  ( Takifig  away  her  hand.)  Go,  Sir !  — :  I'm 
satisfied,  and  I  hate  you — that's  what  I  do— ^I 
hate  you  more  than  ever  I  loved  you. — Come, 
governess. 

Howard.  Why,  Albina  ? — Whv  ? 

Albina.  I  have  as  much  pride  as  yourselfs 
Sir; — and  since  you  treat  me  with  indifference,  I 
shall  treat  you  with  scorn — with  scorn.  Sir!  — 
Come,  Madam. 

Howard.  'Sdeath !  —  What  have  I  said  ? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Quite  enough.  Sit !  —  Go  to  your 
darling  rustic — go  to  your  dear  Mr.  Mandeville; 
and,  by  way  of  consolation,  tell  him  that  if  ever 
you  possess  an  estate — 

Howard.  If  ever  I  do.  Madam,  he  shall  have 
it  all.  And  I'll  give  it  him,  not  90  much  from 
motives  of  benevolence,  as  of  prudence;  since  I 
perceive  that  mon^  can  tran^orm  the  most  li- 
beral to  the  most  selfish ;  and  she  who,  without  a 
fortune,  was  all  innocence,  tenderness,  and  affec- 
tion, is,  in  affluence,  suspicious,  credulous,  and 
unfeeling — Farewell! — MandeviUe  has  a  child 
still ;  for  while  you  are  a  slave  to  your  governess, 
I'll  be  a  son  to  your  father ; 

Airs.  Rigid.  Tliis  is  your  resolution^  is  it  ? 

Howard.  It  is,  most  potent,  grave,  and  re- 
verend Doctor !  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Now,  Albina,  look  at  the  advian- 

tages  of  a  good  education How  contemptible 

was  Howard's  conduct!  How  noble  yours! — Con- 
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tinae  to  Wiave  thos^  and  you  shall  be  indulged 
in  every  thing. 

AWina.  Ah !  I  wish  you  would  indulge  me, 
governess — There  is  a  favour— 

Mr$.  Rigidi  Is  there? — Name  it  1 

Albina.  Why,  you  already  think  mfe  a  good 
girl ;  but  if  I  could  be  quite  positive  about  Mr, 
Howard's  inconstancy,  1  should  be  the  very  best 
girl  in  the  whole  world. 

Mrs,  Rigid.    What !  do  you  still  doubt  ? 

Albina.  How  can  I  help  it?  How  can  I  think  so 
meanly  of  him,  or  myself,  as  to  suppose  he  would 

.{Nrefer  a  girl  that's  like in  shorty  that  I  dare 

«ay  is  as  unlike  me  as  you  are  to  Doctor  Busby  — 
Come  now,  a6  he's  gone  to  the  cottage,  do  let  me 
follow  him  and  be  convincefl. 

Mrs.  Rigid.   Follow  him  ? 

Albina.  Why  not?  Look'ye;  ydii  and  Sr 
Solomon  say  he  is  guilty.  Vciry  well !  If  I  jSnd 
bim  so,  I'll  promise  to  marr}^  the  Steward,  the 
Parson,  or  the  Birch  Gentleman  —  any,  or  all 
xrf  them  if  you  like. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  There's  no  doubt  of  his  guilt,  and 
this  may  complete  her  aversion ;  therefore  TU 
let  her  go.  (Aside.)  Well!  on  these  conditions^ 
I  Ve  no  objection.     But  how  will  you  contrive  ? 

Albina.  Oh!  he  sha'n't  know  me — I'll  put  on 
«iother  dress. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Another  dress  ? 

Albina.  les:  I'll  disguise  myself  as  the  Little 
Red  Riding-Hood,  Little  John,  Little  Pickle,  or 
any  other  impudent  cluiracter! — Gome — we'll 
settle  that  as  we  go  along :  and  if  I  find  him  inno- 
cent, why,  you  shall  have  one-half  the  estate;  my 
father  the  other;  and  I  and  Mr.  Howard  will  live 
and  die  in  tlie  icottage,  or  any  other  retired  spot 
you  choose  to  point  omt  fc^:  us.  \Exeimt. 

END  OF, THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT    III. 
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SCENE — View  of  ppieii  Conntjy — River — Cot- 
tage  at  a  Distance,  &V. 

Eiiter  Mandeville  a?id  Howard. 

^j  Mandeville. 

^  Ay  :    nay :    blaine  not  Albina !    Blame  the 


governess. 


Howard.  Not  blame  her!  —  Oh!  if  I  look,  or 

speak,  or  listen,  or 'Sdeath!  you  don't  know 

half  the  fatal  consequences  of  her  unfiljal  con- 
duct. Sir  Solomon  has  orderal  Realize  |;o  arrest 
you:  he  and  bailiffs  are  now  in  search  of  3'ou; 
and,  unless  you  can  iastantly  raise  two  thousand 
pounds,  you'll  be  imprisoned ! 

Mand.  Well :  I  am  resigned. 

Howard.  So  am  not  I.  I  hate  a  gaol;  and  as 
I  must  follow  you  wherever  you  go,  pray  let  us 
keep  in  the  open  air  as  long  as  we  can.  The 
fact  is,  there  is  no  staying  here  without  paying 
your  creditors;  therefore  let's  adjourn  to  Lon- 
don ! There  we  may  do  as  we  like, 

Mand.  Do  as  we  like? 

Hmoard.  Aye:  few  people  think  of  paying 
there.  Why,  il"  every  man  in  London  were  to  be 
arrested  for  the  money  he  owed !  —  Mercy  on  us ! 
—  there'd  be  more  prisons  than  carriages;  more 
baihfis  than  horses;  and  men  of  fashion  and  dash- 
ing citizens  would  be  the  two  rarest  commodities 
to  be  met  with!  Oh!  when  a  man  is  in  debt, 
C 
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the  Capital  is  the  place  to  He  snug  in !  Therefore 
let's  begone  directly.  Stop  thougii  —  Have  you 
any  cash? 

Mand.  Not  a  guinea/  Odt  of  my  pay  as  an 
officer,  I  could  hardly  save  money  enough  ta 
land  me  in  my  native  country. 

Hmvard.  And  I  have  not  a  shilling  I-t- And 
here  we  are  two  hundred  miles  fr<5m  Hyde-Pailc 
Corner,  without  two  hundred  pence  to  take  us 
thei'e!  What's  to  be  done?  Will  Sir . Sqlomou 
advance  ?  Not  a  halfpenny !  —  Will  the  tutor  ? 
Not  a  farthing. — Will  Realize*? 

Mand.  The  steward !  ^ —  He  vyouldn'-t  giv^  li^f- 
a-crown  to  save  both  our  lives. 

Htyward.  Not  half-a-crown  to  save  our  lives! 
Come — come — you  wrong  him . there — I*m  sure 
he'd  give  more  to  save  mine. 

Mand.  More  to  save  yours !  —  From  what  mo- 
tive ? —r- From  benevolence? 

Howard.  No:  from  self-interest.  He  has  an 
annuity  on  my  life.  The  day  I  lose  my  exist- 
ence, he  loses  a  hundred  a-yearj  and  though  he 
wouldn't  give  a  doit  to  save  me  from  perdition^  I 
think  he'd  pay  half-a-crown  to  preserve  his  an- 
nuity—  Look — here  he  comes! — And  now  I 
think  on't,  suppose  I  try  to  get  our  travelling- 
expenses  out  of  him?  —  He  is  always  inquiring 
after  my  health,  and— — 

Mand.  I  understand. — I'll  get  out  of  the  way. 

Howard.  Do.  —  Retire  behind  those  trees — 
Mum ! — Observe !  (M^ndeville  goes  behind  trees. ) 

Enter  Keauze. 

Real.  So — I've  drawn  out  my  forces  to  the 
best  advantage — Two  of  my  officers  are  in  am- 
bush near  the  Castle — two  are  reconnoitring  on 
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the  London  Road — and  two Ha !  Mr.  How- 
ard!  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Howard? 

Howard.  Hem!  [Coughing^  and  stuffing  his 
handkerchief  into  his  mouth. ) 

Real.  Have  you  seen  any  thing  of  Mande- 
viUe? — I've  two  writs  out  against  him — one  on 
my  own  account,  the  other  on  Sir  Solomon's ; 
and  if  you'll  tell  me  where  he  is — (Howard 
coughs  loudly.) — Why,  what's  the  matter  with 
you? — That's  an  ugly  cough. 

Hotvard.     Ugly!— It's    frightful!— it*8 

Hem! — Oh,  Mr.  Realize! — I'm  very  ill.  ' 

Real.  111! — You  were  very  well  yesterday, 
and  the  day  before,  and  every  day  since  you 
came  from  your  travels. 

Howard.  That's  it. — I  didn't  mention  it  be- 
fore, Mr.  Realize,  for  fear  of  distressing  you; 

but,    during    my  travels Ough!    ou!    ou! 

(Coughing  violently.)  I  slept  in  the  Pontine 
marshes;  and  the  pestiferous  dews  so  inflamed 

my    lungs,    that    ever    since Hoop!   oop! 

{Uoughing.)  I  shall  die,  that's  certain. 

Real.  Die ! — Impossible !  —  Die ! — I've  an 
annuity  on  his  life! — Oh!  curse  those  Pontine 
mtarshes  I 

Howard.  It's  all  Sir  Solomon's  fistult. — If  he'd 
let  me  follow  the  doctor's  advice,  I  should  save 
my  Ufe»  and  you  your  annuity. — But  avarice, 
Mr. — ava Oop  1  —hem ! — I'm  a  dead  man  I 

Real.  You're  not!  Now,  pray  live!  I'll  take 
it  as  a  favour  if  you  live! — My  dear  Mr.  How- 
ard, what  did  the  doctor  prescribe ! 

Howard.  Change  of  air^  and  Bristol  waters. 

Real.  Bristol  waters! 

Howard.  Yes,  Sir:  and  because  I  can't  rais^ 
money  to  take  me  there — Oop!  —  because  Sir 
Solomon  won't  advance  a  few  pounds-*-*— 
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Beat.  I'm  to  lose  a  hundred  a  year.  Oh  I  UvJ? 
hard-hearted  savage!  Why,  I'd  better  give  tlie 
money  myself.  I  will.  Here,  Mir.  Howard, 
[Taking  out  a  purse,)  I  was  always  6f  a  humdtib 

disposition,     and     so     here's     thirty Hold 

though :  Are  you  sure  the  Bristol  waters  will  cure 
you? 

Howard,  Certain.  The  detergency  of  the  at- 
mosphere; the  absorbency  of  the  chalybeate;  the 

ponderosity  of Hau! — au! — I'm  convulsed! 

Support  me!  —  Lay  hold  of  me!  —  [In  his  convul- 
sions^ he  lays  hold  of  the  hand  in  ichich  Realize  lias 
the  purse.) — So — Let  me  go! — ;l'm  better  now — 
Thank'ye.  [Takes  away  his  handy  and  the  purse 
zvith  it,)  ■  '        ' 

Real.  Better! — 'Gad!  no  w^onder  at  it  The 
dose  you've  taken  is  more  likely  to  do  you  good, 
than  detergency,  absorbency,  or  all  the  doctors 
and  apothecaries  in  Europe !  However,  a  hun» 
dred  per  annum  is  worth  thirty  pounds^  or  the 
devil's  in  it !  So  keep  it,  and  good  bye  to  you. 
Hark'ye,  though;  if  you  see  Klandeville,  doa!t 
say  I've  placed  bailiifs  on  the  London  roacl. 

Howard.  I  won't. —  Good  bye.  I  hope  I 
shall  mend,  for  your  sake,  Mr.  Realize. 

Real,  I  hope  you  will.  But  if  you  do  not,  if 
you  find  you  grow  worse,  write  me  word  you 
are  coming  home  full  of  health  and  spirits,  and 
I'll  go  directly  to  Sir  Solomon,  talk  of  the  good- 
ness of  your  life,  and  sell  him  the  annuity  at  a 
-premium !  That  will  be  punishing  him  i  lor  his 
stinginess,  and  paying  me  for  the  dose  of  physic 
I' ve^  given  you.  Farewell!  Keep  yourself  warm, 
and  success  to  the  Bristol  waters!-  Ohl  curse 
;thofte  Pontine  marshes !  [Exit. 

:..  Iloward:  Oh ! .  bless  them !  I  say.'  Ha  I  ha ! 
ha!  I'm curM of Qiy cough now*-^H6inJ  [Clearing 
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Wmselfi)  Goihe  forth,  Mr.  Mandeville !  (Mande- 
viLLE  re-enters. ) — Come  and  congratulate  your 
•friend  on  the  recovery  of  his  health. — Look — 
Will  you  go  to  Bristol  ? 

Mand.  No:  to  London. 

Howard,  Not  yet ;  there  are  enemies  on  the 
road.  AVe  mu*  wait  till  the  pursuit  is  over;  and, 
as  I  know  no  safer  place  than  Copsley's  cottage, 
let's  return  there  instantly.  Let  us  go  sit  and 
rail  at  the  governess  and  Albina^ 
■  Mand.  Never. — I  must  still  think  she  is  my 
daughter,  anjd  hope  the  time  may  come  when  she 
will  imitate  her  mother's  virtues.  Oh  Howard ! 
you  should  have  known  Amelia :  she  had  a  heart 
as  generous  as  your  own — hke  you,  she  gave  up 
all  for  a  distressed — unhappy 

Howard.  Nay;  no  more  melancholv,  now, 
Mr.  Mandeville.  How  can  a  man  talk  ot  distress^ 
whett  he  sees  he  can  raise  thirty  pounds  the  mo- 
ment h6  wants  it?  A  slight  cough  and  a  short 
convulsion  will  be  at  any  time  a  Bank-note  to  us. 
So  now  for  the  cottage;  and  over  a  jug  of  old 
•Copley's  Octolier,  let  us  drink  "  Confusion  to 
our  enemieft  and  the  Pontine  marshes,  and  success 
to  oiu^elves  and  the  Bristol  waters!" 

[Holding  up  a  purse,  and  exeunt. 

Scene — a  forward  Landscape. 

Enter  Albina  in  the  Uniform  of  a  Lieutenant  of 
the  Navti,  Mrs.  Rigid,  a/i(/ Realize. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  We  won't  detain  you  a  moment, 
Mr.  Steward.  Only  show  us  the  way  to  Cop- 
sleyS  cottage,  and  you  may  return  to  your  pur- 
suit of  Mandeville.      This  young  gentleman, 

Mr.  Herbert 

1  '*BeaL  Herbert!  Pray  is  this  one  of  the  late 
Mrs.  Mandeville's  nephews!  i 
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Alblna.  I  am,  Sir.  I  am  the  first  c(msin  of 
Miss  Albina,  Sir — of  that  much  wronged  and 
most  beautiful  creature,  Sir.  I  am  lately  come 
from  sea,  and  have  been  in  so  many  fiery  en- 
gagements, that  I  don't  know  whether  I  am  aUve 
or  dead.  Sir! 

Real  Po !  po !  Nonsense !  [Puts  on  his  spec- 
taclesy  and  looks  close  at  Albina.)  You  been  in 
fiery  engagements!  Pooh! 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Come,  come;  Mr.  Realize  is  too 
well  acquainted  with  every  part  of  the  family  to 
be  imposed  upon ;  and  therefore  we  may  as  well 
trust  him  at  once.  It  is  Albina !  She  has  put  on 
this  disguise,  to  detect  Mr.  Howard  in  his  love- 
affair  with  the  gamekeeper's  daughter. 

Albina.  Yes,  Sir;  with  that  little  coarse,  tann'd 

Show  us  the  way.  Sir  —  I  know  Mr.  Howard 

is  now  at  the  cottage. 

Real.  Do  you  ?  That's  very  good.  —  Love- 
affair  too! — Ha!  ha!  I  wish  you  could  prove 
your  words. 

Albina.  Why,  Sir? 

Real.  Because  it  would  have  saved  me  iSbaatty 
pounds.  Why,  poor  gentleman !  he  is  not  in  a 
state  to  make  love 

Albina.  How,  Sir? 

Real.  No — the  Pontine  marshes  have  played 
the  devil  with  his  lungs,  and  he  is  gone  to  drink 
the  Bristol  waters. 

Mrs.  RiM.  Gone  to  Bristol !  When? 

Real.  >fi)w — this  very  moment! 

Albina.  Which  way?  —  How  did  he  go? 

Real.    How  ?  Why,  he  went  with  my  money. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Psha!  This  is  all  an  imposition; 
all  a  contrivance  of  Howard's,  to  avoid  detection. 
Lead  on.  Sir;  I'm  sure  his  lungs  were  sound 
enough  two  hours  ago. 
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BeaL  WelU  have  it  your  own  way — I  only 
wish  I  was  as  sure  of  keeping  my  annuity,  as  that 
you  won't  find  him  at  the  cottage.  No — and 
what's  more  to  tlie  purpose,  tliat  you  find  soihe^ 
body  eke  there. 

Mrs,  Rigid.   Somebody  else!   Whom,  Sir? 

Real.  No  less  a  gentleman  than  Sir  Solomon 
Cynic !  Not  ten  minutes  ago  I  saw  him  hovering 
about  the  spot,  like  an  old  kite  over  a  brood  of 
chickens. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Why,  the  man's  mad!  —  Sir  Solo- 
mon make  love!  Show  us  the  way,  I  insist,  Sir. 
Come,  child. 

Albina-  Dear  I  If,  after  all,  the  old  woman-hater 
should  turn  out  to  be  the  real  poacher !  —  If  he 
should,  governess  1  I'm  sure  you  won't  'any  longer 
forbid  me  the  sight  of  Mr.  Iloward.  'Tis  cruel 
to  sport  with  the  affections  of  a  lover;  and,  in  the 
words  of  the  old  song,  let  me  remind  you 

SONG  — Aluina. 

If  'tis  joy  to  ivouiul  a  lover. 

How  much  more  to  give  him  ease ! 

When  iiis  ptission  we  clitu^overy 

Oh !  how  pleasing  'tis  to  please !  &c. 

[Exeunt. 


■f  ^  *'^^.0^-*^^ 


SCENE — A  Room  in  Copsley's  Cottage  —  Birds 
of  Prey  painted  on  the  Wall — A  Recess y  with 
several  Trusses  of  Straw  in  it — Before  Recess, 
an  old  green  Curtain^  partly  broken  down — A 
Table  and  txijo  Chairs — Basket  xvith  Apples  — 
Jug  of  Ale y  and  small  Mug. 

Sir  Solomon  discovered  kneeling  to  Cicely. 


t> 


Sir  Sol.  Oh  you  loveliest  of  all  creature's!  Wlicn 
I  railed  at  the  sex  I  did  not  know  you — Yqu 
have  converted  me !  your  charms  have  made  me 
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a  proselyte,  and  here  T  swear — here  in  this  low, 
submissive,  sup);hant — Wheugh !  ( Whistling  with 
pain.) — This  it  is  to  be  out  of  practice!  My 
knees  are  so  unaccustomed  to  the  office,  that  I 
believe  rd  better  get  up  whil^  I'm  able — {Rises.) 
So,  Come,  I'll  give  you  a  toast,  my  little  Cherub 
—  [Goes  to  the  table^  and  takes  up  a  jug  of  ale.)  — 
'  Here's  Cupid !   victorious  Cupid ! 

Cicely,  Lord ! — You're  so  gallant.  Sir  Solomon  1 

Sir  Sol.  Gallant !  —  I  have  more  requisites  for  a 
lover  than  any  man  since  the  days  of  Mark  An- 
tony. I  can  write  sonnets,  throw  glances,  talk 
nonsense,  tell  lies,  sing,  dance — No,  hang  it!  1 
can't  dance — if  I  could,  I  shouldn't  be  compelled 

to  drink "  Confusion  to  ajl  dancing-masters  T* 

{Drinkijig.) 

Cicely.  Well  v  but  your  Honor!  I  hope  my  poor 
father  will  be  restored  to  his  situation — I  am  so 
unhappy 

aSyV  Sol.  I  see  you  are,  and  I  know  the  cause — 
Take  comfort  —  I'll  give  you  love  for  Ipve !  ^—  But 
how  shall  we  meet?  -^How  carry  on  our  amour 
in  a  snug,  private,  pastoral  way  r  —  How  shall  I 
steal  to  you  unnoticed  and  unseen  ? — And  now  I 
think  on't — Zounds !  I  hope  nobody's  observing 
us — if  I  should  be  found  out!  —  if /should  be 
detected  in  an  intrigue ! 

Cicely.  An  intrigue.  Sir? 

Sir  Sol.  Hark'ye:  to  make  all  safe,  we'll  go 
to  London.  Ther^?  we  may  make  assignations 
without  being  talked  of  or  interrupted. 

Cicely.    {With  anger.)  Indeed! 

Sir  Sol,  Yes.  There  half  the  town  are  playing 
at  the  same  game  —  But  here  in  the  country,  if 
one  gets  a  sly  kiss,  the  whole  village  is  sure  to 
hear  the  smack  of  it.  —  So  Mar^bone  ib  the 
mark — a  new  house  and  smart  liveries  1  a  cur- 


THE    WILV  Sa 

ricle  and  a  pair  of  greys ;  a  piano-forte  and  a 
lap-dop — and  you  shall  g*)  by  another  name.     . 

Cicely.  What !  shall  I  change  my  name  ?  -r- 
Oh,  Sir !    {Curtsies  very  low.) 

Sir  Sol.  To  be  sure :  you  sljiall  no  longer  be 
called  Cicely  Copsley. 

Cicdj/.   Shall  I  be  your  wife ! — Oh  dear ! 

{With  great  joy.) 

Sir  Sol.   My  wife? 

Cicely.   Shall  I  be  Lady  Cynic? 

Sir  Sol.   You  Lady  Cynic !  —  You  my 

Ha!  ha!  ha!  —  Why,  my  dear  girl,  you  mis- 
conceive—I wish  to  intrigue  myself  5  1  don't 
want  to  be  the  cause  of  intriguing  in  others — 
Marry  you!  —  Lord  help  you — I  wouldn't  take 
such  a  liberty.  {Knocking  at  the  door.)  Hah  I 
What— Who's  here? 

Cicely.  Heaven  knows — Perhaps  my  father, 
perhaps  Mr.  Howard — perhaps 

Sir  Sol.  A  dancing-master  1 — Oh  you  sorce- 
ress, you've  lured  me  here  to  expose  me! 

Howard.  {IVithout.)  Holloa!  Copsley!  Cicely! 

Sir  Sol.  Howard's  voice !  Mercy  on  me!  If  you 
don't  get  me  off,  I'll  have  your  fether  hanged — 
I'll — Here-^ril  go  into  this  room. 

Cicely.  Stop,  that's  my  chamber  —  Here,  Sir, 
go  into  that  place,  {Pointing  to  the  recess.)  and  I'll 
draw  the  curtain  before  you.  —  duick,  quick! 

Sir  Sol.  This  is  my  first  amour  these  twenty 
years:  and  if  ever  I  come  near  a  petticoat  again, 
may  Cupid  fly  away  with  me!  —  {He  enters 
recess f  and  sits  on  a  truss  of  straw.)  — So  — draw 
the  curtain. 

Cicely.  I  can't — You  see  it's  broken  down, 
and — Dear!  dear! — How  shall  I  fasten  it? 

Sir  Sol.  Here — here ! — My  cane  has  a  sword  in 
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h-^  {Draws  tlie  sword  out  of  the  cane,  aiid  gives  it  to 
Cicely.) — If  there's  a  cranny  in  the  wainscot,  ran 
this  through  the.  curtain:  if  not,  run  it  through 
my  body. — {C\ce\y  gets  upon  a  chair,  and  runs  the 
sword  through  t/w  curtain,  zvhich  supports  it.)  — Oh 
woman!  woman!  —  Destructive,  damnable,  de- 
ceitful woman!  —  (Sir  Solomon  is  concealed,  and 
Cicely  opens  the  door.) 

Enter  Mandeville  and  Howard. 

Howard.  [Holding  the  door  open,  and  looking 
oiit. )  Look  out — look  out,  I  tell  you  — 'Tis  Rea- 
lize and  the  governess;  and  by  their  coming  this 
way,  I  fear  you  are  discovered —  Hush !  — observe. 

Mand.  I  do ;  and  see !  the  young  naval  officer 
is  advancing  towards  the  cottage ! 

Hozvard.  So  he  is! — We  must  avoid  him. 

Albina.  [Without.)  —  "The  stormy  main^  the 
wind  and  rain." — [Singing.) 

Howard.  Ah,  you  chirmping  scoundrel!  —  1 
tell  you  what — We  had  better  step  into  this  apart- 
ment, and  let  Cicely  get  rid  of  him — Mind,  no- 
body is  here.  Cicely. — That  a  naval  officer! — 
Pooh !  —  Don't  you  see  through  his  disguise? 

Mand.  Disguise? 

Hozvard.  He's  a  bailiff!  —  Can't  you  discrimi- 
nate between  the  navy  and  the  law  —  between  a 
sea-officer  and  a  sheriffs  officer?— -I  know  by  the 
rascal's  impudent  swagger  that  hic's  a  bailiff!  — 
Here  he  comes! — Mum!  —  Retire. 

[Exeunt  at  the  opposite  door. 

Enter  Albina  in  tlie  Uniform. 

Albina.  [Spijing  and  walking  round  the  room.) — 
"  The  stormy  main,  the  wind  and  rain !''  [Singing.) 
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I  doa't  see  Mr.  Howard  —  "  My  ardent  passion 
prove  P*-^  He's  concealed  somewhere,  I  suppose. 
— ^^  Lash'd  to  the  helm" —  {Goes  up  to  the  curtain.) 
He's  here! — "  Should  seas  o'erwhelm" — 

Cicely.  (Stuping  her.)  What  do  you  want.  Sir? 

Albina.  "To  think  of  thee,  my  love!"  {Trying 
to  undraw  the  curtain.) 

Cicely.  {Pulling  her  away.)  There's  nobody 
there,  §ir. 

Albina.  Then  they're  here! — **  And  think  of 
thee,  my  love !"  {Goes  towards  the  door.)  Perhaps, 
after  all,  he  is  really  gone  to  Bristol ;  and  his 
lungs  are  so  much  out  of  order.  ( Trying  to  open  the 
door^  and  finding  it  locked.)  Lock'dl  Where's  the 
key  ? — Oh,  oh  I  {Stoops  down.)  I  see  him  through 
the  key-hole ! — Oh !  you  barbarian !  (Cicely  tries 
to  pull  her  away.)  If  you  touch  me,  you  UtUe  vul* 
ear  thing,  I'll  cut  you  into  atoms !  —  I  see  you, 
Mr.  Howard.     {Hollaing  through  the  keyhole.) 

Cicehf.  Sir,  I  beseech  you — 

Albina.  {Trying  to  pull  the  door  open.)  Oh  I  if  I 
could  but  get  at  him !  -*-  Come  out.  Sir ;  or  I'll 
pull  the  door —  {Shaking  it  violently.) 

Enter  Howard. 

Howard.  Well,  Sir:  What  do  you  want.  Sir? 
What  have  you  to  say  ? 

Albina.  Say,  Sir !  Vth  glad  your  lungs  are  bet- 
ter. 

Howard.  {Standing  brfore  the  door.)  My  lungs! 
Haurk'ye,  Sir;  if  you  want  Mr.  Mandeville-r- 

Albina.  I  want  you,  and  only  you.  Sir ! — My 
name  is  Herbert — I  am  6rst  cousin  to  Albina ; 
and  if  you  don't  instantly  fall  on  your  knees,  and 
ask  pairdon  for  the  insults  you  have  put  upon  her, 
I'll  make  you  a  companion  for  that  wild  goose-— 
I'll  run  you  through  the  body,  and  pin  you  against 
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the  wall  — ^*  SUfe !  now  I  look  at  you^  I  wond^ 
what  she  could  see  in  your  ugly  face,  to  be  so  fond 
of  you!  •'    ' 

iloward.  Tin  glad  it's  not  ai)ailiff,  however. 
{Aside.)  Sir,  if  you  are  that  lady's  cousin,  I  must 
inform  you  she  isn't  worth  my  pity,  or  your  resent- 
ment. She  is  neither  faithfulto  her  lover,  nor 
affectionate  to  her  father —  In  short.  Sir,  I  thought 
her  a  child  of  nature,  and  I  found  her  a  JBecky./ 
'•    Albina.  A  Beckyi 

. ,  Howard.  Yes :  a  Becky,  Sir !  —  And  till  sh^ 
reforms  her  conduct,  not  all  the  fighting*nien  in 
'£urope  shall  make  me  alter  ipine.  This  is  my 
determination,  and  so  you  may  tell  her,  good  Cap*^ 
tain  Bobadil. 

Albina.  Bobadil! 
'  Howard.  Yes:  Bobadil  may  tell  Becky  — 
».  Albina.  Draw,  Sir.-  {Pulls  out  his  sword.) 

Cicely.    Hold!    I  intreat  you — ^What  is  the 

cause 

T  'Albifia.  You.  —  Come,  Sir. 
■      '  {Flouristiihg  ker  sword.) 

Cicely,  Me ! 

AlbiJia.  His  love  for  you  is  tl^e  cause.     Sir  Solo- 
mon told  me  of  his  falsehood,  and  now  — 

'Cicely.  Sir  Solomon  told  you?  —  Oh!,  base, 
slanderous  man  !  —  Love  never  brought  Mr. 
Ho^^rd^o  our  cottage.  No :  he  came  from  a  far 
better  motive  — to  bring  money  to  my  father  —  to 
l-eHeve  the  distresses  of  his  family :  and,  with  gi-a- 
titude  I  speak  it,  he  has  already  saved  us  from  ruitv 
^''Mbina.  Indeed! 

.    Cicely.    Yes:    but  for  him  we  shouW  have 
perished;  and,  as  a  proof  I  wasn't  the  object  of  ' 
his  alVcctions,  often  and  often  have  I  heard  him 
«ay,  that  Miss  Albina  was  the  girl  of  his  heart, 
and  that  he  never  would  or  coQld  loi^eany  other! 


•  Albifia.  '{Sniliin^.)  Ohf  dkJ'youiay  ttiis;  Mr. 
Howard  ?  '  -^       ■      ,  ! 

:  Uof€ard.>^Yoxi  have  heard  t  my  detc^ination. 
I  will  wot  he  teased  with  interpogatorie^. 

MbhuZi  [G4>ifig  up  to  A//n.)  Nay:  don't  be  .so. 
hasty,  Mr.  Howard.  Consider,  -if  Sir  Solomotk 
has  deceived  me— j —  -  •. » '  •  -  -^ 
.  Howard.  'Tis  now  toort«te4i'Sir.-^Y<Mir  visit; 
her  partiality  for  her  periidioiis  govemessVand'hefc 
neglect  of  a  too*  Uberal  parent,  are  alf  — ^  all  so-  dis- 
graceful, that;  if  ever  I  love  again,'  depend  on't 
Albina  won't  be  the  ohjecti 

Jlbina.  [Sharphf.)  She  ■  won't!-— Who  wiB 
then,  Sir?       •■  . '    ^ .      •        > 

>  Howard.  Who,  Sir  ? 

Albina.  Ay:  who.  Sir? — Will  this  little,'*oiar»i5 
insensible  {icasant? 

'Hatoard.  Insensible !  Look  him  in  the  f^ie^ 
Cicely  [taking  her  hand.) :  tell  him  yoti  would di^ 
to  serv^  your  father ;  and  ask  him  if  Albina.widuld 
shed  a  tear  to  save  hers. 

Albina.  He  presses  her  hand !  —  Let  it  go*.  Sir  !«^ 
If  you  value  your  life,  take  away  your  hatid.  Sir! 

Howard.  Why?  She  deserves  it  as^  much  as 
your  cousin ! 

Albina.  I  can't  bear  it !  Take  it  away !  Then 
say  your  prayers,  for  you  haven't  a  moment  to 
live.  — [Poking  at  him  with  her  sword.) 

Howard.  Keep  off.  Sir —  You  see  I*  ve  no  anns. 

Albina.  No  arms !  That's  a  poor  evasion,  cow- 
ard! i    = 

Howard.  Coward !  Oh !  that  Ifcould  fmd  a  wea- 
pon !  —  Is  there  no  poker — no  khife — no — Ha ! 
what  do  I  see  ?  —  A  sword !  Now,  villain  I  — 

(Jicebf.  Hear  me.  Sir  —  Don't  touch  it,  for 
Jieaven's  sake  I 
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Jlbina.  Hear  her^  Sir -^  Don't  touch  it^  lor 
Heaven's  sake. 

Howard.  Thus  I  expose  folly  and. deception  f 
(Pulls  out  the  sword  tliat  supports  the  curtam — it 
falls,  OTu/ Sir  Solomon  is  discovered  sitting  on  ame 
truss  of  straw y.  with,  others  around  him.) 

Howard.  E2q>ose  folly  and  decq^tion,  indeed! 

Albina.  He'ii  innoccint !  he's  innocetit  I  —  Oh  I 
Howard! 

Howard.  What!  the  old  woman-hater  tbmed 
poacher !     Ha  I  ha!  ha ! — Why,  uncle ! 

Albina.  Why,  man  of  straw!  Ha!  ha!  hal — 
Looki — how  the  old  fox  squata  in  the  stubble ! — 
Come !  ( Handing  him  out. )  What  have  you  to  s^  i 

Sir  Sol.  Nothmg.  —  I'll  go  home,  and  read  Pa- 
radise Lost! 

Howard.  And  curse  Cupid  and  Mark  An- 
toay.< — 'And. now.  Sir!  {To  Albina.)  what  have 
you  to  say?  ■  ■        ■    ■  ^ 

Albina.  That  I  sincerely  ask  your  pardon :  that  I 
see  you  have  been  slandered — cruelly  slandered  1 — 
and  tf  Albina  was  before  partial  to  you,  she  shall 
now  esteem  you  more  than  ever.  W  ill  you  for- 
give me.  Sir  ?.  I'll  tell  her  all  that  has  passed — '- 
every  thine. —  No :  I  won't  teU  her  you  called  her 
Becky,     i  ou  don't  call  her  Becky  now,  do  you  ? 

Mn.  Rigid.  {Without.)  Mr.  Herbert!  Mr. 
Herbert ! 

Albina.  You  hear  I'm  called.  Sir — Do  we  part 
friends? 

Howard.  We  do :  I'm  satisfied. 

Albina.  And  I  needn't  mention  Becky  ? 

Horvard.  No!  no! 

Albina.  Then,  let  my  governess  say  what  she 
will,  Howard  is  the  husband  for  Albina !  {Aside.}^ 
Farewell,  Sir!    we  shall  meet  again. — Cicdy, 
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there's  rtioney  for  you.  Arid,  Sir  Solomon-^ the 
next  time  a  game-keeper  catches  one  of  your 
hares,  don't  snare  one  or  his  daughters,  and  mkke 
him  starve  for  it  into  the  bargain  !  And  also,  to 
cover  your  own  poaching  practices,  don't  slahde!r 
an  innocent  gentleman.  If  you  do,  1*11  chain 
yrm  to  your  bed  of  straw^  depend  on't.     Adieii ! 

Mr.  Howard!  '^ 

•I 

"  Lash'd  to  the  helm^  should  se»s  o'envh^'lfii, 

ril  think  on  thee,  my  Lovel  "  .  [Exit. 

Sir  Sol.  Sir,  you  may  smile,  and  chuckle,  and 
triumph;  but  FU  be  revenged  on  you  and  Mr. 
Maudcville  yet  I  know  he  is  in  that  room..  I 
saw  him  sneak  in  there ;  and  while  Realize  se- 
cures him,  Veritas  shall  secure  Albina.  I'll  over^ 
take  Mis.  Rigid  —  the  match  shall  take  place  this 
very  night;  and  then.  Sir 

iloward.  Nav ;  why  should  you  fret  ?  Upon 
my  soul,  I  think  j'ou're  a  very  lupky  fellow  —  K 
you  had  not  been  in  the  straw,  somebody  else 
might ! — You  understand  ? 

Sir  Sol.  I  do :  and  I've  plague  enough  with  ne* 
phews,  without  wishing  for  children  to  torment 
tne.  Let  me  go  —  let  me  follow  Mrs.  Rigid  (Ci- 
cely stops  him.)  Out  of  the  way,  jilt !  sorceress ! 
jezabel !  or  to  sum  up  all  in  one  emphatic  word  — 
Out  of  the  Avay,  Woman !  [Elxit. 

Mand.  {Peeping.)  Is  the  coast  clear  ? 

Howard  opens  tlie  door^  and  ejiter  Mandeville. 

Ilincard.  Well!  have  vou  heard  what  has 
passed  ? 

Mand.  I  liave.  I  perceive  this  is  no  longer  a 
place  of  safety  ;  and  what's  worse,  that  Albina'.s 
marriage  is  to  take  place  this  very  night !  Is 
there .np  wav  to  break  it  off?  —  Consider,  for  her 
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oyvin  sake,  for  yours,  fot  mine,  we  should  prevent 
it,  if  we  can. 

Howard.  Prevent  it !  How  ? 

Mand.  Have  you  no  influence  over  the.  tu- 
tor ?    Has  he  no  sense,  of  honor  ? 

Hmvard.  Why,  if  it  be  true,  that  "  wine  draws 
forth  the  natural  disposition  of  the  heart,"  Veritas 
has  still  some  virtue ;  for  over  a  bottle  I'vfe  seen 
him  display  most  excellent  qualities.  I'll  go  to 
him  J  ril  try  to  delay,  if  not  break  off,  the  mar- 
riage !  In  the  mean  time,  you  shall  take  refuge 
in  the  uninhabited  part  of  the  castle. 
'  Mand.  Why  there  ?     * 

Howard.  Because  it  is  supposed  to  be  haunted ; 
and  Realize  pid  his  followers  won't  come  there, 
for  fear  of  -"-jeing  the  devil  before  their  time, 
you  know.  Come!  While  I  go  to  the  tutor. 
Cicely  shall  show  you  the  place.  Oh,  you  little 
gleaner !  If  I  had  known  that  straw  contained 
srtich  weighty  heads  of  com  amongst  it,  how  I 
would  have  thresh'd  it !  I'd  have  laid  my  flail 
about  its  ears  till  I  had  beat  every  grain  of  pre- 
judice out  of  it,  and  made  the  old  woman-hater 
acknowledge  — 

That^  let  us  rail  at  women,  sconi,  and  flout  them. 
We  may  live  with^  but  cannot  live  without  them. 

[Exeunt. 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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ACT    IV. 


SCENE — A  modem  Apartmtrd  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Howard  and  Veritas. 

^^j  Howard. 

WhAT!    Veritas  turned  flincher!    Come, 
one  more  bottle,  my  boy  ! 

Veritas.  I  tell  you,  IVe  had*J>nough.  I'm 
going  to  be  married ;  and  would  yoa<;'iave  me  get 
drunk  before  the  ceremony's  performed? 

Howard.  To  be  sure:  would  a  man  marry  in 
his  sober  senses?  Come,  though  we're  rivals, 
don't  let  us  be  enemies;  though  youVe  cut  me 
out  with  Albina,  I  bear  you  no  ill  will — Do  let 
us  part  friendSi     Come,  one  more  bottle. 

Veritas.  I  would,  but  you  know  my  failing, 
George:  wine  makes  me  so  cruelly  sentimental ; 
it  overflows  my  heart  with  sympathy,  runs  out  of 
my  eyes  in  streams  of  sensibility;  and  when  I'm 
no  longer  myself,  I'm  so  moral,  and  so  honest. 

Hoicard.  So  you  are.  When  you're  not 
yourself,  you're  a  damn'd  good  sort  of  fellow ! 

Veritas.  Granted:  I'm  never  so  upright  in  my 
conduct,  as  when  I  can't  stand  on  my  legs !  Then 
wine  always  makes  me  speak  truth ;  and  if  I  don't 
take  care,  I  shall  tell  you  at  this  moment,  that  t 
am  a  scoundrel — that  the  governess  is  another — 

and  that  Albina Good  night,  George.    After 

the  wedding's  over,  I'll  reform,  and  be  a  six-bottle 
man !— But  now,  spare  and  pity  me. 

D 
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Howard,    Yiiy  you !  Why  ? 

Veritas,  Because  I'm  going  to  behave  like  a 
villain. 

Howard,    YouVe  not :  I'll  prevent  you. 

Veritas.  'Tis  too  late — The  dark  deed  is  on  the 
eve  of  execution!  —  Albina's  locked  up  in  the  old 
baron's  chamber — the  lawyer  has  prepared  the 
settlement  —  the   parson    hat    got  the   licence, 

and Damnation!    what  am  I  about?  I  shall 

confess  every  thing — Good  night! 

Howard.  Here's  my  uncle  and  the  governess ! 
What  can  it  all  mean  ?  Look  ye,  Veritas,  if  some 
new  act  of  villainy  is  in  preparation,  do  you 
think  I"ll  suffer  my  old  fellow-traveller  to  be  con- 
cerned in  it?  No:  I  have  too  much  regard  for 
your  honor?  and  I  know  you  are  so  apt  to  re- 
pent  

Veritas.  I  am;  and  the  wine  converts  me 
already.     I'm  a  fair  penitent;  an4  so  let's  go  and 

drink  whole  oceans And  yet,  George,  I  don't 

like  to  lose  Albina:  she  is  the  only  woman  I  shall 
ever  love. 

Howard.  Nonsense!  You've  only  drunk  one 
bottle,  and  therefore  there's  only  one  Albina. 
Drink  another,  and  there'll  be  a  thousand  Albi- 
nas!  Come  along,  my  fine  fellow:  and  if  wine 
will  make  you  moral,  damme  but  you  shall  drink 
honesty  by  hogsheads !  SJE^xeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Solomon  and  Mrs.  Rigid. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Don't  tell  me.  Sir  Solomon !  Is  she 
to  be  my  mistress,  or  am  I  to  be  hers?  Talk  of 
marrying  Howard,  and  refusing  Veritas,  only 
because  you  were  uncurtain'd  at  the  gamekeeper's 
cottage !  I  wish  you  had  never  gone  there,  with 
all  my  heart. 
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Sir  Sol.  So  do  T,  with  all  my  soul!  But  you 
misconceive:  I  don't  oppose  the  mamage;  I  only 
object  to  the  manner  of  wooing.  I  don't  like 
using  force. 

Mrs,  Rigid.  Why  not,  Sir?  If  entreaty  fail, 
why  shouldn't  force  be  employed?  Isn't  it  as 
much  her  interest  to  marry  a  man  of  honor,  as  it 
is  my  duty  to  prevent  her  being^united  to  a  profli- 
gate? 

Sir  Sol.  That's  true. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  And  hasn't  Mr.  Veritas  both 
your  promise  and  mine ;  and  would  it  be  honor- 
able to  break  our  word  with  him?  No:  I  say 
once  for  all,  she  shall  be  his  wife,  this  very  night ! 
She  is  now  locked  up  in  the  baron's  chamber; 
and  if  she  refuses,  there  she  shall  be  imprisoned 
till'  she  complies;  She  shall  have  no  companions 
but  ghosts  and  spectres — no  food  but  bread  and 
water — no  bed  but  straw. 

Sir  Sol.  Straw! — There  I  must  intercede  for 
her:  that's  so  bad  a  resting-place,  that%the  v6ry 
thought  of  it  will  spoil  my  night's  sleep,  to  a  cer- 
tainty! —  However,  there  is  much  reason  in  what 
you  say;  and  if  she  won't  select  a  good  husband, 
we  must  choose  one  for  her!  — So  if  the  parson, 
the  lawyer,  and  the  tutor  are  ready,  I'll  join  the 
party ;  and  we'll  proceed  to  the  baron's  chamber 
in  a  body. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Spoke  like  yourself,  Sir  Solomon  I 
Stay  —  wait  here  a  moment,  while  I  go  and  pre- 
pare them:  and  if  she  dare  be  refractory 

Sir  Sol.  Refiractory !  —  Why  a  tutor  and  a  go- 
verness would  alone  terrify  a  girl  of  her  age;  but 
backed  by  a  lawyer  and  a  parson — Gad !  I  should 
like  to  see  any  body  stand  up  against  so  formidable 
^  quartetto!    [Exit  Mrs.  Rigid.)   I  am  glad  of 
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this !  —  Now  Howard  will  lose  Albina^  MandeviUe 
will  lose  the  estate,  and  the  tutor  will  be  re- 
warded for  his  integrity  and  sobriety.  —  {Noise 
witliout.)  Bravo!  —  Here  they  come — and  all  in 
high  spirits  for  the  enterprise. 

Enter  Howard  and  Veritas, 
arm  in  arm — drunk. 

Howard.  Come  along.  Pupil — Come  along,  Ho- 
nesty !  —  Uncle !  —  How  are  you.  Uncle  ?  —  Give 
me  leave  to  introduce  to  you — a  fair  penitent. 

Sir  Sol.  Why,  how  did  you  get  into  the 
Castle? — Who  invited  you? 

Howard.  My  pupil  here. — Speak,  sui&ring 
saint  1 

Sir  Sol.  Out  of  the  way.  Sir — I'll  hold  no 
conversation  with  drunkards  and  bui£3ons — I'll 
talk  to  men  of  sense  and  gravity. — Verit^k^,  give 
me  your  hand. 

Veritas.  Granted. 

Sir  Sol.  And  now  let  me  give  it  to  Albina.  -«* 
Puppy,  will  you  be  eye-witness  to  the  marriage? 
WUl  you  behold  this  worthy  man  take  possession 
of  your  idol  and  ten  thousand  a-year? 

Veritas.  Look'ye,  King  Solomon 

Howard.  Aye,  mind.  King  Solomon. 

Veritas.  If  1  thoi^ght  Albina  loved  me,  I'm  sq 
brimfull  of  benevolence,  that  I'd  take  her  without 
a  guinea;  but  to  marry  her  against  her  inclina- 
tiens! — to  use  force — to  —  I  tell  you  it's  a 
damned  rascally  transaction.  And  if  you  and  th^ 
governess  would  get  as  drunk  as  I  am,  you'd  be 
as  much  ashamed  of  it  as  I  am !  -^  Sq  d?ink>  drink, 
and  reform ! 

Sir  Sol.  I  drink! 

Howard.  Why  not,  Unde  ? — There's,  s^  mttchL 
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virtue  in  wine  as  in  women !  (Sir  Solomoti  holds  up 
his  cane  to  strike  him — Veritas  interposes.) — Whsit ! 
have  not  you  had  enough  of  that  cane  ?  —  that 
pinner-up  of  old  curtains  !  Pooh  !  I  don't  value 
it  a  straw  —  not  a  straw  !  —  So  !  come.  Pupil ; 
you've  made  your  speech.  And  now  let's  adjourn 
to  the  inn,  and  drink  more  draughts  of  morality. 

Enter  MRS.  Rigid. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  All's  ready  —  all's  prepared,  Sir 
Solomon ! — Howard  here !  —  Why  cousin  !  (Go* 
ing  up  to  Veritas.) 

Howard.  [Stopping  her.)  Softly,  Doctor  Susby 
—You  won't  let  me  speak  to  your  pupil,  therefore 
you  must  not  talk  to  mine.  He's  a  good  boy, 
and  you  may  corrupt  him.     Keep  oiT. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  ITiey're  both  intoxicated ! — Hea- 
ven defend  me!  —  Why,  Veritas,  are  not  yoU 
ashamed } 

Veritas.  Not  a  bit. — ^There's  some  apology  for 
drunken  honesty — but  none  for  sober  villainy. 
So  drink,  drink  attid  reform ! 

Howard.  Stick  to  your  bottle,  Doctor. — "  In 
vmo  Veritas !  "  [Sings.) 

Veritas.  Come,  George. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Come !  —  Why,  would  you  leave 
me  at  this  moment?  now,  when  Albina  is  locked 
up  —  when  the  lawyer  and  the  clerg3^man  are 
waiting  ?  —  What  shall  I  do  ? 

Hozvard.  Do  ?  Tell  the  two  black  gentlemeiT 
to  strike  out  the  liame  of  Veritas  in  their  papers — 
substitute  mine  in  its  place,  and  I'll  return  and 

marry  Albina  in  half  an  hour ! No,  I  won't 

marry  her.  Till  she's  a  good  daughter,  she  sha'n't 
have  a  good  husband ! — so  come,  my  boy.  Now 
for  the  inp  1 1  say  though,  isn't  it  a  long  way  ? 
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Veritas.  Long !  No ;  when  a  man's  drunk,  it 
isn't  the  length 

Howard.  Tme ;  it's  the  width.  Farewell, 
most  amiable,  most  Platonic  pair !  — "  To  wine 
I  flew  to  ease  the  pain  !"  —  [Both  sing.) 

Veritas.  Farewell,  King  Solomon  ! 

Howard.  Good  b'ye.  Doctor  Busby  !  —  "  To 
wine  I  flew,"  &c.  [Exit  wiUi  Veritas. 

Airs.  Rigid.  Amazing !  what  does  it  mean. 
Sir  Solomon  ?    Has  Howard  corrupted  him  ? 

Sir  Sol.  He  has;  and  now  J'm  decided:  they 
shall  neither  of  them  enter  my  doors  again  •,  and 
as  for  Mandeville,  I'll  make  an  example  of  him 
directly.  I  have  traced  him  from  the  cottage  to 
the  back  part  of  the  Castle :  he  is  now  concealed 
amongst  the  ruins ;  and  I'll  go  order  Realize  to 
lay  hold  of  him  this  very  moment.  In  the  in-? 
terim,  do  you  take  care  of  Albina. 

Mj^s.  Rigid.  Oh,  she's  very  safe.  I  have 
placed  Deborah,  a  steady  old  servant,  as  a  guard 
qver  her ;  and  the  haunted  chamber  shall  be  her 
abode  till  we  find  a  new  husband  for  her.  Good 
night.  Sir  Solomon!  —  I  couldn't  have  thought 

that  Mr.  Veritas  would  have  turned  out  such  a 

But  it's  a  strange  world ;  and  we  have  lived  so 
long  in  it,  that  nothing  now  ought  to  perplex  or 
surprise  us. 

Sir  Sol.  Nothing  ever  surprises  me;  and  such 
are  the  changes  of  this  whirl-about  life,  that 
though  your  system  is  Platonic  love,  and  mine  nq 
love  at  all,  yet  I  shouldn't  be  astonished  if  we  were 
to  become  man  and  wife,  and  be  as  hapmr  a 

couple,  Mrs.  Rigid,  as No,  hang  it »   That 

>vould  surprise  me,  indeed  1      [Exeunt,  severally. 
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SCENE — Jn  old  Gothic  Chamber,  with  Doors  at 
each  Wing — in  the  Flat  anotlier  Door- — Over  it 
is  the  Portrait  of  a  Man  in  Aimour — a  State 
Bed. 

Albixa  [stiU  in  tlie  Lieutenants  Uniform)  disco- 
vered tvriting — DEBORAH  zcaiting. 

Albina.  Deborah ! — Do  take  your  hand  from  the 
table,  Deborah :  you  shake  it  so  I  can't  go  on  with 
my  letter.     "  Dear  Mr.  Howard/*  —  [Writing.) 

Deborah.  Lord,  Miss !  Isn't  it  midnight  ?  and 
ar'n't  we  alone  in  a  haimted  chamber  ? 

Albina,  Haunted  !  Foolish  nonsense ;  I  suppose 
you've  been  prying  into  those  new  romances  the 
governess  brought  for  me — all  about  abbeys,  ske- 
letons, rusty  daggers,  fat  monks,  and  tainting 
nuns.  Pooh  !  It's  all  very  well  to  frighten  chil- 
dren ;  but  for  such  grown-up  misses  as  you  and  I, 
Deborah  —  Oh,  we're  not  afraid  of  the  dead  — 
nothing  but  the  living  frightens  us.     So  sit  fast  in 

your  chair. And  now  for  the  letter "  Dear 

Mr.  Howard — T\\^y  have  locked  me  up  in  an  un- 
inhabited part  of  the  Castle,  and  placed  an  old 
mastiff  over  me."     [Tlie  Castle  clock  strikes  one.) 

Deborah.  There  • —  He's  coming ! 

Albina.  Who's  coming  ? 

Deborah.  The  baron !  —  the  baron  ! 
.   Albina.  What  baron  ? 

Deborah.  Why,  in  the  days  of  yor^  an  old 
Norman  baron  was  murdered  in  that  bed ;  and 
ever  since,  -when  the  Castle  clock  strikes  one,  that 
door  is  sure  to  o\>en,  [Pointing  to  it.)  and  in  he 
stalks  in  black  armour. 

Albifia.  Does  he  indeed? — Well  f  I  shall  bo 
very  glad  to  see  him ;  and  that  we  may  have  a 
full  view  of  him,  do  snuft'  the  candles. 
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Deborah.  Snuff  the  candles.  Miss  ? 

AWvia.  Ay:  let's  see  what  he's  made  of, 
Deborah: 

Deborah.  {In  her  fright  snuffs  out  one  of  ihe 
candles.)  I  saw  the  picture  shake;  and  that's  a 
sure  sign  the  baron  is  approaching. 

Albina.  So  it  is.  I'll  fi-ighten  her  away  if  I 
can.  {Aside.)  Hark  !  Don't  you  hear  the  rattling 
of  armour? 

Deborah.  I  do. 

Albina.  And  the  clanking  of  chains  \  and  thQ 
screech-owl;  and  the  ravens;  and  the  cats;  and 
the  mice  ?  and  don't  you  hear  me,  Deborah  ? 

Deborah.  I  dp.  Oh,  Lord!  The  governess 
may  come  and  watch  you  herself.  I  won't  stay 
to  be  hacked  to  pieces ! 

Albina.  Hush  !  The  door  opens ;  and  there  bQ 
is,  as  black  as  Belzeebub.  Oh,  dear!  My  cou- 
rage fails  me  !  Go  to  him,  Deborah  !  and  while 
he  makes  mince-meat  of  you,  I  shall  have  time  to 
run  away.  —  Pray  do,  Deborah. 

Deborah.  Not  1 1  Heaven  protect  you ! 

[Exit^fr^htened. 

Albina.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  What  an  old  coward i(  is!: 
Now  nothing  ever  makes  me  tremble-*— nothing! 
Oh  yes;  the  very  thought  of  Howard  makes  me 
so  nervous — Heigho ! — I'll  proceed  with  the  letter ; 
{Sits  and  writes.)  "  and  placed  an  old  mastiff  over 
*^  me," — a  pretty  mastiff  indeed  ! — "  because  I 
**  won't  marry  the  tutor.  But  I  am  a  girl  of  such 
"  pride,  such  spirit,  such  fortitude,  Mr.  Howard,'* 
{The  report  of  a  pistol  is  heard.)  "What's  that?  A 
pistol  at  this  time  of  night,  and  so  near  me !  Lord ! 
It's  very  alarming!  Who  can  it  be??— Oh,  it'st 
the  poachers  firing  at  the  game!  Psha!  What  a 
fool  I  was!  Hem!" — {Sits  and  writes.)  "  I  am 
'f  a  girl  of  such  pride,  such  spirit,  such  forti — —'^ 
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{Noise  of  forcing  open  a  door.) — ^Well !  —  {Noise 
again.)  —  Somebody's  forcing  the  door!  He's 
coining!  The  baron's  coming!  [Noise  againj^ 
Oh  dear  !  I'll  run  away  !  [Tries  to  open  the  door 
Deborah  went  out  at^  but  ^ finds  it  fastened.)  Oh ! 
she's  locked  me  in  !  Deborah  1  Deborah  !  [Runs 
and  hides  herself  behind  the  bed.) 

[The  door  is  burst  open^  and  Mandevill^^^w/^n 
with  a  pistol  in  his  hand.) 

Aland.  Life  isn't  worth  the  struggle  1  How* 
ard  hadn't  left  me  an  hour  amongst  the  ruins  of 
the  Castle,  when  Realize  and  his  followers  came 
up  with  me.  I  remonstrated  in  vain.  They  seized 
me ;  and  seeing  no  other  mode  of  extricating  my- 
self, I  fired  my  pistol  in  the  air,  and  the  cowards 

vanished. Here  perhaps  I  may  rest  in  safety. 

[Sits  downi  and  puts  the  pistol  on  the  table. ) —  How ! 
A  light !  I  thought  this  part  of  the  Castle  had  been 
uninhabited  \  Sure  nobody  observes  me.  Ha ! 
the  curtain  moves  I  One  of  the  villains  has  pur- 
sued me !  Is  there  to  be  no  period  to  their  perse- 
cution? [Pulls forth  AlhxnsL.)  Mark  me.  Sir.  Re- 
turn to  the  agent  who  employed  you.  Begone 
directly,  or  this  pistol 

Albina.   Oh  Lord!  Deborah!  Deborah! — 

Mand.  No  noise!  Begone  this  instant  I  (Albina 
retires  up.)  Stop.  Comeback.  You  may  betray 
^e  to  your  curst  associates:  therefore  remain. 
Sit  down.  [Forces  her  into  a  chair.)  Stir  not — 
look  not — breathe  not  J 

Albina.  I  won*t.     Deborah  I Debo 

Mand.  Hush!  Or  by  Heaven! Stay.   Sure 

I  should  know  that  face.  Speak —  Do  you  not 
recollect  me  ? 

Albina.  No.     But  I  shall  never  forget  you. 

Mand.   'Tis  the  youth  who  came  to  the  cot* 
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tage !  'Tis  Herbert;  and  no  doubt  is  on  a  visit 
to  his  cousin.  Curst  infatuation !  I'm  doomed  to 
be  a  torment.  Sir,  I've  been  mistaken ;  and 
know  too  well  the  pangs  of  apprehension,  to  wish 
to  inflict  it  on  others.  Pray,  pray,  pardon  me ! 
[Taking  her  hand.) 

Albina.  True  flesh  and  blood,  I  declare.  —  I'm 
better  now.  I  may  breathe  again,  I  suppose. — 
Ooh— »ooh!  [Breathing  violently.)  —  ^  you're 
not  an  apparition  then — you're  only  a  robber? 

Mand.  Robber ! — Sir,  I  have  been — ^Well,  well ! 
it  concerns  not  you;  else  I  could  tell  you  that  the 
steward  of  this  mansion — this  reptile  Realize,  who 
was  about  to  make  a  prisoner  of  me,  and  to  whose 

persecution  you  owe  my  present   intrusion 

Oh !  in  the  lifetime  of  his  master,  the  late  too  un- 
suspicious Mr.  Mandeville,  he  would  not — ^no,  he 
dared  not  e'en  have  frowned  upon  me.  But  I 
have  done — I've  already  been  the  cause  of  much 
uneasiness  t6  you Therefore,  good  night! 

Albina,   Stay — I  must  hear  more.     Did  you 
known  Mr.  Mandeville,  Sir? 
.    Mand.  Know  him ! 

Albina.  Why  are  you  so  agitated,  Sir?  If  you 
knew  him,  perhaps  you  also  know  his  unhappy 
son. 

Mand.  I  do  indeed  !  And  if  I  dare  reveal  to 
you — But  I  must  not  trust  you — ^you  are  a  friend 
of  the  governess. 

Albina.  I  am :  but  I  am  also  a  friend  of  the  un- 
fortunate. Come,  you  had  -better  trust  me — I 
have  great  influence  over  Albina;  and  since  you 
are  the  friend  of  Mr.  Mandeville,  I'll  persuade  her 
to  satisfy  this  steward — (Mandeville  shakes  his 
head.)  —  Nay — if  you  think  she  has  not  a  conv- 
passionate  heart,  you  don't  know  her — indeed, 
you  do  not ! 
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Mand.  She  ought  to  be  compassionate. — Her 
mother  had  a  heart  o'erflowing  with  benevolence, 
and  her  father  — But  he  —  he  is  forgotten  —  de- 
serted. 

Albina.  Poor  man !  I  often  think  of  him — often 
shed  tears  over  his  misfortunes.  Where  is  he? 
Might  I  behold  him!;— (Mandeville  weeps. )-r' 
Nay,  if  you  knew  all,  perhaps  I  have  more  cause 
to  weep  than  you  have. 

Aland.  You  cut  me  to  the  soul.  I  can't  sup- 
port it.     Let  me  begone. 

Heal.  {WiOwut.)  This  way — The  rascal's  this 
way. 

Mo^nd.  My  persecutor  again  !  —  What's  to  be 
done  ? 

Albina.  Stay  where  you  are — It's  his  turn  now. 

Enter  Reauze  and  txvo  Servants. 

Real.  There  he  is — Seize  him — secure  him, 
while  I  go  for  officers  of  justice.  You'll  pop  at 
us  like  so  many  partridges,  will  you  ? — (Servants 
hold  Mandeville.)  Keep  him  tight;  and  now  I 
may  safely  say  my  troubles  are  at  an  end. 

Albina.  [Meeting  him.)  Rather  say,  your  trou- 
bles are  going  to  begin.  Unhand  that  gentleman — 
Let  him  go,  1  insist.  (Servants  leave  Mandeville.) 
And  now,  Mr*  Steward,  a  word  in  private  if  you 
please.  (Mandeville  retires  up.) — You  recollect 
me? 

Real.  To  be  sure  I  do. 

Albina.  Then  hear  me.  Sir — I'll  pay  what  he 
owes. 

Real.  You  pay ! 

Albina.  Yes,  I'll  pay.  Can't  you  understand  me? 
Go,  Sir ;  and  for  the  future  don't  disgrace  yeur 
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employers  by  acts  of  cruelty  and  oppression  — 
Why  ar'n't  you  gone  ? 

Real.  Um !  —  Before  I  obey  the  young  lady, 
I  must  have  orders  from  the  old  one.  You'll  ex- 
cuse me ;  but  you're  not  your  own  mistress,  you 
know,  my  dear.  « 

Albina.  No.  But  I'm  yours,  you  know,  my 
dear. 

Real.  You're  not.  The  Governess  is  my  mis- 
tress.    Pooh  !    You've  no  will  of  your  own. 

ALbiiia.  No.  But  I  have  a  will  of  my  grand* 
father's ;  and  if  you  don't  instantly  release  this 
gentleman,  I'll  discharge  you  from  being  my 
steward  —  my  steward!  uo  you  hear  that. 
Sir?  —  What  does  he  owe? 

Real  Why,  he  owes  me  and  Sir  Solomon 
above  fourteen  hundred  pounds ;  and  do  you  think 
either  of  us  will  be  content  with  the  security  of  a 
minor?    No,  no — we'll  have  the  money  down. 

Albina.  So  you  shall.     Take  it. 

Red.  Take  it!  Where? 

Albina.  Out  of  my  gnmdfather's  money. 

Real  Psha!  He  didn't  leave  so  much  cash 
behind  him. 

Albina.  Didn't  he  ?  Then  he  left  houses,  lands, 
and  woods.  So  go.  Sir!  Go  cut  down  a  w<>od 
directly. 

Real  Cut  down  a  wood ! 

Albina.  Ay,  Sir.  And  if  that  won't  raise  the 
sum,  cut  down  another,  and  another.  It  will  im- 
prove the  prospect,  and  gratify  Albina  with  the 
finest  new  in  the  world — ^that  of  seeing  an  unfor- 
tunate man  made  happy.  [Turning  to  Mande-' 
ville,  and  taking  his  hand,)  ' 

Real  Here's  a  promising  young  heiress!  With- 
out the  aid  of  a  fashionable  hiisband,  she'll  lay  waste 
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more  wood  in   an  hour  than    her  grandfather 
planted  in  his  hfe-time. 

Albina.  What !  not  gone  yet  ?  I'm  out  of  all 
patience.  (Takes  up  the  pistol.)  Gro,  Sir.  Begin 
lopping  and  chopping  with  your  own  hands,  or 
this  pistol 

Beal.  What  a  devil  it  is! — Come,  William; 
come,  Gregory.  We'll  go  and  send  the  go- 
verness. 

Albina.  What's  that  you  say.  Sir  ?  Mind  me ! 
K  you  repeat  one  syllable  of  what  has  passed, 
this  pistol  shall  prove  more  fatal  to  you  than  the 
Pontine  marshes.  It  shall  make  as  large  a  hole 
in  your  lungs,  as  the  Bristol  waters  have  in  your 
pocket.  Go,  dotard.  Quick  !  quick  !  [Follows 
Realize  and  Servants  to  the  door  with  the  pistof, 
and  forces  them  out.)  So,  between  swords  and 
pistols  I've  had  a  pretty  hot  day  of  it. 

Mand.   How  am  I  to  thank  you.  Sir?    Till 
now,  I  had  but  one  friend — one  only  friend; 
and  he,   in  poverty,    has  proved  so  generous.' 
Oh !   if  you  knew 

Albina.  I  wish  I  did  know  him.  Sir.  Who- 
ever he  is,  if  he  has  been  kind  to  you,  I'm  sure  I 
shall  esteem  him.  Come — though  you  won't 
mention  your  own  name,  you  may  trust  me  with 
his.    Who  is  your  friend  ? 

Mand.   Howard. 

Albina.  Howard !  Has  he — has  Mr.  Howard 
been  kind  to  you  ? 

Mand.  He  has  been  my  companion,  my  be- 
ne£aictor !  He  has  displeased  his  Bsunily  to  assist 
me;  and,  what  afflicts  me  more  than  all,  on  my 
account,  I  fear,  he  has  offended  the  lady  he 
most  loves. 

Albina.    Indeed!  And  pray  who— Not  that 
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it's  any  affair  of  mine — But  pray,  who  is  the 
lady  he  most  loves  ? 

Maud,  Who  should  it  be  but  Albina?  His 
hand,  his  heart,  his  life  is  at  her  disposal. 

Alb'ma.     His   life  1    She   nmstn't  let  him  4ie 

then.     Tell  him  so,    Mr. Dear!    I  wish  I 

knew  your  name.  You  sviy  you  are  the  friend  of 
Mr.  Mandeville — the  friend  of  Mr.  Howard ! 
Can't  you  confide  in  me?  —  [Noise  of  unlocking 
the  door,)  —  Somebody's  coming!  The  steward 
has  betrayed  us !  What  shall  we  do  ?  I'll  stand 
before,  and  hide  you.  [Places  herself  before 
Mandeville.) 

Enter  Deborah. 

Well,  Deborah,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Deborah.  The  steward  has  been  with  Mrs. 
Rigid  :  she  is  suddenly  taken  ill ;  and  desires  I'll 
bring  you  to  her  own  room  directly.  —  Wby> 
what's  that  ?  somebody  is  behind  you ! 

Albina.   Hush  !   It's  the  baron. 

Deborah.   The  baron  1 

Albina.  Don't  be  frightened  !  —  He  speaksr 
highly  of  you ;  and,  though  I  told  him  it  was 
impossible,  he  swears  he'll  make  an  angel  of  you. 

Deborah.    Don't — pray  don't  let  him. 

Albina.  Well !  He  sha'n't — he  sha'n't  make 
an  angel  of  you.     Turn  your  back,  and  I'll  lay 

him (Deborah  turns  round.)  You  see,  I  must 

leave  you  at  present.  (7b  Mandeville.)  But  as  I 
cannot  rest  till  I  know  more  of  your  story,  don't 
leave  the  Castle,  I  intreat  you.  Go  into  that 
room ;  and,  that  nobody  may  molest  you,  allow 
me  to  lock  you  in ;  and,  when  I  return — Will 
you  trust  me  when  I  return  ? 

Maud.   Most  readily. 
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Albina.  Good  night ! — Nay :  what  have  you 
to  thank  me  for  ?  Realize  meant  to  make  you  his 
prisoner;  and  now  I've  made  you  mine — that's 
all  the  difference.  Adieu !  (Mandeville  shakes 
hftfidswith  her,  and  exit  at  the  door — Albina  bck3 
if,  and  puts  the  key  in  her  pocket,)  Deborah !  He's 
gone,  Deborah!  {Hitting  Deborah  on  the  back, 
who  trembles  violently.) 

Deborah.    Is  he  ?   Which  way  did  he  go? 

Albina.  Through  the  key-hole;  and  now  we'll  go 

too. Poor  gentleman!  I'll. return  to  him  as 

soon  as  I  can;  for  I  feel  interested  for  him  be- 
yond description. Lead  on — I'll  follow  thee ! 

And  Oh,  Mr.  Howard!  My  dear  Mr.  Howard! 
Your  friendship  for  him,  and  love  for  me,  prove 
you  to  be  a  man  of  such  taste  and  discrimination^ 
that,  if  you  don't  forgive  me,  and  make  me  your 

wife why,  I'll  live  and  ^e — a  bachelor! 

[Exwnt. 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH  ACT. 
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SCENE  — ^  Gardat. 
Enter  Albina  in  her  own  dress. 

IAlbina. 
CAN  neither  sit,  stand,  nor  walk.   I  €an  Mily 
bite  my  fingers,  beat  the  devil's  tattoo,  and  sing 
broken  stanzas  of  despairing  songs.  •  "  Ah,  well- 
a-day — Ah,  lack-a  day!"  Dear!   Now  I  only 
ask  if  my  governess  oughtn't  to  be  ashamed  of 
herself?    Without  giving  any  reason,'  she  has 
ordered  me  to  pack  up,  to  set  out  for  Dover,  and 
leave  the  Castle  and  Mr.  Howard  for  ever.     I, 
begin  to  hate  her,  that's  what  I  do. Sir  Sol- 
omon too — I  hate  him!   I  hate  all  old  people.    I 
wish  they'd  go  to  heaven,  and  leave  us  young  ones 
to  manage  the  world  by  ourselves. 

Enter  Deborah. 

Deb.  Miss,  Miss,  the  carriage  is  at  the  4oor — 
the  postillions  are  mounting,  the  horses  are  pran- 
cing, and  Mrs.  Rigid  is  out  of  all  patience. 

Albina.  Well,  I'm  coming ! — Deborah,  what  is 

the  reason Nay,  don't  turn  your  back  upon 

me — don't  take  me  for  the  baron,  Deborah !  — 
Why  are  we  to  leave  the  Castle  so  unexpectedly? 

Deb.  I  don't  know :  but  I  believe  it's  all  owing 
to  what  the  steward  told  her.  Come,  be  quick — 
See  now!  —  Here's  Sir  Solomon  come  to  fetch 
you. 
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Enter  Sir  Solomon.  —  {A  letter  in  his  hand,) 

Albina.  Sir  Solomon,  I  know  what  you're  come 
for.    You  mean  to  force  me  away  from  the  Castle. 

Sir  Sol.  I  force  you ! 

Albina.  I  never  disobeyed  my  governess  in  all 
my  life — but  now 

Sir  Sol.  'Tis  high  time  to  begin,  I  think. — Go, 
Madam,  (To  Deborah.)  tell  Mrs.  Rigid,  Albina 
sha'n't  go  to  Dover. 

Albina.  Not  go  to  Dover  ? 

Sir  Sol.  No !  You  sha'n't  stir  from  your  own 
house  I  or,  if  you  do,  it  shall  only  be  to  mine. 
.  Albina.  Wnat!  Will  you  stand  up  for  me.  Sir 
Solomon? 

Sir  Sol.  To  be  sure  I  will. — This  letter  has 
opened  my  eyes — it  proves  the  governess  to  be 
the  worst  of  hypocrites;  and  therefore  from  this 
hour  you  shall  be  your  own  mistress. 

Albina.   School's  up !  School's  up ! 

Sir  Sol.  Why  ar'n't  you  gone.  Madam?  Do 
you  think  I'm  not  fit  to  be  her  champion?  — 
Odsheart !  though  I'm  not  able  to  manage  young 
women,  I'll  show  you  and  your  mistress  I  can  be 
a  match  for  old  ones. 

Albina.  I'm  my  own  governess  now ! — Go,  get 
along,  Deborah!  —  [Pushes  her  out.)  —  Oh,  Sir 
Solomon  I  if  you  were  my  grandfather,  I  coiUdn't 
be  more  grateful. 

-Sir  Sol.  Read,  read  that  letter! — I'm  sorry  to 
damp  your  joy,  Albina. 

Albina.  What^  does  it  bring  bad  news? 

Sir  Sol.  The  worst  in  the  world  ~-Read|  read ! 
^Tis  written  by  Veritas* 

Albina.  {fieads.) 

"  Sir,  I  am  so  thorough  a  penitent^  that  I  can** 
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<'  not  be  tiappy  till  I  have  made  a  full  confession 
"  of  my  bad  intentions  towards  Miss  Albina 
**  Mandeville.  The  truth  is,  I  bound  myself  ia 
"  an  agreement  with  the  governess  to  give  hep 
"  half  the  Mandeville  estate  on  the  day  of  my 
"  marriage.  And  here.  Sir,  here  was  the  cause 
**  of  the  much-wronged  Mr.  Mandeville's  ruin. 
"  To  obtain  this  property,  Mps.  Rigid  gave  out 
^<  that  he  remitted  no  money  for  the  support  of 
"  his  child,  though  to  my  knowledge  she  received* 

"  a  iiundred  and  fifty  pounds  half-yearly." 

Sir  Solomon ! 

Sir  Sol.   Go  on. 

Albina.  {Reads.)  **  This  story  so  convinced  the 
'<  late  Mr.  M&ndeville  of  his  son's  inhumanity, 
<<  that  he  died  disinheriting  him,  and  Albina  lives 
"  to  neglect  thp  best  of  parents."— ^(-Drqto  the 
letter.) — I  can't  read  any  more — Oh,  my  poor 
father ! 

Sir  Sol.  You  have  for  your  excuse  youth  and 
inexperience — But  I  to  be  such  a  dupe ! 

Albina.  Where  is  he?  —  Where  is  my  father? 

Sir  Sol.  There  again  —  there's  another  bad  bu- 
siness!  p— He's  no-where  to  be  found.  Even 
Howard  knows  nothing  of  him ;  for  I  met  him 
just  now  half  distracted,  saying  Mandeville  had 
gone  from  the  place  where  he  left  him,  and, 
pursued  by  his  enemies,  had  fled  either  to  London 
or  the  Continent.  He  called  me  a  savage — you 
another. 

Albina.  And  well  he  might  —  Let's  go  after 
him!  —  We'll  search  the  world  over  but  we'll 
find  him  — Come,  we'll  hire  all  the  horses, 
servants,  and  carriages  in  the  country  — We'll 
fly — We'll — Aw!  —  aw!  —  Here's  the  govern- 
ess I   Do  you  speak  to  her,  for  I  can't. 
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EtUei^  Mrs.  Rigid. 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Sir  Solomon,  how  dare  you  coun- 
tenance my  pupil  ^in  disobeying  my  orders  ?  — 
Come  along,  Albina;  be  a  good  child,  and  go 
with  your  best  friend.  —  Why  —  What's  the 
matter  with  you? — What  does  the  girl  make 
faces  at  ?  —  Speak !  —  Are  you  ill  ? 

Albina.    No.  —  ( Very  loudly. ) 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Heyday  1  —  Do  you  know  whom 
you're  talking  to  ? 

Albina.  Yes.  —  {Loudly.) 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Fie,  fie,  Sir! — Teach  a  girl  to 
insult  her  mother !   ( To  Sir  Solomon. ) 

Albina.  Fie,  fie.  Madam!  —  Teach' a  girl  to 
desert  her  father ! 

Mrs.  Rigid.    What? 

-Sifr  Sol  {Tu7*iwig  her  towards  him.)  Where  are 
the  letters  Mandeville  wrote  from  India  ? 

Albina.  {Turning  her  towards  her.)  Where  is 
the  money  he  sent  for  my  support  ? 

Mrs.  Rigid.    Peace !  you  little  insolent ! 

Sir  Sol.  { Turning  her. )  Where  is  the  agreement 
between  you  and  the  tutor? 

Albina.  ( Turning  her.)  Where  are  a  parent's  af- 
fections— a  lover's  heart? 

Mrs.  Rigid.  Silence ! — Or  I'll  so  chastise  you — 

Albina.  You  chastise  me !  —  The  threats  of  my 
father  or  Mr.  Howard  would  frighten  me ;  because 
they're  good  people,  and  injured  people;  and  if 
you  had  behaved  well,  I  had  been  still  afraid  of 
you.  But  now — Oh !  I  wish  I  had  a  rod,  I'd  pay 
you  off  old  scores,  that's  what  I  would  1  —  Come, 
Sir  Solomon,  let's  leave  her. 

Sir  Sol.  Ay:  let  us  seek  out  the  wrooged,  the 
honest  Mr.  Mandeville  I 

E2 
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Elite?'  Realize. 

Real.  He's  not  to  be  found !  —  Mandeville's 
not  to  be  found;  and  I  shall  not  only  lose  my  two 
hundred  pounds,  but  shall  also  be  tricked  oiut  of 
my  annuity —  For  yonder's  Mr.  Howard  running 
about  like  a  madman;  and  he  swears,  if  he  don't 
fnid  him,  he'll  put  an  end  to  his  existence !  — 
{Sees  Albina.)  Oh,  ho!  —  Now  we  shall  get 
information!  —  Your  servant.  Miss  —  or  rather 
Master,  Albina ! 

Albina.   Sir ! 

Real.  Who's  governess  now?  —  Didn't  I  tell 
you  last  night  this  lady  was  my  mistress? 
(Pointing  to  Mrs.  Rigid.) 

Albina.    You  did. 

Real.    And  isn't  she — isn't  she  my  mistress? 

Albina.  If  you  like  it. — If  you  prefer  serving 
her  to  me — I'm  sure  I've  no  objection. — So  I 
give  you  warning,  and  appoint  the  game-keeper 
your  successor. — Copsley  shall  be  steward  to  the 
young  lady — Mr.  Realize  to  the  old  one. 

Real.  Copsley  become  steward! — Why,  go- 
verness — mistress !  — 

Albina.  Have  you  cut  down  that  wood.  Sir?  — 
Oh,  dear! — That  puts  me  in  mind — I  declare. 
Sir  Solomon,  I  had  quite  forgot — There  is  a 
stranger  now  at  the  Castle,  who  can  veiy  likely 
give  us  intelligence  about  my  father.  He  told 
me  he  was  his  friend ;  and  he  is  such  a  kind,  tender- 
hearted creature!  —  We'll  go  there  first — Come. 

Mrs..  Rigid.    Albina ! 

Real.   Miss  Mandeville ! 

Sir  Sol.  There,  Madam,  read  that  letter  j  and 
if  you  wish  to  avoid  the  most  exemplary  punish^ 
ment,  lookout  all  MandeviUe's  letters,  and  bring 
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Xhom  to  my  house  directly.  —  You,  also.  Sir, 
bring  your  keys  and  papers  at  the  same  time !  — 
Go  this  moment ;  and  while  Albina's  at  the  Castle, 
I'll  wait  your  coming. 

Real,    Sir  Solomon ! 

Sir  Sol.    No  reply.  Sir! 

Beal.  If  I'm  to  lose  my  place,  I  hope  Vm  not 
to  lose  my  money!  —  There's  Mr.  Mandeville's 
debt,  two  years'  salary,  and  a  trifle  due  from  Mr, 
Howard  for  the  Bristol  waters.  —  He  coughed  me 
out  of  a  dose  of  physic  worth  thirty  pounds,  Sir ! 

Sir  Sol.  No  trifling! — Be  gone.  Sir!  —  Mrs. 
Rigid,  you  know  my  determination. 

Alhiiia.  Stay! — This  is  the  last  time  I  shall 
ever  see  her ;  and  I  can't  bear  to  leave  her  so  un- 
happy.—  Governess,  though  I'm  a  much  greater 
object  of  pity  than  you  are,  yet  if  my  father  will 
forgive  you,  I'm  sure  I  will. — At  all  events, 
while  I  have  money,  you  shan't  want  !t— Adieu! 

Mrs.  Rigid.    [Weeping.)  Farewell! 

Real.  Psha!  what  signifies  crying  ? — You  see 
I'm  not  affected  !  —  Nothing  ever  excites  my  sen- 
sibility but  the  touch  of  a  guinea:- and,  thanks  to 
my  stewardship  and  the  annuity  trade !  I'f  e  saved 
enough  to  retire  and  live  as  a  gentleman  ought 
to  do.  —  And  so,  with  many  thanks  for  favors 
past,  your  servant,  young  lady  and  old  gentle- 
man !  —  Come  along,  governess  I  I  shall  want  ^ 
housekeeper ;  and  since  you  can't  be  my  mistress, 
I'll  be  your  master  1  [Exit  with  Mrs.  Rigid.) 

Sir  Sol.  Ah,  you  two  hypocrites !  begone !  — 
Oh,  Solomon  1  Solomon  I  you  ought  to  havt; 
known  that  a  woman  was  at  the  bottom  of  all 
this  mischief.  —  Come !  I'll  see  you  to  the  Castle, 
and  then  — 
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Albina.   I  say.  Sir  Solomon,  if  we  meet  Mr. 
Howard  by  the  way,  I  hope  you  won't  let  him 
kill  me ! 
^SirSol.  Kill  you!— Why? 

Albina.  I  know  he'll  be  monstrous  desperate  !— 
In  a  good  cause  Tve  a  good  heart ;  but,  in  a  bad 
one Oh,  Lord !  —  Deborah  is  a  lion  to  me ! 

Stj^Sol.  Never  fear:  I'll  stand  by  you.  — And 
to  prove  I  can  be  a  protector,  without  being  a 
poacher,  I'll  not  ask  even  a  kiss,  till  I  have  deli- 
vered you  safe  into  your  father's  hands !  —  No  I  — 
And  then  I  won't  trouble  you,  unless  you  par- 
ticularly  desire  it Come  —  I've  given    all 

that  up*^  for  life ;  and  I  shall  die,  as  I  have  lived,  9^ 
bachelor ! 

Albina.  Don't !  I  hate  bachelors — I  wish^there 
was  a  tax  upon  them. 

'     Sir  Sol.  There  ought ;  for  'tis  a  luxury,  I  pro- 
mise you.  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE —  The  Baron's  Chamber. — Table  remain* 
V2g,  with  Pistoly  fife. 

Enter  Howard. 

Howard.  Not  here,  either !  — No-where  to  be 
found! — What  can  have  become  of  him?  — 
Veritas  detained  me  longer  than  I  intended;  and 
when  I  returned  to  the  ruins,  Mandeville  was 
gone;  thinking,  no  doubt,  that,  like  the  rest  of  his 
unfeeling  friends,  I  had  forgotten  and  deserted 
him!  I  am  the  most  unhappy  fellow  living! — 
{SitSyhis  hand  accidentally  falls  on  the  pistol.)  What's 
here  ?  —  A  pistol ! — Oh,  Heaven !  —  He  couldn't 
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be  so  desperate !  How  !  the  initials  of  his  name 
upon  the  barrel !  It  is  too  evident — he  has  de- 
stroyed himself;  and  died,  suspecting  Howard  of 
ingratitude !  I  shall  not  long  survive  him  L — Oh^ 
Mandeville !    Mandeville ! 

Mand.  {Within.)  Howard  !  Howard  ! 

Howard.   What  voice  is  that  ?    Speak ! 

Mand.  'Tis  I — 'tis  your  friend. 

Howard.  He  is  living!  {Tries  the  door.)  Nay: 
if  'twere  adamant,  I'd  split  it  into  atoms !  {Forces 
it  open.) 

Enter  MANDEVILLE. 

Howard.  {Embracing  him.)  My  dear  fellow  5 
the  next  time  you  kill  yourself,  don't  leave  your 
instrument  of  death  behind  you.  The  initials  oxx 
this  barrel  make  the  worst  nffmento  mori  I  ever 
read. 

Mand.  Kill  myself!  How  you  misconceive, 
my  friend  1  I  took  refuge  here  to  avoid  Realize ; 
and  meeting  young  Herbert,  he  prot^ted  me, 
and  locked  me  in  that  apartment. 

Howard.   Did  he?  Did  Bobadil  protect  you? 

Mand.  He  was  most  kind  to  me ;  and  pro- 
mised to  make  Albina  kind  to  me.  I  wonder 
he's  not  retum'd :  'tis  a  long  time  since  he  left 
me. 

Howard.  Oh !  he  has  a  very  slippery  memory ! 
The  young  coxcomb  promised  to  make  Albina 
kind  to  me ;  and  I've  never  seen  nor  heard  of 
him  since.  However,  to  show  you  how  very 
likely  he  is  to  keep  his  word  with  either  of  us,. 
Albina  by  tliis  time  has  left  the  Castle,  and  gone 
to  Dover. 

Mond.   Gone  to  Dover ! 

Howard.  I  saw  the  carriage  at  the  door  an 
hour  ago.     'Sdeath !  it's  only  lost  time  to  think 
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of  her  or  Herbert !  —  So,  let  us  go  to  London— 
let  us  escape  while  we  can. 

Mami.  Well,  be  it  so.  'Tis  plain  I  am  forgot- 
ten—  imd  therefore  I,  hke  Albina,  will  bid  adieu 
to  the  Castle  for  ever.  And  while  she  hurries  to 
scenes  of  gaiety  and  happiness,  her  father  shall — 
No:  while  I  have  your  friendship,  Howard,  I 
ought,  and  will  dety  misfortune.  [Koise  of  door 
opening.)  We  are  interrupted:  let  as  return  to 
the'chamber.         [Exeunt  at  the  door  Mandeville 

catne  from. 

Enter  Albina. 

Albina.  Oh  dear!  I'm  such  a  coward! — . 
Coming  up  stairs,  I  thought  I  heard  Mr.  How- 
ard's voice  in  this  room ;  and  I  dread  his  re- 
proaches, and  his  triuni])h,  and  his  anger  so 
much,  that  I'd  rather  see  the  old  baron  himself-;-^ 
Oh!  -r- it's  all  fancy— He's  not  here ! — So  I  may- 
open  the  door,  and  venture  to  talk  to  my  pri- 
soner—  Hcigho!  the  sight  of  people  one  has  in- 
jured*^ is  so  dreadful,  that  I  do  believe,  if  Mr. 
Howard -[She  opens  the  door.) 

Enter  Howard. 

Oh !  h !  h !    {Screams,  and  falls  in  his  arms^) 

Hoxcard.  Holloa  !   What's  the  matter? 

Albina.  [Rccoveriyig.)  Nothing:  I'm  better 
now  :    I  thought 

Jlotvard.    Well :  what  did  you  think  ? 

Albina.     I    thought  you   had   been  the  old 

baron — but,    I  see — I   see [Stealing  atcay 

from  him  by  degrees.)   Good  bye,  Mr.  Howard. 

Howard.  Your  servant. 

Albina.  There!  I  said  so.  I  knew  he'd  be 
desperate.  Good  bj- e.  Sir;  I'm  going — Don't 
you  see  I'm  going  ? 
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Howard.  Going !  —  Why,  ar'n't  you  gone  ? 

Alblna.  So  I  am  —  I  am  gone.  Nay,  you 
needn't  be  quite  in  such  a  hurry.  Sir. 

Howard,  I  am  in  a  hurry !  I  can't  waste  my 
timeon  dolls  and  kickshaws.  ( Turns  his  back  to  her.) 

AWina.  Oh!  I  was  sure  this  would  be  the 
case! — What  shall  I  do?  I've  a  great  mind  to 
take  courage — to  summon  up  all  my  resolution, 
and  go  boldly  within  ten  yards  of  him.  (She  adr 
vances  —  Howard  turnsy  arid  frowns  at  her — She 
is  frightened,  and  stops — He  turns  his  back  again^ 
and  slie  goes  nearer  to  him.)  Lord !  Ixe  takes  it 
very  quietly — I'll  go  closer.  So — I  dare  say  if 
I  were  to  touch  him  he  wouldn't  bite  my  head 
off.  Mr.  Howard!  How  d'ye  do,  Mr.  Howard? 
{PuUs  /urn  round  gently.) 

Howard.  Keep  off!  or — 

Albina.  Indeed  I'm  very  sorry — I  know  I've  be- 
haved very  ill;  but  it, was  the  governess's  fault, 

and  not  mine.     Pray  now  forgive  me Look — 

on  my  knees  I  entreat  you  to  forgive  me  this 
once,  and  I'll  be  such  a  good,  dear,  darling  girl ! — 
I'll  be  your  slave — your  doll — your  kick  — 
(Howard  smiles ,  and  Alhhm  jumps  up.)  Oh,  he 
smiles  !  — You're  a  good-natured  creature,  How- 
ard !    Ha  I  ha  I    {Smiles,  and  looks  in  his  face.) 

Howard.    I  don't  smile. 

Albina.    You  do  I    you  do ! 

Howard.  I  say  I  don't!  —  And  hark'ye,  if  I 
were  weak  enough  to  forgive  you  on  my  own 
account,  how — how  would  you  apologise  for 
your  unnatural  conduct  to  your  father  ? 

Albina,    I'll  show  you Look — [Takes  a 

paper  out  of  her  pocket. )  , 

Howard.    What's  that  paper?    • 

Albina.  My  grandfather's  will ! — Look!  {Smil- 
ing.) 
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Haamrd.  What ! — Do  you  make  a  display  — 
Do  you  boast  of  your  ill*gottenr  wealth  ?  Hear 
me!  ^Lays  hold  of  her  hand  with  great  emotion.) 
The  tutor  has  confessed — 

Albina.    I  know  it  — 

Howard.  That  Mr.  Mandeyille — that  my 
friend  —  remitted  money  from  India  — 

Albina.    I  know  it. 

Howard.  That  the  governess  —  that  if^^^ 
friend  —  concealed  his  letters  — 

Albina.    I  know  it. 

Howard.  Then  how  dare  you  insult  me  with 
this  ill-timed  triumph  ?  One  word  more,  and  we 
part  for  ever ! — No  chuckling  ! — Listen !  ( Tak* 
ing  her  hand  with  great  violeiice.)  If  your  grand- 
father had  known  these  facts,  would  he  have  dis- 
inherited an  affectionate  son,  only  to  adopt  an 
unfeeling  daughter  ?  Would  he  not  have  destroyed 
that  testament? 

Albina.  To  be  sure  he  would!  And  as  he 
can't  do  it  himself,  won't  I  do  it  for  him  ?  There — 
and  there  —  and  there  —  ( Tearing  the  will.)  Vm 
my  own  mistress  now ;  and  I  think  I  can't  do 
greater  honor  to  my  grandfather's  memory, 
than  by  destroying  an  instrument  that  he  would 
now  blush  to  sign,  and  I  for  ever  be  ashamed  to 
profit  by ! 

Howard.  Are  you  —  How  handsome  she 
looks  —  Are  you  convinced  ? 

Albina.  I  am :  I  hate  my  governess  as  much  for 
her  unceasing  enmity  to  my  father,  as  I  envy  you 
for  your  exalted  friendship  towards  him ! — Oh,  Mr- 
Howard  !  Do  you  think  he'll  ever  forgive  me }  — 
I'm  going  in  search  of  him ;  but  if  you  should  be 
so  fortunate  as  to  see  him  before  me,  pray  tell  him 
that  things  are  now  what  they  ought  always  to 
have  been — He  is  the  possessor  of  the  Mandeville 
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-estate,  and  I  have  nothing  but  vhat  resdhs  from 
his  bounty.     Farewdl ! 

Howard.  Stay:  it's  my  turn  to  kneel  now! 
{Kneds.)  Oh!  you  angd!  {Rises.)  Mandevilie! 
Come  forth,  Mandevilie !  There  is  no  longer  ai^ 
cause  for  concealing  yourself! 

Enter  Mandeville. 

Look  at  her !  Look  at  Albina,  your  much-abused 
daughter!  She  has  parted  from  her  governess! 
She  has  torn  her  grandfather's  will!  She  has—* 
Damn  it!  why  don't  you  speak  to  her?  Joy 
choaks  me !  I'm  dumb  I 

Mand.  [Embracing  her.)  ^lycYvAAl  My  child! 

Albina.    My  father! 

Mand.  Have  I  at  length  a  recompense?  Oh, 
Howard!  Did  I  not  say  the  time  would  come — 

Haumrd.  Why  will  you  speak  to  me,  when 
you  know  I  can't  answer  you? 

Albina.  Will  you  forgive  me.  Sir?  Can  you 
forget — 

Aland.  Forget!  I  never  blamed  you.  And  at 
this  moment  your  mother's  virtues  shine  out  so 
brightly  in  your  conduct,  that  I  could  wish  that 
will  were  still  in  force,  I  want  not  now  my 
father's  wealth  to  make  me  happy — My  child, 
my  long  lost  daughter  is  restored  to  me,  and  I  am 
blest,  and  rich  beyond  my  hopes ! 

Enter  Sir  SOLOMON,  COPSLEY,  and  CiCELT. 

Sir  Sol.  Come,  Albina!  'Tis  time  to  proceed 
pn  our  journey.  What,  Mandeville  !vHoward! 
.  all  together  I  all  reconciled  1  ^-Tol  ()e  rol  lol ! 

Howard.  So,  you^re  come  to  play  the  go* 
vemori 
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Sir  Sol.  Not  I.  I've  been  as  great  a  fool  as 
any  of  you.  I  thought  Mrs.  Rigid  a  divmity  : 
but  I've  found  out  she's  a  woman  !  Veritas  has 
converted  me.  Fm  a  fair  penitent  now,  Howard ! 
Mandeville,  you  have  deserved  better  treatment ; 
give  me  your  hand  —  George,  give  me  yours.— 
And  now,  my  httle  fellow-traveller,  give  me  the 
kiss  we  talked  of — No :  hang  it !  'twill  be  only 
distressing  you. 

Howard,  Nay,  Sir  Solomon;  if  it  will  give 
you  any  pleasure,  I'm  sure  it  will  give  me  no 
pain. 

Sir  Sot  Arch  rogue!  Now,  I'll  take  it  by 
proxy,  on  purpose  to  be  revenged.  There, 
George,  try  hovi^  you  can  bear  it.  (Howard  kisses 
Albina.)  So,  docs  it  give  you  much  pain  ?  Well, 
what  say  you,  Mr.  Mandeville  ?  —  How  shall  we 
punish  these  two  culprits  ?  Shall  we  inflict  ma- 
trimony, or  separation  ? 

Howard.  Oh !  matrimony,  by  all  means ! 
Don't  you  think  so,  Sir?    [To  Mandeville.) 

Aland.  I  do,  indeed.  The  day  that  gives 
Albina  such  a  husband,  and  makes  me  father  of 
such  a  son  as  Howard,  must  be  the  proudest  and 
happiest  of  my  life. 

Sir  Sol.   Say  you  so  ?   Then  take  her,  George ; 

and  if  the  marriage  state  can  afford  happiness 

However,  we  won't  talk  of  impossibilities. 

Howard.  Now,  Albina,  will  you  ever  talk 
of  Cicely  again  ? 

Albina.   Will  you  ever  call  me  Becky  again  ? 

Howard.    Becky ! 

Albina.  If  3'^ou  do,  I'll  make  you  a  companion 
to  the  wild  goose  in  the  cottage.  "  I  hope  your 
lui^gs  are  better.  Sir?*'  [Reminding  him  by  her 
voice  and  attitude , ) 
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Howard. .  What !  were  you  Bobadil !  Were 
you  the  little  smart,  well-made  lieutenant  ? 

Albina.  I  was  young  Herbert,  Sir ;  and  I  bless 
the  disguise,  not  only  for  convincing  me  of  the 
sincerity  of  my  lover,  but  also  for  introducing 
me  to  my  father —  I  hope  you  don't  blame  me. 
Sir.    {To  Mandevilte.) 

Sir  Sol.  He  blame  you !  No :  Howard  has 
most  reason.  What  will  your  husband  say  to 
your  strutting  about  in  boy's  clothes  ? 

Howard.  Say !  that  I  wish  all  women  would 
wear  the  breeches  before  marriage,  instead  of 
afterwards. 

Copsley.  Oh,  Madam !  how  shall  I  thank  you  ? 
You  have  saved  me  and  my  family  from  ruin. 

Cicdjf.  You  have.  Madam!  and  we  are  all. 
gratitude. 

Albina.  This  is  your  benefactor :  you  are  to 
thank  my  father,  not  me.  If  you  wish  to  do 
me  a  favor — why,  there  is  one 

Cicely.    Oh,  name  it.   Madam  !    name  it ! 

Album.  Why,  it  rather  concerns  Sir  Solomon 
than  myself,  rray  be  kind  enough  to  have  the 
old  curtain  repaired,  lest  he  should  again  wish  to 
take  cover  behind  it.  And  likewise,  do  send  me 
some  of  the  straw  —  I  mean  to  be  married  in  a 
straw  hat — and  I'll  have  one  manufactured  out 
of  Sir  Solomon's  stubble  ! 

Howard.  One !  We'll  have  a  dozen !  And 
our  children  shall  wear  them,  in  honor  of  their 
great-uncle's  gallantry ! 

Sir  Sol.  Gallantry!  Psha!  I've  something  bet- 
ter to  think  of  than  women. 

Howard.  Indeed  you  have  not  Come,  come. 
Uncle — rail  at  the  sex  as  much  as  you  like,  you 
must  confess,  that  life  is  a  blank  without  them  j 
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and  the  gaming-table,  the  bottle,  and  the  ^crtts 
of  the  field,  are  all  so  many  substitutes — sha- 
dows!  Woman  is  the  true  substance,    after 

all — and,  compared  to  her,  all  other  objects  are 
as  the  glow-worm  to  the  sun !   It  may  daaale  tiie 

sight — bat  it  can  never  warm  the  heart! 

Don't  you  think  so,  Albina ! 

Alhina.  I  do>  indeed.  Women  are  certainly 
most  superior  creatures ;  and,  if  by  accident  they 
have  any  faults,  men  ought  not  to  see  them — at 
least,  I  hope  that  will  be  my  case  to-night.  I 
have  done  and  talked  a  great  many  foolish  things : 
but  having  their  hands  and  full  pardon  (Standing 
betteeen  Mandeville  and  Howard.),  let  me  have 
yours — and  Albina  will  be  the  happiest  of  wives^ 
and  the^most  grateful  of  daughters. 


THE    END. 


EPILOGUE: 

WRITTEN  BY  MILES  PETER  ANDREWS,  ESSt. 
SPOKEN  BY  MRS.  JORDAN. 

X  HE  world's  a  stage — and  man  has  seven  ages : 
So  Shakespeare  writes  *— -king  of  dramatic  sages; 
But  he  forgot  to  tell  yon  in  his  plan. 
That  Woman  plays  her  part  as  well  as  Man. 

First,  haw  her  i/^fant  heart  loiik  triwi^h  swells. 
When  the  red  coral  shakei  its  siher  hells! — 
She»  like  young  statesmen,  as  the  rattle  rings. 
Leaps  at  the  sound,  and  struts  in  leading-strings. 

Next,  little  Miss,  in  pin-a-fore  so  trim. 
With  nurse  so  noisy  —  with  Mama  so  prim  — 
Eager  to  tell  you  all  she's  taueht  to  utter — 
Lisps  as  she  grasps  the  allotted  bread  and  butter; 
Type  of  her  sex — who,  though  no  longer  young. 
Hold  every  thing  with  ease,  except  their  tongue. 

A  school-girl  then  — she  curls  her  hair  in  papers. 
And  mimics  Fathet^s gout,  and  Mothers  vapomrs; 
Tramples  alike  an  customs,  and  on  toes. 
And  whispers  all  she  hears  to  all  she  knows: 
"  Betty ! "  she  cries,  ''  it  comes  into  my  head, 
*'  Old  maids  grow  cross  because  their  pats  are  dead  ; 
"  My  governed  has  been  in  such  a  fuss 
*'  About  the  death  of  our  old  tabby  puss — 
"  She  wears  black  stockings — Ha !  Ha !  — What  a  pother, 
''  'Cause  one  old  cat's  in  mourning  for  another !  *' 
The  Child  qf  Nature — free  from  pride  or  pomp. 
And  sure  to  please  thoush  nothing  but  a  ron^  I 

Next  riper  Miss,  who,  nature  more  disclosing, 
"    *  I  tome  traits  of  art  are  interposing; 
MC  kmghing  eyes  behind  her  fan, 

t-^with  that  great  actor,  Manf 
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Behold  her  now  an  oglmg,  vain  coquette, 
Catching  male  gudgeons  in  her  silver'd  net : 
Ail  tilings  reversed — the  neck>  cropt  close  and  barej 
Scarce  feels  th'  incumbranre  of  a  single  hair; 
Whilst  the  thick  forehead  tresses,  frizzled  full, 
Rivi'.l  ihc  tufted  lucks  that  grace  the  bull. 

Then  comes  that  sober  character — a  Wife, 
With  all  the  dear,  distracting  cares  qf  Itfe; 
A  thousand  cards,  a  thuusaud  joys  extend. 
For  what  n^ay  not  upon  a  card  dfepend  ? 
Though  Justice  in  the  mom  claim  fif^y  pounds. 
Five  hundred  won  at  night  may  heal  the  wounds !  — 
Novj  she'll  snatch  ha(f  a  glance  at  Opera,  Ball, 
A  meteor  trac'd  by  none,  though  seen  6y  all; 
Till  spousy  findsj  while  anxious  to  immure  her, 
A  pateni  coffin  only  can  secure  her ! 

At  last  the  Dowager — in  ancient  flounces. 
With  snuff  and  spectacles,  this  age  denounces — 

And  thus  she  moralises [Speaks  like  an  old  tooman.'l 

"  How  bold  and  forward  each  young  flirt  appears ! 
'*  Courtship,  in  my  time,  lasted  seven  years — 
"  Now  seven  little  months  suffice  of  course, 
"  For  courting,  marrying,  scolding,  and  divorce! 
''  What  with  their  tniss'd-up  shapes  and  pantaloons, 
•*  Dress  occupies  the  whole  of  honey-moons :  — 
•'  They  say  we  have  no  soub — but  what  more  odd  is, 
•*  Nor  men,  nor  women  now,  have  any  bodies! 
"  When  I  was  young — my  heart  was  always  tender, 
*'  And  would,  to  every  spouse  I  had,  surrender; 
"  Their  wishes  to  refuse  I  never  durst — 
•'  And  my  fourth  died  as  happy  as  my  first.** 
Truce  to  such  splenetic  and  rash  designs. 
And  let  us  mingle  candour  with  our  lines. 
In  all  the  stages  of  domestic  life. 
As  child,  as  sister,  parent,  friend,  and  wife. 
Woman,  the  source  of  every  fond  employ. 
Softens  affliction,  and  enlivens  joy. 
What  is  your  boast,  male  rulers  of  the  land? 
How  cold  and  cheerless  all  you  can  command ! 
Vain  your  ambition  —  vain  your  wealth  and  power. 
Unless  kind  woman  share  your  raptur*d  hour; 
Unless,  'midst  all  the  dare  of  pageant  art. 
She  adds  her  smile,  and  triumphs  m  your  heart 
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A  Well-known  Mofe,  who  labours  ooce  a-year«   ' 
And  oft  has  found  a  fafe  Afylum  here,      '  ' 

Though  Critic  floras  a  Mother's  fears  excite* 
With  her  new  Offspring  ventures  forth  to-night. 
Confcious  the  features  muft  betray  the  Sire, 
She  feeks  for  no  difguife  of  vain  attire  ; 
What  honeft  Nature  gave  fhe  brings  to  view. 
And  for  a  kind  adoption  refts  on  you. 
Yet  haply  now  with  reafon  fhe  appears 
Opprefi'd  with  more  than  e'en  materna^  fears. 
For  fince  fhe  lafl  enjoy 'd  your  foft'ring  fmile» 
A  German  Rival's  charms  have  caught  our  Ifle. 
And  though  fhe  knows  that  Rival's  favor'd  racet 
M^th  daring  force  combine  a  foft'ning  grace^ 
She  knows,  befides,  that  one  of  native  breed 
May  always  hope  with  Britons  to  fucceed  : 
And  hence,  though  fafhion  call  her  bigot-fool. 
She  takes  do  leffons  from  a  foreign  fchool^^ 
But  with  a  patriot  pride  fhe  lets  you  know, 
«<  'Tis  Englifh  !  Englifh,  Sirs !  from  top  to  toe  !' 
While  on  yoar  liberal  candour  we  rely. 
And  Fafhk>n's  rage  with  patriot  zeal  defy. 
Think  not  oor  Author  fees  with  jealous  pain 
Exotic  merit  Bridfh  lanrela  gain— 
No^when  to  A^biov 'a  hofpitable  fhore 
Miif  ORTUNB  fliei  protedion  to  implore ; 
Or  Gbnivs  darting  from  a  diftant  fphere. 
That  mental  Coniet  fpreadi  iu  radiance  here  ; 
May  Britons  glow  with  philanthropic  fire. 
Eager  alike  to  chirilh  and  admire  I 
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Frank  ------  Mr.  Klanert. 
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ACT    L 


SCENE— ^  Vievf    of  Sutb^land-bou/e,  Park, 
Gardens,  dfc. 

Enter  Geoffry  and  two  other  Servants. 

Geoffry. 

COME,  buftle,  buftle — all  to  your  feveral  oc- 
cupations.— Blefs  me,  who'd  have  thought  of 
Sir  Hcrvcy  coming  home: — go— enter  the  houfe^ 
and  prepare  for  his  reception-— rU  wait  his  arrival 
here.  [Servants  exeunt. 

Enter  Juliana. 

Juliana.  Good  morning,  good  old  Geoflfry.— 
I  have  once  more  eluded  the  vigilance  of  my  per* 
Iccutor— once  more  ftolen  forth  from  the  caftle,  pur-* 
pofely  to  vifit  this  fpot ;  and  if  my  father  hears 
of  it,  I  hope  he  won't  be  angry  with  me : — though 
he  denies  me  his  protedion,  furely  he  will  not  pre«^ 
elude  me  from  contemplating  fcenes  that  remind 
me  of  him  and  my  dear  Mother !— «why,  what's  the 
matter?  you  feem  agitated. 

Geoffry.  Well  I  may,  Mifs  Juliana— your  father 
B  is 
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is  arrived  from  Italy,  and  I  cxpcft  him  here  this 
very  day. 

Juliana.  Expeft  my  father!   , 

Geoffry.  Ay;  after  an  abfcnce  of  thirteen  years, 
I  cxpcft  Sir  Hervey  once  more  at  Sutherland^houfc: 
—look,  here's  his  letter. 

Juliana  (fnatching  the  letter^  reading  and  kijjing 
it).  Oh,  I'm  fo  happy  !— I  (hall  at  laft  behold, 
perhaps  embrace  him, 

Geoffry.  Nay,  1  fear  otherwifej  Sir  Hervcy  is  of 
a  moft  unforgiving  difpofition,  and  the  wrongs 
your  mother  put  upon  him  were  of  a  nature  not 
cafily  to  be  forgotten. 

Juliana.  Wrongs  ! — what  wrongs,  Geoffry  ?  is 
the  dar  k  tale  for  ever  to  be  cpncealed  from  me  ?-r 
I  am  deferted  by  my  father,  and  not  to  know  the 
caufe  ! — Come,  good  old  man!  remember,  you  pro- 
mifed  you  would  one  day  tell  me,  and  fincc  we  arc 
alone,  and  may  not  have  another  opportunity, 
coriie  now — unveil  the  myftery — how,  how  did  my 
mother  wrong  him  ? 

Geoffry.  Well  then,  to  keep  my  word — Sir  Hervey 
ever  was,  and  I  fear  ever  will  be,  a  dupe  to  fafhion 
and  its  follies: — he  gamed,  he  intrigued — and  though 
in  his  heart  devoted  to  Lady  Sutherland,  he  forfook 
her  and  his  home  for  fcenes  of  riot  and  diflipation. 

Julia)ta.  Unfortunate  infatuation ! 

Geoffry.  Lady  Sutherland  a  long  while  bore  this 
with  fortitude  and  refignation;  but  young,  beautiful, 
and  accomplifhed,  furrounded  by  admirers  and 
neglected  by  her  hufband,  (he  at  laft  liftened  to  the 
addreffcs  of  an  artful  and  defigning  villain,  who 
convinced  her  of  Sir  Hervey's  infidelity,  and,  by 
means  of  fprged  letters  and  other  artifices,  perfuaded 
her  to  elope  with  him. 

Juliana n  Indeed ! 

C9offry. 
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Geoffry.  'Tis  too  true,  madam; — but  her  guilt  was 
of  (hort  duration: — in  a  few  days  (he  came  back  to 
that  houfe,  all  penitence  and  (hame. — I  (hall  never 
forget  the  day.— I  told  Sir  Hervey  of  her  return, 
and  he  in  a  fit  of  rage  and  madnefs  bid  me  (hut 
the  door  againft  her ;  this  (he  overheard  :  'twas  too 
much  for  a  tender  nature  like  hers  : — (he  fled,  and 
foon  after  died — died  of  a  broken  heart ! 

Juliana  (burjling  into  tears).  Oh,  for  mercy  ! — 
my  poor,  poor  mother  1 

Geoffiy.  You  were  then  but  eight  years  old,  and 
till  that  hour  the  idol  of  Sir  Hervey: — but  your 
likenefs  to  your  mother  foon  making  him  wi(h  to 
avoid  you,  you  were  removed  to  the  caftle;  where 
he  invefted  Mrs.  Dazzle  with  the  unlimited  power 
of  a  guardian  over  you,  and  which  I  fear  (he  has 
exected  like  a  tyrant. 

Juliana.  Yes,  — Sir  Hervey  could  not  mean  that 
I  (hould  be  her  prifoner!— ^^But  go  on  :  he  went 
abroad— 

Geoffiry.  He  did  —  to  Naples,  where  he  has 
ever  fince  refided :  and  now,  what  think  you, 
madam?  do  you  blame  the  living  or  the 
dead  ? 

Juliana.  I  have  no  right  to  condemn  either ^but 
in  my  mind  the  hufband  who  neglects  an  amiable 
wife  is  refponfible  for  all  the  evils  that  enfue.— 
Died  of  a  broken  heart! — oh,  that  he  had  but  par- 
doned her  !— then  he  had  had  a  wife,  and  I  a  mo- 
ther  to  confoleme  !— but  now  Do  I  indeed 

rcfcmble  her  ? 

Geojffry.  You  do— you  do. 

Juliana.  Thank  Heaven  ! — I  may  forgive  her, 
though  my  father  never  can. 

JVorry  (Jpeaking  without).  This  way,  my  lad — 
this  way. 

B  2  Juliana. 
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Juliana.  Ha!  there's  Sir  Hervcy! — though  I 
wifb)  you  don't  know  how  I  dread  to  fee  him :  let 
me  be  gone. 

Geoffry.  No,  'tis  only  Worry,  his  old  faithful  fol- 
lower; honeft  foul!  heand  your  father  were  foftered  by 
the  fame  nurfe ;  and,  chough  long  fince  in  eafy  inde- 
pendent circumftances,  he  ftill  follows  Sir  Hervcy 
from  motives  of  affedion. — Suppofe  you  a£k  hinnt 
to  be  a  mediator  for  you. 

Juliana.  Not  now — another  time,  another  time 
—I  muft  return  to  my  prifon  :— but  though  I  ftied 
tears  over  the  fate  of  my  mother,  don't  fancy  I  up- 
braid my  father.— No  !  I  feel  for  both-^and  let 
him  (till  avoid,  ftill  punifli  and  abandon  met  I 
know  his  motive :  and  the  fond  hope  that  he  will 
one  day  prove  a  parent  to  me,  Will  make  me  bear 
even  greater  ills  with  patience.-— Oh  !  may  that 
day  be  not  far  off!  for  'twill  be  the  proudeft  and  the 
kappieft  of  my  life.  [Eicit. 

Enter  Worry  and  a  Servant. 

JVorry.  Mind,  do  as  I  order  you  %  when  the 
baggage  arrives  let  me  know,  {Exit  Servant.)  What 
Geoff!— give  me  your  hand,  old  Geoff!— Sir  Her- 
vey  is  but  a  ftage  behind. — *Slife  1  I  thought  wc 
^ould  never  (hake  hands  again. 

Geoffiry.  So  did  I  j  'tis  thirteen  years  {/baking 
bands  and  looking  bard  at  ff^orry) ;  but,  heyday  I 
how  you  are  altered,  Mafter  Worry ! 

IForry.  Yes,  I'm  not  the  fame  man  I  was. 

Geoffry.  So  I  fee ;  but  how  has  it  happened  ? 

Worry.  I  don't  know — I  lead  a  different  fort  of 
life — I  think ;  and  I'm  afraid  I  drink  a  great  deal. 

Geoffry.  You  drink !  you  that  ufcd  to  be  the 
moft  temperate,  lober— — 

W$rry. 
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Worry.  Ay  5  and  I  ufcd  to  hate  cards,  you  know ; 
now  I  could  play  all  day  :— ^I  ufcd  to  br^ak  ap- 
pointments ;  now  I  come  an  hour  before  my  time  \ 
-—and  I  that  always  laid  in  bed  till  noon,  now  con- 
llantly  rife  with  the  crowing  of  the  cock.  . 

Geoffiry.  Why,  what  the  deuce,  are  you  mad  ? 

Worry.  No~rm  married. — I've  got  a  loving 
jealous  wife !— and  whilft  Sir  Hervey  is  continually 
miierabie  becaufe  Lady  Sutherland  ran  away  from 
him,  here  am  I  I  tell  you  what,  GcofF— if  Mrs. 
Worry  were  to  run  away  from  me,  I'm  fure  I  (houki 
be  too  much  of  a  philofopher  to  repine  on  the 
occafion. 

Geoffry.  What !  and  is  Sir  Hervey  likewifc  al- 
tered ?— or  does  he  ftill  go  on  rioting  in  diCTipation 
and  extravagance  ? 

Worry.  Worfc  and  worfe— only  yefterday  he 
employed  Mr.  Alltrade  to  raife  five  thoufand  pounds 
for  him  on  his  bond — offered  a  premium  of  fifty  ^^r 
cent,  and  the  moment  he  receives  the  money,  away 
it  will  go  in  galas  or  at  the  gaming  table— No,  I 
beg  pardon — not  at  the  gaming  (able — now-a-days 
no  money  ever  goes  there. 

Geoffry.  What !  have  they  left  off  playing  ? 

Worry.  No— but  they've  left  off  paying;— and 
that's  the  reafon  the  faro  banks  are  knocked  up— « 
when  people  only  play  for  love,  friendfhip  won't 
induce  them  to  keep  open  houfe. — But  Mifs  Suther- 
land— there's  Sir  Hcrvey's  greateft  plague.  A 
meeting  with  her  was  his  chief  motive  for  leaving 
Italy,  and  now  we  underftand  (he  vindicates  her 
mother,  and  takes  part  againft  him. 

Geoffry.  She  is  belied,   cruelly  belied ! 

Worry.  Nay ;  we  have  it  from  the  beft  authority, 
—Mrs.  Dazzle— the  lady  who  brought  her  up, 
and  for  whom  I   have  a  meffage— but  of  this  be 

3  3  affurcd, 
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aflured^  GcofF;  Sir  Hcrvcy^s  cafe  isn't  half  fo 
dcfpcratc  as  mine:— he's  only  tormented  by  » 
daughter  who  will  try  to  break  his  heart,  but  I've 
got  a  jealous  wife,  who  will  aftually  break  my 
head,  heart,  and  purfe  firings. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir,  the  baggage  is  come. 

Worry.  You  hear — Mrs.  Worry  is  arrived.*-* 
Come,  will  you  go  and  be  introduced  ? 

Geojffry.  With  all  niy  heart — but  mind  now — 
you'll  one  day  find  that  Mrs.  Dazzle  has  traduced 
Mifs  Sutherland,  and  only  becaufe  (he  wa6  a  great 
favourite  of  her  late  hufband's.  He  was  a  diftanc 
relation,  you  know,  and  I  did  hope  would  have  re- 
membered her  in  his  will— but  no— he,  like  the 
reft  of  her  family — he — has  forgotten  her ! 

Worry  To  be  fure ;  who  ever  got  any  goQd 
by  theie  diftant  relations?  Mrs.  Worry  has  a 
little  thoufand  j  and  do  you  know  my  apartnients 
are  fo  conftantly  cram'd  with  coufins,  neices,  uncles^ 
aunts,  and  grandmothers,  that  at  dinner-time  I 
never  get  a  chair  to  fit  upon— I  eat  flying ! — And 
talk  of  the  comforts  of  a  fire- fide,  curfc  me  if  I've 
been  within  ten  yards  of  mine  fince  the  day  I  was 
married : — not  that  I  complain  of  cold  though— 
my  houfe  is  warm  enough,  I  promife  you  :— but 
come  along ;  and  forry  am  I  to  be  convinced  of 
Mifs  Sutherland's  ingratitude. — Were  fhe  the  girl 
you  dcfcribe,  1  would  not  only  be  her  friend  and 
advocate,  but  if  Sir  Hervcy  rcfufed  to  proteft  her, 
I  would  myfclf  be  a  father  to  her.  [Exeuntm 
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SCENE— /^»  Apartmnt  in  the  Caftle. 
Enter  Mrs.  Dazzie  and^ZTTY. 

Betty.  Even  fo,  ma^amj  Mifs  Juliana  firft 
robbed  you  of  your  hufband's  fricndfhip,  and  now 
of  the  Captain's  love. 

Mrs*  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  little  viper ! — but  I  know 
how  to  be  annply  revenged: — the  great  objeft  of  her 
life  is  a  reconciliation  with  her  father; — this  I  have 
already  prevented,  and  will  ftill  prevent. — But  the 
Captain,  Betty ^do  you  think  he  has  fcrious  views? 

Betty.  He  ferious !  what  Captain  Lavifli  prefer 
Juliana  Sutherland  without  a  (hilling,  to  the  widow 
Dazzle  with  a  nctt  eftate  of  five  thoufand  a-year  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  That's  true: — I  married  little 
Jerry  for  his  fortune,  and  I  am  certainly  fole  hei- 
refs — to  be  fure  I  hav'nt  yet  feen  the  will,  becaufe 
he  died  in  London  : — but  1  expeft  his  agent  Mr. 
Alltrade  with  it  every  moment,  and  then,  Betty  ! — 
poor  Juliana  ! — I  hope  the  Captain  will  allow  her 
half  pay. 

Betty^  Oh  you're  too  liberal,  ma'am — but  fee  t 
here  comes  Mr.  AUtradc  with  the  will. 

Enter  Alltrade. 

Mtrade.  Well  1  madam,  as  good  as  my  word, 
you  fee: — this  moment  arrived  with  my  friend  Sir 
Hervey. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  You  are  very  kind,  Mr.  Alltfadc ; 
but  there  was  no  occafion  to  be  in  any  hurry — 
every  body  knows  how  little  Jerry  loved  me. 

Alltrade.  Oh,  there's  no  doubt  that  the  will  is 
completely  in  your  favour;  but  you  had  better  open 
it,  left  there  fhould  be  any  fmall  bcqucft  or 
legacies — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Well,  to  oblige  you  I'll  juft  cad 

piy  eye  over  '\i^{^takes  the  will  from  Alltrade). 

B  4.  Poor 
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Poor  Jerry !— he  ufed  to  fay  he  (hould  fall  a  martyr 
to  love,  {Reads  will)  :  ^*  By  this  my  laft  will,  I 
**  Jeremiah  Dazzle  give  and  bequeath  all  the  pro- 
"  perty  of  which  I  die  poffcflfed  unto  that  moft 
**  lovely  and  accompliflied  of  her  fex"—— Sparc 
me— fpare  a  poor  widow's  blufhcs,  Mr.  Alltrade. 
Alltrade.  Nay  !  it's  not  more  than  you  deferve. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  Sir!  {curt/eying — then  reads 
on:) — '^  unto  that  moft  lovely  and  accompliflied  of 
her  fex,  Juliana  Sutherland"-— Juliana  ! — why,  Mr* 
Alltrade  !   {Half  crying. ) 

Alltrade.    Go  on. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  {reads  on).  "  Juliana  Suther- 
«*  land,  whom  being  defertcd  by  her  father,  I  take 
'<  a  pride  in  adoptihg.  But  my  will  further  is«  that 
*«  ftie  hold  the  faid  property  no  longer  than  (ne  re- 
'*  mains  unmarried.  In  cafe  (he  marries,  I  give  the 
**  fame  to  nfiy  widow  Deborah  Dazzle.  And  my 
<*only  motive  for  thus  tying  up  my  coufin  Juliana, 
«« is  to  fave  her  from  entering  into  a  ftate  to  which 

<<  I  fell  a  martyr." Why  it's  a  forgery  !    he 

could  not— dared  not ! 

Alltrade.  Nay— there's  no  doubt  that  it's  genu- 
ine — but  be  compofed^doesn't  Mifs  Sutherland 
live  in  this  houfe? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.   She  does. 

Alltrade.  Then  it  dawns  !  it  glares  upon  me  !— 
M^rk — if  (he  marries,  the  eftate  devolves  to  you— 
are -HOC  thefe  Mr.  Dazzle's  words! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  They  are :  and  I  only  wilh  I  had 
been  behind  him  when  he  wrote  them! 

Alltrade.  Well :  be  patient — don't  deftrdy  the 
will,  becaufe  that's  a  ferious  bufinels  {pulling  up 
bis  neckcloth) :— only  conceal  it  till  you  get  Juliana 
a  hufband — then  flie  forfeits  the  legacy,  and  you 
become  heirefs  to  a  hundred  thoufand  pounds, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Why  that  looks  well— bot  how? 
the  Captain  won't  marry  her. 
•  Alltradi.  No,  but  I  will ;  in  the  firft  place  her 
being  in  this  houfe  will  give  me  numberlefs  oppor- 
tunities ;  and  in  the  next  I  am  employed  by  Sir 
Hervey  to  raife  five  thoufand  pounds  for  him  on 
his  bond — now  if  we  can  get  Juliana  to  join  in  it, 
I  (hall  have  them  both  fo  completely  in  my  power, 
that  if  I  fail  in  the  character  of  a  lover,  I  may 
fucceed  in  that  of  a  creditor : — ^you  undcrftand. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I  do— excellent  I— and  as  a  re- 
ward for  your  trouble — 

Alltrade.  I  only  afk  a  third  of  the  eftate. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Granted — it  is  a  bargain. 

AlUrade.  Say  you  fo  ? — then  let's  to  work  io^ 
ftantly— and  look  here  comes  one  who,  from  hit 
influence  over  Sir  Hervey,  we  muft  fecure  as  a 
confederate. 

Enter  Wokry. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Worry,  my  old  acquaintance  1— 
I  give  you  joy  of  your  marriage,  and  fincerely  wi(h 
you  may  never  know  the  pangs  of  widow.hood. 

Alltrade.  And  fo  do  1  with  all  my  heart. 
Worry. 

Worry.  And  I  wifti  with  all  my  foul  you'd  both 
keep  your  wifties  to  yourfelves.  (AJtde.^— But  I  wait 
upon  you,  madam,  from  Sir  Hervey : — from  your 
account  of  Mifs  Sutherland's  undutiful  and  indif- 
creet  conduft,  he  perfifts  in  not  feeing  her,  and 
therefore  while  he  flays  in  the  country,  he  begs 
(he  may  be  more  clofely  confined  than  ever. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I'll  do  all  I  can ;  but  (he  is  fo  art- 
ful and  defigning,  that  for  my  part  I  don't  think 
fhe'll  ever  be  fafe  till  (be  gets  a  hu(band  to  pro- 
ctft  her. 

AUtradf. 
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Alltrade.  Nor  I;  and  Til  tell  you  a  fecrct. 
Worry— I  love  her,  and  wifli  to  be  that  hulband : 
and  fince,  from  my  humble  birch  and  inferior  fuu- 
atioDy  I  cannot  afpire  to  gaining  Sir  Hcrvey's  con- 
fent,  will  you  aid  and  affift  the  marriage  ? 

Worry.  With  all  my  heart — the  more  matches  the 
better.— When  one*s  in  a  fcrape  onefelf,  nothing's 
fo  confoling  as  to  fee  all  one's  friends  in  the  fame 
fituation.  (AJide.)  Til  aflift  you — but  about  the 
bond — have  you  raifed  the  five  thoufand  pounds, 

Alitrade.  No;  and  I  defpair  of  fuccefs— the 
friend  I  applied  to  wants  Mifs  Sutherland  to  join. 

Worry.  She  join  !  why  flic's  as  poor— 

4llirade.  I  know— but  he  fays  (he  has  rich  re- 
lations— may  have  a  handfome  legacy — in  fliort> 
It  will  mend  the  fecuriiy  -.-^therefore  let  Sir  Hcrvey 
know  this,  and  he  will  fee  the  receflfity  of  com- 
manding her  to  fign  inftantly,    f  Worry  is  going.) 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Good  day,  Worry — I  (hall  be  al- 
ways glad  to  fee  you :  and  becaufc  there's  a  hatch- 
ment over  my  door,  don't  fancy  this  is  abfolutcly 
the  houfe  of  mourning. 

Worry.  No,  ma'am  i-r-I — \'^(  laughing  and  try  - 
ing  to  conceal  it). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Why,  what  do  you  laugh  at  ? — 
fpeak  out — you  won't  ofFcrnd  me. 

Worry.  Shan't  I,  ma'am? — then  begging  your 
pardon,  you  nced'nt  have  caution'd  me  i  for  I  al- 
ways look  on  a  hatchment  outfide  of  a  widow's 
houfe  like  a  fign  over  an  inn — a  certain  emblem 
of  revelry  and  good  cheer. — And  when  I'm  a 
widower — oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  (Jhakes  bis  head^/tghs^  and 
exit.) 

Alltrade.  So  far,  fo  well ;  he's  In  our  intereft— . 
but  to  get  this  bond  out  of  Sir  Hervey^s  hands,  wc 
muft  at  lead  advance  a  few  hundreds,  and  vherq 
to  raife  even  thofe — for  my  part  I  haven't  a  guinea. 

,   Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nor  I  now  a  (hilling  ! — (Jigbing) 
nor  do  I  know  where  to  raifc  one  ? 

Alltrade.  No! 

Mrs,  Dazzle.  No ;  unlcfs  indeed  Mr.  Mift  the 
manager  of  our  country  theatre — 

Alltrade.  What!  the  quondam  filverfmith  of 
Chcapfidc  I— he's  an  old  friend  of  mine, 

Mrs.  Dazzle^  Is  he? — then  you  may  aid  my 
fuit.— You  muft  know,  fmitten  with  the  love  of 
faoie,  eager  to  acquire  the  reputation  of  wit  and 
genius,  I  have  written  a  moft  magnificent  play,' 
which  of  courfe  I  am  all  anxiety  to  fee  aded  %  he 
has  already  promifed  to  come  and  read  it,  and  if  it 
meets  with  his  approbation,  very  likely  he  may 
advance  the  money  neccflary  to  pay  Sir  Hcrvey. 

Alltrade.  True — fuppofe  I  haften  his  vific — 1*11 
feek  him  inftantly ;  and  whilft  you  keep  Juliana 
put  of  fight,  ril  keep  the  will  out  of  fight — {fut^ 
ting  will  in  bis  pocket). — And  with  regard  to  the 
play,  if  you  get  money  by  it,  depend  on'c  you'H 
get  reputation  alfo ;  one  generally  follows  the  other. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  So  it  does— and  how  the  cafe  is 
altered  ?— formerly  wits  had  no  money,  and  now  he 
that  has  no  money  has  no  wit  \  for  whilfl:  a  bad 
joke  will  be  applauded  from  the  head  of  a  great 
able,  a  good  one  will  be  loft  if  fpoken  by  him 
who  has  nothing  but  wit  to  recommend  him  !— but 
away  to  the  manager— let  the  war  begin,  and  doubt 
not  our  viftory  !  [Exeunt, 
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SCESE^OutJiJe  of  the  Theatre. 

Enter  Stopgap  {^from  the  Box-office). 

Stopgap.  Pooh— ril  fit  there  picking  my  teeth 
no  longer  i— ftay  for  ever,  there  won't  be  a  place 
taken ;  for  well  as  Mr.  Mift  might  underftand 
conducing  a  (hop,  he  knows  fo  little  how  to 
manage  a  theatre,  that  during  the  time  I  have  been 
prompter,  treafurer,  box-book-keeper,  and  deputy 
manager,  there  have  been  only  three  boxes  taken— 
and  they  were  by  particular  friends,  who  thought 
they  did  him  an  honour  by  coming  in  with  orders 

— — plha  I— rU  go heh  ? — who's  here  ?— aha  ? 

a  flat  at  laft  1 

Enter  Alltrade. 

Stopgap.  This  way.  Sir, — there's  the  office— have 
a  front  row  in  any  part  of  the  houfc.  Sir — 

Alltrade.  Sir,  I  want  to  fpcak  to  Mr.  Mift— 
where  is  he?  (Stopgap  holds  down  his  head). -^ 
Why  don't  you  anfwer  me  ? — where  can  I  find  him? 

Stopgap.  He's  walking  on  the  London  road — 
you'll  find  him  there,  all  anxiety,  looking  out  for 
the  new  Harlequin  whom'  we  expedl  every  hour 
by  the  flow  waggon. 

Alltrade.  Expeft  Harlequin  by  the  flow  wag- 
gon! 

Stopgap.  Yes,  Sir  :  and  between  you  and  me,  'tis 
high  time  he  camej  we  play  to  (hocking  houfcs — 
laft  night  to  Hamlet  we  were  obliged  to  make  a 
fliew,  by  fl^oving  the  band  into  the  pit,  the  orange 
women  into  the  boxes,  and  the  door-keepers  into 
the  galleries,— .Indeed  no  wonder  at  ir,  for  Mr. 
Mift  himfdf  played  Hamlet. 

Alltrade^ 
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AlUrade.  The  old  tradefman  ad  Hamlet ! 

Stopgap.  Even  fo — he  always  will  aft  the  bed 
part — ^but  here  he  comes,  and  fpite  of  die  bad 
houfes,  all  buftle,  life,  and  animation  ! 

Enter  Mist. 

Mijl.  Damn  that  flo*  waggon — not  here  'till 
feafon's  over— however,  fure  of  tol  lol  houfe  to 
night— fine  day— ftrong  bill — nothing  againft— « 
what  Jack  I  Jack  AUrrade  !— why  what  brings  you 

to  this oh  !  oh  ! — fly  dog  ! — written  a  Farce— 

can't  get  it  aded  in  London — and  fo  come-      ■ 

Alltrade.  Not  I  upon  my  honour. 

Mifi.  Want  an  engagement  then!— what's  your 
line?  Ben,  Scrub,  and  Calliban;  or  Richard,  Romeo, 
and  the  tiptops — no  difference  though — tragedy  or 
comedy — play  which  you  will.  Jack-— fure  to  en- 
tertain audience— he !  he  !  be  ! 

AlUrade.  Why  'Slife— here's  an  alteration! — 
when  I  laft  faw  you,  you  were  leaving  off  trade  with 
a  capital  fortune,  and  retiring  into  the  country  free 
from  the  car^s  and  vexation  of  bufinefs. 

Mifi.  Hem !  much  you  know  of  the  matter*— 
when  I  loft  care  and  vexation,  loft  my  two  beft 
friends. 

AlUrade.  Care  and  vexation  your  beft  friends !. 

Mifi.  Yes :  couldn't  tell  whut  to  do  with  myfelf 
—all  day  long  watching  clock,  or  yawning  at  ftreec 
door — could'nt  bear  it — hardly  alive — thought  of 
opening  new  ftiop— when  one  lucky  day  1— play 
-  houfe  put  up  at  audtion — always  had  theatrical 
twift — fo  bid  handibmeiy— knock'd  down  at  large 
fum  to  be  fure— but  what  then  ?  been  happy  ever 
fince— had  care  and  vexation  in  abundance — but 

mum— 
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liiurti— (han't  flop  here— London— Covcrit  Gafden 
-i-Drury  Lane— they're  my  objcft ! 

Alltrade.  Indeed  ! — then  .  why  not  make  them 
your  objcft  now  ?— why  not  engage  London  play- 
ers? 

Mift.    Um!    (/napping  bis  fingers) — that  for 
London  players — and  that  for  London  authors— 
loon  have  beft  aftor  and  fineft  writer  living— hch : 
know  who  I  mean  ?  {mimics  Harlequin.) 
"    Alltrade.  Harlequin ! 

Mift.  Right— back  his  wooden  fword  againft 
their  wooden  heads — bring  all  Europe — young  and 
old  boys— little  babies^  and  full  grown  babies :— -and 
then  for  falary- only  twelve  fhillings  a  week,  and 
fare  of  flow  waggon— whereas  thefe  London  gen- 
tlemen, with  their   ten    pounds  a  night  and  pofl: 

chaifes  and  four bcfidcs,  won't  do  here  ?— don't 

I  come  from  London  ? — don't  t  aft  Hamlet,  and 
to  what  ? — not  enough  to  pay  the  lighting  ?•:— but 
can't  (lay — muft  go  look  after  the  tricks— muft 
get  all  fmooth  'gainft  great  man's  arrival. 

Alltrade.  Nay :  I've  an  invitation  for  you— 
Mrs.  Dazzle  is  extremely  anxious  about  her  play, 
and  requefts  you'd  wait  upon  her. 

Mifi.  I  wait! — who's  manager?— befides  d—d 
(luff  I  fuppofc. 

'  Alltrade.  That  I  can't  fay — but  when  I  tell  you, 
flie  is  a  lady  I  have  the  greateft  regard  for 

M^ft.  Enough — come  this  evening — be  there 
before  doors  open — till  when,  in  the  words  of 
Hamlet,' Remember  me! 

.  Alltrade,  Hamlet ! — in  the  words  of  the  Ghoft, 
you  m^^an. 

Mijl.  Yes :  but  when  I  aft  Hamlet,  play  the 
Ghoft  coo — always  take  every  good  fpcech  in  the 

play 
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play  and  whip  into  my  part — I'm  manager- 
he !  he!  he! 

jllltrade.  Well,  adieu— and  after  the  reading, 
ril  look  in  at  the  theatre. 

Miji.  Do — (han't  coft  you  a  farthing — puo  you 
in  at  ftage  door,  and  fit  in  my  box — Strong  bill  to- 
night—Beggar's Opera  in  two  afts — Filch  by  a 
gentleman  of  the  law,  being  his  Brft  and  laft  ap« 
pearancc  on  any  ftage — after  which,  a  grand  fpec- 
tacle  of  my  own  writing,  called  "  Gulliver  the 
"  Great." — In  the  firft  ad,  all  the  charafters  will 
be  killed— -in  the  fecond,  introduced  their  execu- 
tors, adminiftrators,   and  afljgns — but  come   and 

judge. 1   fay  though,    when  new  pantomime 

comes  oat,  trouble  you  not  to  walk  about  the 
town,  Jack. 

Jlltrade:  Why  ? 

Mift.  Why  ! — who'll  pay  to  look  at  my  clown, 
when  they  can  fee  you  for  nothing — he  !  he !  he ! 
—come  along,  Stop.  [Exeuntm 
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SCE^E^Outfide  of  the  Caftle. 

Enter  Sir  Hervey  Sutherland,  Worry,  md 
Geoffry. 

Sir  Hervey.  *Sdcath  !  how  mortifying  !  how 
perplexing  ! — and  yet,  without  the  money,  inevit- 
able ruin  follows.  Are  you  fure  that^was  Mr. 
Alltrade's  meflage  ? 

Worry.  Yes,  Sir;  he  cannot  raifc  the  five 
thoufand  pounds  unlefs  Mifs  Juliana  joins  in  the 
bond. 

.  Sir  Hervey.  Well,  be  it  fo.— Enter  the  caftle 
inftantly,  and  tell  her  'tis  by  my  command  j  the 
firft  and  laft  requeft  her  father  ever  will  make  to 
her — begone — [Worry  m/].— And  now,  old 
man,  obey  my  orders — let  there  be  mafks  and 
dancing— I  cannot  encounter  folitude— that  leads 
to  thought,  and  thought  engenders  madncfs ;  and 
I  muft  plunge  'midft  any  fpecics  of  fociety  to  favc 
me  from  myfelf:  therefore,  let  the  doors  of  Su- 
therland-houfe  once  more  be  opened,  and  let  re- 
velry and  good  cheer  welcome  m.y  return. 

Geoffry.  1  (hall  obey.  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  Give  general  invitation  to  my 
friends. 

Geoffry.  Your  friends ! — Oh,  Tm  glad  of  that. 
Sir — then  I  hope  I  know  one  who  will  be  of  the 
party. 

Sir 
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Sir  Hervey.   Indeed  !  who,  Geoffry  ? 
Geoffry.  With   fubmiflion,    Mifs  Juliana,  Sir — 
don't  be  angry — but  if  the  title  of  friend  adnnits 
any  one  into  your  houfe,  in  my  nnind  none  ought 
to  be  more  welcome  than  your  own  daughter. 
Sir  Hervey.  How  ! — have  a  care.  Sir.  . 
Geoffry.    Nay,    you  are  deceived,  cruelly   de* 
ccived  ;    (he  has  no  hope,  no  wifh  beyond  you  : 
only  this  very  morning,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  (he 
exclaimed,    "  The  day  that  reconciles  me  to'my 
**  father  will  be  the  proudeft  and  the  happieft  of 
"  my  life  !*' — Thefc  were  her  words — andndw,  to 
fee  her  imprifoned  ! — ^{fmnting  to  the  caftk.) 

Sir  Hervey   {much  agitated).    Did  Ihe— did  (he 
fay  this,  Geoffry  ? 

Geoffry.  She  did.  Sir— and  at  the  fame  time  (he 
put  on  fuch  a  fweet  fafcinating  look — cxaftly  fuch 

a  one  as  her  late  mother '  -  ^ 

Sir  Hervey.   Who,  Sir? 

Geoffry.  Such  a  one  as  poor  Lady  Sutherland, 

Sir,- 

Sir  Hervey.  Diftraflion  ! — you've  raifcd  the 
latent  fury  here ;  and  I  would  focner  pqcfs  a  viper 
to  my  bread  than  the  image  of  a  woman,  who  had 
fo  wronged  me. — I'll  hear  no  more — beli^es^ 
this  is  all  artifice: — I've  been  informed  how  well 
(he  loves  her  father;  and  for  the  imprifonmenc 
you  talk  of,  I  fanftion  and  approve  it. — Better  be 
even  cloiftcred  thus,  than  only  come  into  the 
world  to  vindicate  and  (hare  a  falfe,  falfe  mother's 
crimes. 

Geoffry.    What!     can   Mrs.  Dazzle    be    bale 

enough 

Sir  Hfrvey.  Peace,  old  man— on  pain  of  your 

difmi(ral    utter  not  a  word  againft    that  bcft  of 

women  and  of-  friends.— Attend  m.e  home,  and 

c  inlUntly 
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inftantly  make  preparation  for  iplendid  hofpi- 
tality.— (Gw»f.) 

Geoffry.  Look^  Sir !— ^nly  look  ! — there's  poor 
Mifs  Juliana  fitting  at  herprifon  window  j—^fce, 
how  innocent  and  how  melancholy  (he  appears  !-— 
Suppofe  now  you  were  juft  to  ftay  and«-and— 
fpeak  to  her.  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  I  fpeak !— away!— lead  not  my 
mind  to  thoughts  that  madden  whilft  tbey  charm 
me.— No — in  the  hufband's  wrongs  I'll  bury  all  tlu? 
fond,  fond  feelings  of  the  father •'—(GM'irj^,  Geoffiry 
flops  him.) 

Geoffiy.  Nay,  Sir,  only  turn  and  take  one  look 
at  her— 

Sir  Hervey.  I  dare  not— I  dare  tkot^rufbis 
Wii  followed  by  Geoffiry). 

SCENE— ^»  Apartment  in  the  Cafile. 
Enter  Juliana. 

Juliana.  Oh,  what  a  fate  is  mine !— »a  father, 
whom  I  haven't  feen  from  infancy,  and  now  fo  near 
me— and  I'm  denied  the  fight  of  him— nay  mpre, 
am  told  that,  by  his  orders,  this  place  is  (till  to  be 
my  prifon. — Oh,  my  mother  !  I  feel  my  heart,  like 
yours,  can't  long  fupport  it. — (fTeeps.)-^!  ftiall 
foon  follow  thee! 

Enter  Worry. 

Worry.  So,  there  (he  is — what  a  frightful,  un- 
dutiful  countenance  !— Oh,  (he'll  fee  us  all  ftarvc 
before Madam ! 

Juliana.  As  I  live,  the  man  that  Geoflfry  fpoke 
of— what  can  he  want  ? — {Advances  towards  him.) 
—  May  Ia(k — I  hope  SirHcrvcy's  well  ? 

fFbrry. 
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Worry.  No,  he's  very  ill,  I'm  very  much 
obliged  to  you. 

Juliana.  Ill !— heavens! what's  his  com- 
plaint ? 

Worry.  An  ungrateful  daughter! Your  par- 
don, ma'am — perhaps  I'm  fomewhat  blunt — but 
I  have  lived  with  Sir  Hcrvey  thefc  twenty  years : 
if  he  has  faults  to  others,  he  has  none  to  me ;  and 
though  the  world  deferts  hkn,  it  is  my  duty  to 
ftand  or  fall  with  him. 

Juliana.  Well,  I  applaud  your  zea!  5  but  why, 
why  charge  n^  with  ingratitude  ? 

Worry.  Becaufe  you  arc  his  enemy  j  becaufe 
you  take  the  part  of  her  who  bafely  wrong'd  him. 

Juliana.  Hold,  cenfurc  me  as  much  as  you 
pleafe;  but  breathe  not  a  fyllablc  againft  my 
mother. 

Worry.  There  !  you  avow  it ;  you  juftifyi— 

Juliana.  No— but  I  feel  for  her  1  1  lament  her 
(ate :  that  confolation  Sir  Hervey  cannot  deny  me. 
— >Aod  let  him  know  me  before  he  condemns  nnc ; 
for  how  can  that  child  be  called  ungrateful  who 
never  had  an  opportunity  of  evincing  either  her 
duty  or  affcdion  ? 

Worry.  How! 

Juliana.  I  never  wronged  him ;  and  even  in  my 
infancy  he  Ihut  his  doors  againft  me.-^I  am  his 
child  3  and  by  denying  his  prote6tion,  he  has  ex* 
pofcd  me  to^the  felf-fame  fnares  my  mother  fell  a 
mp.tyr  to. — I've  not  difgraced — I've  ever  loved 
him  :  and  let  hinri  give  me  but  the  trial— oh  !  kc 
him  take  me  to  his  heart  3  and  if  the  carefTes  of  an 
affedtionate  daughter  do  not  atone  for  the  errors  of 
a  mifguided  mother,  then  let  him  caft  me  from 
him ;  but  till  then  let  him  not  accufe  me  of  in* 
gratitude. 

c  2  Worry. 
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Worry.  What !  and  you'd  how  handfome 
fhe  looks  ! — you'd  be  loving  and  dutiful  ? 

Juliana.  Oh  yes — I'd  watch,  Td  nurfe  hinci— 
weep  as  he  wept,  and  blefs  each  fmilc  that  cheered 
him  :  and  when  tioie  had  mellowed  his  grief  into  a 
fweet  remembrance  of  my  mother's  lofs,  then  Td 
retrieve  her  honour  in  the  grave  : — in  my  un* 
varied  truths  all,  all  (hould  be  forgotten*  I  would 
revive  the  friendthip  that  he  bore  her,  and  flic 
Ihould  live  again  in  Juliana. 

JVorry.  Blefs  my  foul ! — now  only  think  of  my 
not  marrying  fuch  a  woman  ! — and  if  he  wanted 
money,  and  you  had  it  to  lend  him  ■ 

Juliana.  If  I  had  millions,  I  would  devote  them 
all  to  him. 

Worry.  Old  Geoff's  right. — May  I  never  go  to 
Heaven  if  ftie  isn't  an  angel ! — and  if  the  widow 
isn't  fomcthing  elfe,  may  I  go  fomcwhcrc  elfe. 

Juliana.  Ay,  Mrs.  Dazzle^  (he  is  my  perfe- 
cutor :  from  the  hour  I  accidentally  interfered  with 
her  in  Captain  Lavifli's  affcftion,  (he — - 

Worry »  Captain  Lavilh  ! — what,  your  father's 
antagonift — the  man  who  two  years  ago  fought 
him  in  Switzerland  ? 

Juliana.  Alas  !  the  fame. 

Worry.  And  did  you  return  his  affcftion  ? 

Juliana.  What  could  I  dp  ? — he  rifked  his  own 
life  CO  fave  mine— 'tis  but  a  (hort  and  fimplc  talc — 
One  day,  when  I  had  liberty  to  ride  within  the  prc- 
cinfts  of  the  caftle,  my  horfe  ran  away  with  me, 
and  he  in  (lopping  it  broke  h:b  arm :  I  could  do 
no  lei's  th-n  confels  the  obligation  i  and  (ince  his 
recovery,  often  vifuing  Mrs.  Dazzle,  our  intimacy 
cncreafed,  and  gratitude  grew  into  love. 

Worry.  And  ail  the  time  did  you  know  of  the 
dud  ? 

Juliana. 
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Juliana.  No;  till  yefterciny  I  never  heard  of  it; 
and  then  1  inftantly  informed  him,  that  though  Sir 
Hervey  negledted  his  duty  to  hie,  I  could  never 
forget  mine  to  him,  and  nothing  (hould  induce  me 
to  receive  that  man  as  a  lover,  who  defigned  to  be 
the  murderer  of  my  father.  (Worry  crcjfes  her 
^s  if  going) — Why,  what's  the  matter? — where  are 
you  going  ? 

IVorry.  To  Sir  Hervey  ;  to  bid  him  remove  you 
from  the  protedion  of  a  hypocrite,  and  place  you 
under  his  own. 

Juliana.  Oh,  will  you-— will  you  be  fo  generous? 
Indeed  in  this  caftle  I  am  not  fafe  a  moment. 

Worry.  No— ^  nor  any  body  elfe;  for  the  roof 
will  tumble  in  to  a  certainty  \  but  Til  go  diredlly : 
and  if  I  fail,  and  the  war  continues — let  the  enemy 
look  to  it— I've  ferved  many  a  hard  campaign,  and 
though  not  lately  in  the  battles  abroad,  thanks  to 
Mrs.  Worry  I've  feen  pretty  warm  fcrvicc  at  home  1 
and  fooner  than  you  flioukl  remain  under  the  rod  of 
a  tyrant,  I'd  ftorm  the  caftle,  and  revive  the  age 
of  chivalry: — yes — I  would — I  **  Will  Worry," 
the  married  man  !— So  retire,  and  wait  my  coming, 
madam — I'll  not  be  long. 

Juliana,  I'm  fure  you  will  not:  and  pray  remind 
my  father,  that  \  have  fuffeitd  in  my  turn  j  that 
wc  arc  partners  in  calamity,  and  by  meeting  we 
might  divide  and  didipate  each  other's  woes. — Tell 
him — but  you  know  my  thougfjts,  and  to  your 
conduft  I  commit  a  caufc  on  which  my  l.oj^c,  my 
h.ippinefs,  my  life  depends  I  [Ex^un:. 
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SCENE— 'y/»<7/A^r  Apartment  in  the  Caftk,  Mrtt 
Dazzle  and  Mist  di/cov^£d  fitting  at  a  Tabh-^ 
Mist  with  a  Manuf(ript  in  bis  Hand:, 

Mrs*  Daz^h.  Now  then,  Mr.  MiST^-^now  begin 
the  play  :  but  remember,  1  haven't  quite  fioifhed  it. 

Mifi  (reading).  "  Mary  ^een  of  SeotSi  a  grand 
*'  keroic  drama  i  with  new  Jcen^Sy  new  dreffes%  new 
^^decsrattons,  new** — hem ;  that's  rhy  ainir-^— I'm 
manager 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  certainly^  Sir    i  . 

Mifi  (.reading).  "  Scene  the  Jirft — a  room  in  a 
«^  Cajile^tbe  Duke  of  Norfolk  dif covered  with  a  key 
•'  in  his  band.  The  Duke — Now,  by  my  holy  dame» 
•*  with  this  Tame  key.  Jockey  of  Norfolk,  thou'lc 
*<  unlock  the  gate  of  Scottifh  Mary's  prifon  I— fli? 
*'  unlocks  ibe  gate  and  leads  fortb  Jlfjry.— Belhrew 
*^  me,  but  your  fafe,  and  fo  good  morrow,  good 
«*  Queen  Elizabeth  !" — (Mist  lays  down  tbe  play, 
find  ri/es:)  Won't  dor— won't  bring  fixpence— refufc 
itrrr- 1  rcfofe  it! 

Mrs^  Dazzle.  How !  why  I  flattered  myfelf  I 
had  caught  the  true  Shakfperian  fire. 

Mijt.  And  fuppofe  you  had---what  then  ?— played 
Hamlet  laft  night  under  ten  pounds;  and  I  fay 
that's  a  bad  play  that  brings  a  bad  houfe. — Harle- 
quin and  Abraham  >ifewland — they're  the  only  pul- 
ling writers,  except  indeed  the  Germans;  and 
there!— rthere  I'm  beforehand  with  the  Londoners — 
mum — mine's  a  German  Harlequin — he!— he! — 
However,  try  another  page— if  that's  not  better, 
don't  you  finiih  play-— audience  will  finilh  it  for 
you.,   (Reads play:) 

«  Enter 
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«'  Enter  ^leen  Elizahetb  and  Burleigh. The 

*  ^^<»— Go  to— we'll  nip'cm  i*thcbud. — Why, 
**  how  now,  rebels  ? — for  this  treacherous  queen, 
"  convey  her  to  the  tower — and  there,  good  Bur- 
"  leigh — You  take  the  hint — Away! —Burleigh 

"  carries  off  Mary  and'' {here  Mist  is  inter-^ 

r tip  ted  by  loud  rattling  at  ft  age  door) — You  hev— 
applaufe  interrupts  us. 

Mrs.  Dazzle,  Who  can  it  be? — dear!  was  there 
ever  any  thing  fo  unlucky  ? 

Mift.  Not  at  all  i  for  this  relief  much  thanks— 
{taking  up  bis  bat  and  cane). — Decided,  in  my 
opinion — firft  night  difapprobation — fecond,  under 
cxpences — third,  nobody  but  the  author. — Yours, 
devotedly  yours. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay,  I  infift  you  don't  ftir  (jioi/e  at 
door  again).  •- You  hear !— do  only  be  kind  enough 
to  flep  into  the  next  room,  and  I'll  get  rid  of  this  in- 
trufive  perfon  in  a  moment :  come  now,  indulge  an 
anxious  author;  and  conQder  though  it  don't  read, 
it  may  aft  welL 

Mift.  That's  true;  nothing  reads  worfe  than 
pantomime;  but  in  reprefentation  1— Oh  gods !  and 
goddeffes  !— give  me  the  manufcript-^-I'll  indulge 
you  (Jakes  /£^^pAiy)— one— two — only  four  ads  !— 
never  mind— if  play's  bad,  lefs  of  bad  thing  the 
better— if  good,  I  and  my  copyift  foon  cobble  up 
fifth  aft  for  you— but  I'm  gone— f  G^/»f,  returns) 
Mum  !  ever  fee  Gulliver  the  Great  r— that  was  our 
writing — to  be  fure  audience  damn'd  it  the  firfl: 
night,  but  what  then  ? — Theatre's  mine!— fo  gave 
'em  a  dofe  of  it^  a£ted  it  Bfty  nights  running— re- 
venged myfclf  there— he!  he!  he!— and  in  like 
manner  always  will  maintain  dignity  !^-always,  as 
long  as  I'm  P.  M.,  Peter  Mift— and  M.  P, 
manager  of  a  play  houfe !  \^Exit. 

c  4  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Now  then,  for  this  tormentor*— 
{^opens  door ^and enter  ]\5LiA^ a) — You  Mifs! — how 
dare  you ;- 

Juliana.  Oh,  madam  !— I'm  fo  terrified  !— even 
now,  Mr.  Alltrade,  a  total  ft  ranger,  propofed  mar- 
riage to  me }  and  told  me  that,  aided  by  his  own 
merit  and  your  intereft,  he  didn't  doubt  of  fucccfe, 
— Nay, on  my  refufing  him,  he  abfolutely  threatened 
to  ufe  force. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  on  this  account  you  fled  from 
him  ? 

Juliana.  I  did,  madam:  and  I  entreat  you  to 
proteft  and  fave  me. 

Mrs,  Dazzle.  Bafe,  worthlefs  girl ! — then  know 
Mr.  Alltrade  fpoke  truth ;  he  is  the  man  I  have 
fcleftcd  for  your  huftjand. 

Juliana.  Heavens!  and  can  you  mean  — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  1  mean  you  fhould  be  his  wife ! 
and  till  you  confent,  your  chamber  (hall  be  your 
prifon — 

Juliana  {falling  at  her  feet).  Oh,  for  mercy  ! 
i — Look  at  wx — 1  anr  fricndlefs,  fachcriefs  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  who  have  you  to  thank  for 
ir  r — Yes:  'tis  as  I  faid — Captain  Lavifti  has  taught 
you  to  dcfpife  marriage,  and  copy  the  example  of 
her  who  made  you  fathtrlefs. 

Juliana.  What!    do  you  allgde  to 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  I  do — and  beware,  Mifs — dare  not 
to  imitate  fuch  falfe,  abandoned  conduft, 

Juliana.  Abandoned ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay:  would  you  juftify  it? — have 
you  the  a-jdacicy  to  vindicate  deeds  the  moft  licen- 
tious !  — ail  ions 

Juliana  {rifing).  Were  you  the  being  that  I 
muft  refpeit— were  you  my  father  I —I'd  tell  you 
it  is  falfe  1— Licentious ! — oh,  had  my  illfated  mother 

poffeffed 
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poffcffed  one  atom  that  refcmbled  you,  I'd  tear  her 
innage  from  my  heart,  or  die ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Take  care,  or 

Juliana.  Oh,  fhame !  (hamc !— is  this  the  pro- 
teftion  I  might  exped  from  one  of  my  own  fcx  ? — 
Men  would  betray  us  j  let  us  not  betray  each  other ! 
and  while  flie  whom  you  cenfure  might  meet  with 
pity  and  forgivenefs,  what  can  the  female  fcducer 
expert  ? — the  fcorn  of  one  fex,  the  abhorrence  of 
the  other. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Begone^!— retire  to  your  cham- 
ber— nay,  no  reply; — I  will  be  obeyed— (wtf/^x 
up  tie  Jl age  in  a  rage). 

Enter  Worry. 

Juliana  {riawing  baflily  up  to  bint).  Oh  !  have 
you  feen  my  father  ? — will  he,  will  he  take  pity  on 
me? 

Worry:  Alas,  madam  ! — I  can  do  nothing  for 
you. 

Juliana.  Wiiat !  heperfifts! 

fVorry.  Moft  obftinately  :  he  fays  your  offer  of 
advancing  money  is  no  more  than  your  duty,  and 
what  a  parent  has  a  lawful  claim  to. 

Juliana.  Then  may  hefcel but  he's  deceived, 

and  I  forgive  him. 

Mrs.  Uazzle  (coming  down  ft  age).  Not  gone 
yet !  — Do  as  I  command  :  to  your  chamber  I  infift 
— (takes  Juliana  by  the  arm  and  leads  her  to  fiage 
door — Jl  LIANA  exit.) — And  you,  Worry, as  you've 
kindly  undertaken  to  affift  Mr.  Alltradc,  go  to  him 
inftantly  ;  tell  him  Mifs  Sutherland  has  fo  grofsly 
infulred  me,  that  I've  no  longer  any  conlcientious 
fcruples,  and  if  he  choofcs  to  fecurc  the  marriage 
by  carrying  her  off— 

Worry. 
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Worry.  Carrying  her  off! 

Mrs.  DazzU.  Ay :  force  will  be  the  ihorteft 
mode :  fo  bid  him  come  in  a  poft-^chaife  to  the 
ureftern  gate^  whilft  I  go  and  make  fure  of  my 
prifoner.— Away — lofe  not  a  moment,  and  tell  him 
I'll  anfwcr  for  the  fuccefs  of  the  enterprizc.    [Exit. 

Worry.  I  go  to  Mr.  Alltrade ! — I  aid-— blefs  mjr 
foul !— -No  wonder  (he's  a  widow — If  (he  married 
every  morning,  her  hu/band  would  die  before  night: 
—but  I  will  aid  in  carrying  her  off — I'll  go  di- 
reftly  and  get  a(riftance — 1*11  entreat  the  firft  man 
I  meet  to  join  with  me  : — and  let  Sir  Hervey  con- 
demn, or,  what's  more  tremendous,  let  Mrs.  Worry 
fcold  me,  I  know  I'm  doing  my  duty !«— So  in  fpite 
of  wives,  widows,  and  devils,  I'll  fecure  her  efcape, 
and  ftill  try  to  rcftore  her  to  her  father.    {Going.) 

Re-enter  Mist  (ju^itb  the  Play  in  bis  band). 

Mift.  Oh,  it  won't  do— 'twill  be  dama'd. 

Worry.  Now  pray  take  pity — pray  give  your 
alTiftance,  Sir: — there's  the  fweeteft  young  lady  juft 
lock'd  into  that  room,  and  if  you  would  but  help  to 
releafe  her 

Mift.  How!  what!  young  lady  lock'd  up !  and 
I  help  to  releafe  her!  — pooh — nonfenfe! — what's 
her  cafe  ! — And  me — why  apply  to  me  ? 

Worry.  Becaufe  I'm  fure  you  will  befriend  us— 
and  if  you  did  but.know  how  well  (he  had  con- 
duded  herfelfl — how  charmingly  Ihe  had  aifledhcr 
part-«» 

Mift.   What !   a<fVed  her  part ! 

Worry.  Ay  I  no  woman  ever  a&ed  better  :— 
fuch  fcnfc  !  fuch  feeling.  Sir ! — and  now,  when  (he 
is  fo  ready  to  engage  hcrfelf — 

Mift.  Ready  to  engage  ! — oh,  ho — comprehend 
now— lock'd  up  co  keep  her  from  the  ftage,  and 

apply 


MANAGEMENT.  27 

apply  to  me  'caufe  Vm  MaDager-*-be  1  he !— Hark 
yti  how's  her  voice? 

ff^crry.  Delightful. 

Mift^  And  her  adion  ? 

ff^arry.  Gracefial. 

Mift.  And  her  figure? 

Worry.  Beautiful. 

Mifi.  Damme  Ihe'U  do  my  bufinefs  till  Harle- 
quin  comes !  Say  no  more^-my  houie  is  open--* 
ni  give  her  an  appearance. 

Worry.  What !— youMl  get  her  out  \ 

Miji.  To  be  furel  will— in  what  part  flie  lilacs  beft 
i*-tragedy,  comedy^  opera,  farce,  pantomime!— 
And  you  !-^want  a  down — you  (hall  play  clown— 
alfo  if  youVe  married !  don*t  rtply— fee  it  by  your 
chin — give  you  and  your  wife  freedom— perpetual 
free  admiflion. — But  now  for  it— -now  to  plan  plot 
——Hem  I — Here  is  the  author. 

Enter  (from  folding  doors)  Mrs.  Dazzle. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  {locking  doors  and  putting  the  key 
in  ber  pocket).  So  now  Juliana's  fafe,  and  I  get  my 
hufband's  cftate.— Oh,  Worry,  have  you  fccn  Mr. 
Allcrade  ? 

Worry  {confufed).  Hey  I  yes— I've  feen  Mr. 
AUtrade,  and  he'll  be  here  with  the  chaife  diredty. 

Mift  {reading  play).  **  Burleigh  carries  oflF 
Mary." 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  What!  no  further,  Mr.  Mift? — 
I  fuppofe  you're  thinking  of  the  effeft,  Mr.  Mana- 
ger? 

Worry.  Mr.  Manager  !— Oh  !  I  underftand 
now — 

Mifl.  Yes ;  but  can't  tell  without  rehearfal— 
caonot  judge  unlefs  I  faw  it  on  the  boards— Let  me 
fee— there's  the  prifon  gate— (pM/i///ff  to  folding 

doors)  : 
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doors)', — you  are  Jockey  Norfolk — no  Tm  Jockey 
— — I'll  tell  you  what — fuppofe  we  give  it  a  trial  ! 

Mrs.  Bazzle.  A  trial !  what  a  rehearfal  now  in 
this  room  ? — Delightful ! — I  (hould  like  it  of  all 
things. 

Mijl.  So  (hould  I— then  liften— Pll  play  Nor- 
folk— you  Queen  Elizabeth  — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  He,  Burleigh — {pointing  te 
Worry). 

Worry.  Who  the  devil's  Burleigh. — 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  And  for  Mary-^-dear  !  dear  ! 
where  (hall  we  get  a  Mary  ? 

Mifi.  Tell  you — all  in  way  of  rehearfal — young 
Jady  you  juft  lock'd  in— /he's  in  fanne  fituation  you 
know. 

Mrs.  Bazzle.  So  (he  is — here.  Worry  ! — here's 
an  excellent  opportunity  to  take  her  to  Mr.  All- 
trade,  (y^^/^/o  Worry,  whonods  to  her^gnificafit^ 
ly.) — 1  declare  1  ca'nt  help  laughing. 

MiJl.  No  more  can  1 : — Oh  damme,  I  fee  it  will 
produce  an  efFed:  now  ? — give  me  the  key  (Mrs* 
Dazzle  gives  it  him), — All  to  our  feparate  places, 
and  let  rehearfal  begin. — Enter  Duke  of  Norfolk. 
{Puts  himjelf  in  a  mock  tragic  attitude^  and /peaks 
bomhaftically.)  ^^  Now  !  by  my  holy  dame,  with 
"  this  fame  key,  Jockey  of  Norfolk,  thou'lt  unlock 
*^  the  gate  of  Scottifh  Mary's  prifon.  {Unlocks 
^^  folding  doorSy  and  leads  out  Juliana). — Beflirew 
*^  me,  but  vou'rc  fafe,  and  fo  good  morrow,  good 
''  Queen  Elizabeth  !" 

Mrs.  Dazzle  {alfo  /peaking  bomha/lically). 
**  Go  to — we'll  nip  'em  in  the  bud. — Why,  how 
*^  now,  rebels  ? — For  this  treacherous  Q^ieen— • 
«'  (feizing  Juliana,  and  delivering  her  to  Worry  \ 
"  who  puts  him/elf  in  a  tragic  attitude) — convey 
*«  her  to  the  tower! — and  there,  good  Burleigh 
<«  —You  take  the  hint !  — Away  !"  Mijl. 
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JMifi.  Ay  : — You  take  the  hint ! — Aw^  !  •  -  ^ 

Worry.  Oh  yes  :— 1  take  the  hint— Away !  (£xi/ 
with  Juliana). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.,  Bravo!— will  it  meet  with  diC« 
approbation  now  ?— 

Mill.  No— it  muft  be, a  very  illnatured pudicncc 
indeed,  that  don't  applaod  Xo  ingt*nious  an  exic« — ' 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay  I  there's  aiithorfliip  for  yoD  ! 

Mijl.  B^gad,  and  there's  management  for  you  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Remember,  Sir,  but  for  rne  thcfe 
ch^radlers  wouldn't  have  been  brought  on  the  (lage. 

Miji.  No  i  and  but- for  you  they  wouldn't  have 
been  got  off  the  ftage  j  but  no>y  to  get  Norfolk 
off Mvift  follow  new  2i&ivt\'s.-'(/lfuie.)  . 

Mrs  Dazzle.  Stop !  Til  tpU  you  j  Llii«w.beth  firfl: 
turns  her  back  upon  him — then  Norfolk  mikes 
a  long  harangue — then 

Mift.  Pfha !  hang  long  harangues,*— touch  and 
go, — that's  the  plan  for  efF<5ft;,  I'll  (hew  you  how. 
to  do  Norfolk's  exit ! — fiift  tur/i  your  back  on  me 
P.  S.— (^Mrs.  Dazzle  turris  her  hack  on  bim.)-^ 
So,  then  I  ffrut  off  O.  P. — Gcndy — don't  tu^Q 
round  till  I'm  go^  :  then  work  yourfcif  into  a 
furious  paflion.— Mary,  I  fly  ! — I  follow  thee!  and 

lb,  good    morrow,  good    Qntren   Elizabeth  I 

Hem,— there's  anj>thLT  gooJ  exit!  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  old.  fool!  how  I  Ihali 
wheedle  him ! 

Enter  Sir  Herv.-v  and  Alltrade. 

Sir  Hervey.  Madam  ! 

Airs.  Dazzle,  Is  he  gone  !  now  then  to  work  my- 

felf  into  a   furious  palli  .n— (^/«r;;j  round.) —thon 

wretch!   thou  traitor  l  —  Iiov  I   Sir  Mcrvcy  !  — Mr. 

Heavens  !    have  you    Iccn    nt>t!iiiig  of  Mifs 

Sutherland  ?— (^/i?  Aa-L  i  rade.) 

Alltrade. 
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Atttrad^.  No ;  and  Sir  Hervey  has  brought  the 
bond  on  purpofe  for  me  to  preferit  to   her,  and 
now,  to  our  aftonifliment,  we  find  (he  and  Worry 
have  juft  gone  out  of  the  caftle  together : — what . 
can  it  mean  ? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mean !  (hurfis  into  tears) — that 
I  am  wheedrd  myfelf.-^Oh  that  brute  of  a  mana- 
ger !— Sir  Hervey,  'tis  too  plain-^Ibe  has  elop'd,— 

Sir  Hervey.  Elop'd  ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No  doubt  (lie  has  fled  to  Captain 
Lavifh ;  and  thefe  two  impoftors  are  his  agents.-— 
oh,  I  fee  it  all !  (he  has  long  intended  it  i  and  to 
avoid  ligning  the  bond,  (he  has  haftened  her  de^ 
parture. 

Sir  Hervey.  Elope  with  Lavifh,  why  this  out- 
does her  mother : — but  can  I  ftand  idly  by  ? — no— 
I'll  difappoint  my  enemy  of  this  unmanly  triumph, 
and  fave  her ;  fpite  of  herfclf  I'll  favc  her— Mr. 
AUtrade,  wait  upon  hind  inftantly,  and  bid  him 
reftore  my  daughter  on  pain  of  a  fecond  and  more 
defpcrate  meeting. — Come,  madam,  we'll  fee  him 
on  his  way. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  By  all  means,«Sir  Hervey :  I  only^ 
hope  you  don't  blame  me  for  my  pupil's  indifcre- 
tion. 

Sir  Hervey.  No:  had  (he  copied  your  bright 
and  excellent  example,  this  ne'er  had  happened— 
but  though  her  errors  even  exceed  her  rhother's, 
and  a  reconciliation  is  more  than  ever  diftant,  yet 
(he  is  (till  my  child  ! — and  in  a  moment  dangerous 
as  the  prefcnt,  for  my  own  fake  I'll  prove  a  friend 
and  father.  [Exeuni. 


THE    END    OF    THE    SECOND    ACT. 
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ACT     III. 


*  SCENE— -^»  jlpartment  in    Lavish'j    HQufo"^ 

Recefs  zvifb  /mall  Folding    Doors,  which    are 

thrown  open^    and  dijcover  a  Marble  Pedeftal 

furrounded  by  Doves  and  Cupids — a  Table  with 

fVine  and  Refrejbments  upon  it. 

Enter  Frank  and  a  Workman, 

Frank.  Ha!  ha!  fo  you've  no  fooner  finifh- 
ed  that  whimfical  out-of-the-way  job  {pointing 
to  the  recefs) — than  he  fends  for  you  about 
another. 

Workman.  Ay,  your  mailer  is  an  excellent  cuf- 
tomer^— -always  up  to  his  chin  in  bricic  and  mor* 
tar ;  and  then  for  price — 'gad  1  he  never  haggles 
about  price. 

Frank.  No,  and  the  befl:  of  the  joke  is,  he  calls 
himfelf  an  economift,  and  comes  down  hereon  a 
faving  fchemc. 

tVorkman.  A  faving  fchcme  ! 

Frank.  Ay!  finding  himfclf  a  litde  out  of  elbows 

in  London,  and  ihe  prcfent  (lace  of  the  Continent 

not   allowing    him  to    travel,   he  came  here   to 

7  live 
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live  cheap,  and  retrench. — And  there !  {pointing 
to  recefs  again) — ^there's  one  fpecimen  of  his 
economy. — On  the  journey  he  bought  a  ftatue  of 
Venus. 

Workman.  I  know;  and  a  great  bargain  it  was: 
it  only  coft  him  five  pounds. 

Frank.  True;  but  not  choofing  to  have  his 
beauties  gazed  at,  he  employed  you  to  build  that 
ftrange  fort  of  recefs  to  put  it  in,  which  has  coft 
him  at  lead  five  times  the  fum.— This  is  always  the 
way  ;  if  he  bought  a  cheap  boat,  he'd  cut  a  canal 
for  it;  and  if  a  pulpit,  he'd  build  a  qhurch  for  it : — 
in  faft,  he  is  a  falfeeconomift — a  felf-deceiver ;  and 
here  he  comes  to  elucidate  my  defcription. 

Enter  Lavish. 

Lavijh.  Oh!  if  I  go  on  in  this  clofe  faving 
way  only  fix  months  longer,  I  (hall  be  able  to 
return  to  town  and  dalh  like  the  beft  of  them : 
— never  was  fuch  a  hand  at  buying  bargains.— 
Frank,  come  here  you  rogue: — juft  new,  at  Squire 
Brozier's  lale,  what  do  you  think  I  gave  for  a 
curricle  ?  —  only  forty  pounds  !  —  there,  there's, 
economy  for  you. 

Frank.  Economy  ! — begging  your  pardon,  Sir, 
—I  fre  no  economy  in  buying  what  you  don't  want. 

Lavijh.  How? — would  you  let  a  bargain  flip 
through  your  fingers,  you  extravagant  rafcal  ? 

Frank.  No — but  you've  no  hoifes.  Sir;  and  a 
curricle's  ufelefs 

Lavijh.  That's  what  I  faid  :  fays  I,  a  curricle  is 
uftlcls  without  horlcs, — fo  I  bought  a  pair  di- 
rectly. 

Frank.  Bought  a  pair  ? 

Lavijb. 
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Ldvijh.  •  Ay,  gave  a  hundred  and  twenty  pounds 
for  them  —  to  be  fure  it's  money  j  but  one's  own 
carriage  faves  pofting  and  drivers :  in  (hort,  the 
vfOx&  come  to  the  worft^  'tis  but  a  hundred  and 
fifty  ^unds^  and  Til  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways.— 
Who  are  you,  Sir  ?   (to  fi^prkman.) 

Workman.  I  have  fini(h*d  that  job,  all  but  fixing 
tap  the  ihitue.  Sir;  and  now  I  come  about  the 
billiard- room: — but,  to  fpeak  honeftly,  it  is  not 
worth  repairing. 

Lavijh.  So  r  thoughts  I  thought  it  wasn't  worth 
repairing. . 

ff^crhnan^  No,  Sir ;  and  a  new  room  will  not 
cod  above  three  hundred  pounds :-— but  then  to  be 
fure  it  will  be  elegant  and  lading. 

Lavijh,  So  it  will,  and  the  firil  expence  is  the 
Icafl  J  fo  up  with  the  new  room.^^fJForkman  exit.) 
«— And  now  to  finifh  my  vindication  to  Juliana-— 
i^Sits  at  the  table  and  writes) : — *'  Your  late  mo- 
"  ther  was  not  only  my  relation,  but  my  friend 
**  and  bcnefadlrefs  ;  and  on  Sir  Hervey's  one  day 
•^  reprobating  her  condudt  with  unufual  afperity, 
<'  gratitude  prompted  me  to  defend  it  perhaps 
'^  more  warmly  than  I  ought,  and  a  duel  was  the 
"  refult."— (jt»£>r*/»^  at  the  Joor.)'^Sct  who'a 
there. — (Frank  exit.) — But  what  fignifics  writing? 
while  (he's  immured  in  her  prefent  den,  I  haven't 
a  chance  of  fucccfs. — Mrs.  Dazzle  foraierly  fc* 
duced  tnc  into  fome  gallantries,  and  a  difappointed 
widow  is  the  devil. 

Re-enter  Frank  laughing. 

Frank.  Sir,  I  beg  pardon  for  laughing ;  but  who 
Ao  you* -think  is  at  the  door  ?— no  Icfs  a  gentleman 

D,  than 
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th^n  the  one  you  caned  at  Newmarket  about  fouf 
years  ago. 

Lavijb.  Caned  ! — Oh  !  I  rccoHeft— I  detefted 
him  in  an  aft  of  forgery.— But  what  does  the  fel- 
low  want  ? — I  don't  know  his  name,  nor  have  I 
once  feen  him  fince. 

Frank.  No  j  and  though  he  now  afks  for  Cap- 
tain Laviih,  he  little  thinks  you  are  the  gentleman 
he  is  under  fuch  obligations  to. 

Lavijh.  Shew  him  up- (Frank  exit)i — Intro* 
duce  the  Newmarket  gentleman  tp  his  two  old 
antagoniih  the  Captain  and  his  cane.— And^  ia 
the  mean  time— (aS/V/  at  table^  and  tahs  up  fen 
again). 

Enter  Frank  and  Alltkadz. 

Frank.  This  way.  Sir— there,  that's  my  mafler 
{pointing  to  Lavish,  wbo/e  back  is  turned  to^ 
wards  Alltrade). 

Alltrade.  Oh,  that's  Captain  Lavifh,  isit?— 
Sir,  I  wait  upon  you 

Lavijh  {not  regarding  bim).  Yes,  the  widow  is 
fo  jealous  and  fo  violent.— (7«r»^  rc««^.)-T-How 
d'ye  do,  my  fine  fellow  ?— how  d'ye  do  ?— — My 
Newmarket  hero  fure  enough. — {Jfide.) 

Alltrade  {^trembling).  Amazement!  why  it's  the 
very  man  who- 

'Lavijh.  What's  the  matter  ?— you  feem  cold— • 
Ihall  I  warm  you  ? 

Alltrade.  Warm  me! — no— I 

Lavijh.  Some  wine— give  the  gentleman  fome 
wine. — This  is  the  houfe  of  frugality,  and  therefore 
I  can't  offer  you  a  great  variety ;  but  as  far  as 
Burgundy,  Madeira,  and  Champagne— muft  drink 
them,  if  I  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways. 

4  Alltrade. 
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'  Alltrade.  Sir,  you'll  excufe  me. W-hy  furely 

IVe  miftaken  my  man-^he  would  never  be  fo  civil: 
at  all  events  he  don't  recoiled  me;  fo  I'll  pluck 
up  courage. — {^/IJide.)  Sir,  I  wait  upon  you 
from  Sir  Her  vcy  Sutherland:  he  arrived  hereto- 
day,  and  knowing  of  your  love  for  his  daugh- 
ter  

Lavijh.  Came  down  to  increafe  her  confine- 
ment, I  fuppofe. 

Alltrade.  No  triding,  Sir;  he  is  convinced  you 
are  concerned  in  her  elopement— 

Lavijb.  Elopement !— how  ! — what !— Juliana 
eloped  ? 

Alltrade.  Tou  know  (he  has,  Sir ;  and  Sir  Her- 
vey  infifts— — 

Lavijh.  Eloped! — Juliana  free! — out  of  the 
widow's  and  her  father's  cuftody  ! — Which  way  did 
Jhe  go  ? — what  road  did  fhe  take  ?— (peak,  fpeak 
this  inftant. 

Alltrade.  I  fpeak ! — if  I  knew,  of  courfe  you 
would  be  the  laft  man  I  (bould  give  information  to. 

Lavijh.  Indeed! 

AlUrade.  Certainly.— Sir  Hcrvey  is  my  friend, 
and  if  his  daughter  isn't  at  prefent  in  your  power, 
I  (hall  unite  with  him  in  oppofing  your  purfuit  of 
her. 

Lavijb.   You  will  1 

AlUrade.  Undoubtedly. 

Lavijh.  Pray,  Sir,  were  you  ever  at  New« 
market  ? 

AlUrade.  Newmarket,  Sir!— I — I— 

Lavijh.  Ay,  Newmarket,  Sir,  Newmarket.— 
Frank,  give  me  my  cane. 

AUtrade.  Stay,  Sir — what  do  you  want  with 
your  cane  ? 

D  2  Lavijb 


36  MANAGEMENT. 

Lavijh  [taking  cane  from  Frank).  Only  to  help 
ybur  memory. — Look !— f^<?*/j»ff  //)— were  you 
ever  at  Newmarket  ? 

AlUrade  {howtng).  Yes,  I  was.  Sir. 

Laviflo.  And  you'll  oppofe  mc  in  purfuing 

AlUrade.  No,  believe  me.  Sir. 

Lavijh.  And  if  you  knew  which  road  (he  took— 

AlUrade.  I'd  tell  you,  upon  my  honour,  Sir. 

Laviflj.  Then  retire — begone  this  inftant.  ■ 
Ami  d'ye  hear,  if  you're  not  fatisfied  with  this  treat- 
ment, call  again,  and  I'll  give  you  a  warmer  re- 
ception— (Jhaking  his  cane,  Alltrade  exit).^  '■ 
And  now  for  Juliana— now  for  the  idol  of  my  foul  f 
—Frank,  get  the  curricle :  no,  I  (hall  only  hurry 
and  lame  my  own  horfes— -get  a  chaife  and  four. 

Frank.  Chaife  and  four! — is  this  the  way  to  re- 
trench ? — and  confider.  Sir,  Mils  Sutherland  has 
no  money i  and  you  always  (aid  you'd  never  marr^ 
any  woman  who  had  lefs  than  ten  thoufand  pounds. 

Lavijh.  I  did:  but  that's  an  aukward  fum:  a 
woman  with  ten  thoufand  pounds  expefts  houfes, 
horfes,  carriages — in  Ihort,  to  fpend  double  her  own 
income,  and  her  hulband's  too.  But  a  woman 
without  a  farthing ;  (he  manages  the  hou(c,  mends 
the  linen,  nurfes  the  children,  fcolds  the  fervants— 
Oh  !  that's  the  real  rich  wife — and  the  poor"Ju- 
liana  will  be  the  bell  bargain  I  ever  made.— -So  go, 
do  as  I  tell  you  :  and  obfervc,  I'll  marry  her  if  I 
facrifice  my  whole  fortune  in  the  purfuit. 

Frank.  Sacrifice  your  whole  fortune,  Sir  ! 

Lavijh.  Ay,  I  will,  if  I  faee  it  a  thoufand  ways. 

l^Exeuni. 
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SCENE^OufJiJe  of  Lavishes  Hou/e. 

Enter  Mrs.  Dazzle — ber  bat  and  cloak  on. 

Mrs.DazzIe.  So,  now  to  enter  this  perfidious  Cap- 
tain's houfe. — ^^Not  only  love  and  jcaloufy  urge  me 
tofeparate  him  and  Julianas  but  as  I  know  he  don'c 
mean  to  marry  her,  it  is  mj^ybufinefs  to  get  her 
once  more  into  Alltrade's  Wwer: — yes,  Mifs 
Juliana;  let  me  recover  my  yufband's  hundred 
choufand  pounds,  and  Til  warraL  £  V\\  recover  my 
Captain.  He,  like  the  reft  of  thAworld,  won't  vifit 
virtue  in  a  cottage,  but  place  tMfxi  a  magnificent 
houfe, — ay,  there's  the  fccret :— nov-a-days  people 
vifit  the  building,  not  the  owner  oA  it;  and  on  the 
fize  of  the  rooms,  and  the  numbeji  of  the  enter- 
tainments, we  may  not  only  calcu^te  our  fiiends' 
and  admirers,  but  alfo  the  good  and  bad  opinion  of 
the  wtlole  falhionable  world  ! 

[Exit  into  Lavish *j  boufe. 

Enter  Worry  and  Juliana. 

Juliana.  Look  out ;  we  are  purfued :— I'm  fure 
they  were  Mrs.  Dazzle's  fervants. 

Worry.  They  were!  but  we've  outrun  them. 

Juliana.  Yes :  but  if  they  come  up  with  us,  I 
(hall  be  forced  back  and  endure  encreafed  perfecu- 
tion : — Oh  1  I  wilh  we  were  fafc  at  this  Mr.  Mist's 
houfe. 

Worry.  So  do  I  -.—though  you  fee  what  a  ftrangc 
gentleman  he  is !— he  left  us  to  examine  the firft  flow 
waggon  we  met;  but  don't  defpondj  madam :— I 
won't  leave  you — no,  I'll  die  firft. 

D  3  Juliana. 
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Juliana.  Kind — generous  !  tut  I  cannot  bear  to 
involve  you  :  remember  you  have  a  wife^  and— 

Worry.  Remember  !— I  (hall  never  forget  it ! 

Juliana.  Nay  :  but  a  hufband  is  of  fo  much 
confequencc  to  his  family — 

Worry.  Blefs  you^  I'm  of  no  confequencc  5 
nobody  ever  wants  me : — if  any  body  leaves  a  card, 
it's  for  Mrs.  Worry  : — if  any  body  fends  an  invi- 
tation, it's  for  Mrs.  Worry: —  if  an  invitation  is 
fcnt  in  return,  it's  ftill  Mrs,  Worry :  nobody  calls 
or  afks  after  the  hufbanu,  except  indeed  the  tradef- 
people  ! — they  are  kind  enough  now  and  then  to 
notice  me :  but  like  other  great  married  men,  Vva 
obliged  to  be  out  when  they  call:  fo,  curfe  me  if  Tvc 
even  the  pleafure  of  being  at  home  to  a  dun !  but 
we  wade  time,  let  us  proceed  to  Mr.  Mift's  houfe. 

Juliana.  Ay  :  for  Heaven's  fake  difpatch — 

Alltrade  {without).  You  take  that  fide  of  the 
road,  ril  take  this : — (he  cannot  efcape  then. 

Juliana,.  There,  'tis  Mr.  AUtradc's  voi^ ! — 
and  both  Gdes  of  the  road  are  guarded  by  enemies. 

Worry.  Yes:  it's  all  over — we're  between  two 
fires. — Which  way  (hall  we  go  ? — [Feinting  to  La- 
Vish'j  door:)  that  door  (lands  moft  invitingly  open^ 
fuppofe  we  enter  it. 

Juliana.  T)o — inftantly:  why,  what's  the  matter? 
you  were  quite  valiant  juft  now  ! 

Worry.  I  was :  but  I  fancy  my  courage  is  more 
like  a  new  acquaintance  than  an  old  friend, — prO- 
fcfles  a  great  deal  at  firft,  but  generally  fneaks  off 
in  the  hour  of  danger :  however,  lead  on — and  let 
us  hope  to  receive  from  ftraogers  that  protcftiaa 
which  friends  have  denied  us. 

[Exeunt  into  LavishV  iou/1^. 


Enter 
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Enter  Alltrade, 

MUrade.  So— there  (he  goes  into  Captain  La- 
vishes houfe:  bravo,  Mifs  Juliana! — and  there 
(he  may  ftay  for  me ;  Til  to  Sir  Hervey  inftantly, 
and  let  him  come  himfeff  and  fight  it  out;  for  all 
the  legacies  regiftered  inboftors  Commons  (hould 
not  induce  me  to  re-enter  thofe  doors  and  receive 
another  warm  reception !  [Exit. 

SCENE-^Infide  Lavishes  botf/e,  rece/Sy  &?c.  as  in 
firfi  Scene  of  this  All. 

Enter  Lavish  and  Mrs.  Dazzle. 

Lavijb.  Now  youVe  fearched  every  part  of  the 
houfe ;  now  are  you  fatisfied  Mifs  Sutherland  is 
not  concealed  in  it? — 'Sdeath  !  to  detain  me  at 
fuch  a  moment— (-4^^^). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No  2— Ihe*s  not  in  the  houfe  I  grant 
you  i  but  the  chaife!  the  chaife  and  four !— pray^ 
moft  economical  Captain,  do  you  ufually  travel  with 
four  horfes  ? 

Lavijh.  Always:— it's  by  far  the  chcapeft  plan : 
it  Ihortens  the  journey,  faves  Hopping  at  inns ;  in 
Ihort,  the  additional  (hilling  is  no  objeft,  and  if  I 
had  but  ten  pounds  a-year,  I'd  always  travel  with 
four  horfes : — and  now^  my  dear  widow,  allow  me 
to  fee  you  home. 

Mrs^  Dazzle.  Take  care,  Sir :— <lifappointedlove 
knows  no  bounds;  and  recolleft  it  is  in  my  power  to 
expofe  you  to  my  rival :— 1  have  your  letters  in  my 
poflefllon, — letters  in  which  you  laugh  and  rail  at 
marriage : — letters— 

D  4  Lavijb 
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Lavijb.  Nay,  be  patienc. — There  now !  this  it 
is  to  be  dragooned  into  an  attachment^ — ttit  has 
me,  by  all  that's  frugal ! — (4fi^^*) — Come  then»fit 
down,  and  let  us  drink  to  the  revival  of  our  friend- 
Ihip!— See:  here's  famous  Madeira!— ay :  you  may 
ftare:  but  this  too  is  on  the  cheapeft plan  I  promife 
you,  for  while  it  takes  two  botcles  of  port  to  make 
me  drunk,  one  of  Madeira  does  it  completely.— 
So  here's  to  the  rival — {tapping  bard  at  fiage  door 
P.  4?.)— Why,  what's  that?  ha ! 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mercy  !— fomebody's  coming  !— 
for  heaven's  fake  don't  let  me  be  feen — 1*11  ftcp 
into  this  room— (G^^i  toftage  door  O.  P.  and  taph* 
ping  beard  there). 

W'orry  {putftde  tbe  door).  Madam,  where  arc  you> 
madam  ? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Why,  what  is  all  this  ? — it  is  done  on 
purpofe  to  expofc  me  !— Oh,  Mr*  Lari(h  }  if  you 
have  cither  feeling  or  gallantry,  think  of  my  fitua- 
tion :  a  widow  only  a  fortnight,  and  to  be  detefted 
alone  in  a  Captain's  houfe  ! — 

Lavijb.  Well !  ftep  into  that  recefs — quick, 
quick— (Mrs.  Dazzle  in  her  hurry  drofs  her  cloak^ 
then  enters  rece/Sy  and  IuKVi^h  fajlens  tbe  door  upon 
her). — So — there  I  have  you  fad  \  and  now— • 
{taking  bis  cane  from  the  table). 

Juliana  {outftde  the  door  P.  S).  Mr.  Worry, 
why  don't  you  anfwer  ?  me,  my  dear  Mr,  Worry^ 

Lavijh.  Damme,  I'll  Worry  you— I'll  anfwer 
you  {opens  door  and  ^;;/^r  Juliana):  Heaven's  I 
Mifs  Sutherland  !  ^ 

Juliana.  Mr.  Lavifh !  I  beg  pardon.  Sir:— 
when  I  took  refuge  in  this  houle,  I  little  thought 
to  meet  you. — Good  day.  Sir.  {Going). 

Lavijb.  What!  now— the  very  moment  that 
I've  found  you  ? 

Juliana. 
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Juliana.  What  can  I  do,  Mr.  Lavifli ! — I  own 
I  owe  you  obligations — nay,  more — I  confcfs  I 
couW  have  loved  you :— but  I  have  told  you  my 
deternni nation— you  are  my  father's  enemy — there- 
fore we  cannot  be  friends :— farcwel.  Sir! 

Lavijb.  Mighty  well,  madam,  mighty  well  !— 
but  this  isn't  your  real  motive — you  love  another : 
you  love  this  Mr.  Worry  ! — anfwer  me  candidly, 
ma'am  1— did  he  not  run  away  with  you  ? 

Juliana.  He  did  ! — but— - 

Lavijb.  He  did ! — then  may  I  run  into  t^try 
ipecies  of  extravagance,  if  when  I  catch  him,  I 
don't  give  him  the  Newmarket  flouriQi  (Jbaking 
his  rtf»^).— Where  is  he  ?  —  where  is  this  Mr. 
Worry  ? 

Enter  Worry, 

Worry.  Here  at  your  fervice.  Sir. 

Lavijh.  This  my  rival ! — this  antienr,  wizen, 
dowager-like — Don't  be  unmanly,  Lavifli!— never 
itrike  an  old  woman  1  intreat  you  {throwing  away 
bis  cane). — Bcfides  now  I  look  at  him,  it  is !  'tii 
Sir  Hervey's — you  dear,  amiable,  agreeable :— one 
Mrs.  Worry  is  fuffici^t  for  you,  or  the  devil's 
in't. 

Worry.  Very  likely.  Sir :  but  if  you  have  no  rival 
in  an  old  woman,  as  you  pleafe  to  call  me,  I  fancy 
Mifs  Sutherland  has !  when  I  liftened  at  the  door^ 
I'll  fwear  I  heard  the  widow's  voice, 

Lavijh.  The  widow ! — no,  Juliana — I  can  prove 
myfelf  as  great  an  economift  in  love  as  in  Aioney. 

Worry.  Are  you  fure  you  can.  Sir  ? 

Lavijh.  Sure ! — if  fince  the  hour  I  firft  beheld 
her,  I  haven't  treafured  every  thought,  hoarded 
every  look !— ftorcd— 

Worry 
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Worry  {pointing  to  Mrs.  "Dazzle's  cloak  on  the 
ground).  Frayy  Sir^  vdio  does  that  cloak  belong 
to  ? 

Lavipj.  That  cloak!— —Oh  that  cloak  is  one 
of  my  bargains. 

Worry.  Is  it  ?  then  you  buy  very  dear  bargains, 
I  fancy. — Look,  madam, — {taking  up  cloak)  isn't  it 
Mrs.  Dazzle's  ? 

Juliana.  It  is :  £nd  fince  this  confirms  what  I 
have  long  fufpected,  I  have  now  an  additional 
motive  for  avoiding  you. — Mr.  Lavilh,  we  never 
meet  again. — Come  {to  Worry)  I 

Worry  {to  Lavish).  I  fay,  if  you  don't  hoard 
your  money  better  than  your  love,  never  think  of 
matrimony— you'll  find  it  too  expcnfive  a  bargain 
for  you,  I  promife  you.  (Going.) 

Sir  Hervey  Sutherland  {without).  Where  is  he  ? 
— where  is  Captain  Lavifti  ? 

Lavijb.  Sir  Hervey !  'Slife !  what  brings  him 
here? 

Juliana.  My  father !  oh  Heavens !  and  to  find 
me  under  the  roof  of  his  enemy—— 

Worry.  And  me  alfo! — Mrs.  Worry  herfelf 
couldn't  terrify  me  more.— Come  along,  madam, 
and  let's  leave  the  Captain  to  ftand  the  brunt. — 

Juliana.  Ay :  lofe  not  a  moment. — And  oh,  Mr. 
Lavifti !  as  this  is  the  laft  time  we  (hall  ever  meet, 
remember  the  parting  words  of  her  you  once  rc^ 
garded — Pacify  my  father,  do  not  inccnce  him — be 
his  friend,  and  *fpite  of  your  fallhood  and  unkind* 
nefs,  you  may  (till  be  mine. 

Worry.  And  mine — ha !  ha !  there's  another  bad 
bargain  for  him  ! 

(Juliana  exit — Worry  is  following^  when 
L^AVi^H  lays  hold  cf  him  and  prevents  bis  going).. 
Holloa !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Hervey. 

Sir  Hervey*  So,  Mr.  Lavifli ;  'tis  ftill  doomed 
that  we're  to  meet  as  enemies— where  is  Mifs 
Sutherland,  Sir  ? 

Lavijh.  Sir  Hervey,  on  the  honour  of  a  gentle- 
roan,  1  know  nothing  of  your  daughter's  elope- 
ment ;  for  any  further  information  I  refer  you  to 
Mr.  Worry  (pujhing  Worry  forwards).  I  fay, 
who  has  the  bed  of  jhe  bargain  now  i 

Sir  Hervey.  'Sdcath  !  Tvc  a  great  mind — (ad- 
vancing towards  Worry,  and  flopping) — but  he  is 
only  agent  i — to  you  as  principal,  1  look  for  repa- 
ration and  redrefs. — Hear  me,  Sir— Mrs.  Dazzle, 
a  lady  of  the  ftrifteft  truth  and  honour — flic  firft 
informed  me  of  your  infamous  defigns,  and  now— • 
not  half  an  hour  ago,  a  friend,  on  whofe  word  I  can 
equally  rely,  faw  Mifs  Sutherland  enter  this  very 
houfc  :  therefore  there  is  no  alternative  but  this-— 
inftantly  rcftore  her,  or— —you  gucfs  the  refulr. 

Lavijh.  I  do — but  Til  waftc  no  more  powder. 
Sir  Hervey. 

Sir  Hervey.  How  ? 

Lavijh.  No  :  dying  is  certainly  a  cheap  mode  of 
living,  and  to  a  man  in  defperate  circumltances, 
a  duel  may  be  a  good  faving  fchemc  :  but  having 
hoarded  enough  to  make  liic  comfortable,  why  I'm 
a  curft  fool  if  I  don't  fave  it  a  thoufand  ways. 
(Sits  down). 

Sir  Hervey.  Poor,  paltry  prevarication !— Re- 
member,Mr.Lavift),we  were  once  friends— I  treated 
you  as  a  fon — you  efteemed  me  as  a  parent — and 
what  diffolved  that  friendfhip  ?— you  chofe  to  vin- 
dicate the  honour  of  a  falfe  wife,  and  call  me  to  the 
field— did  I  not  come  ? 

Lavijb.  You  did.  Sir. 

Sir 
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Sir  Hervey.  And  now  where  is  your  confiftcncy  ? 
—you  would  bring  my  daughter  to  the  fan^e  de- 
graded ftate  ;  you  would  reduce  her  to  the  level  of 
her  mother  j  and  when  an  injured  father  afks  for 
fatisfadlion,  you  rcfufe  to  give  it  hirfi — what  is  this 
but  cowardice  ?  plain  unequivocal  cowardice ! 

Lavijh.  Cowardice  I  ill  as  Mifs  Sutherland  had 
treated  me,  I  never  meant  to  raife  my  arm  againft 
her  father : — but  when  you  allude  to  the  memory 
of  her  I  owe  fuch  obligations  to,  and  fay  I  would 
reduce  her  daughter  to  the  fame  degraded  ftate— 
'tis  paft  bearing — I  can't  endure  it !  and  you  ip^y 
Ihoot  me  as  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Hervey.  Here  are  the  weapons  then~(7>«/-. 
tingpiftol  into  Lavish^  band). 

IVorry.  Hold,  Sir ;  he  is  innocent)  Mifs  Sgther« 
land  is  flandered ! — the  lady  your  friend  faw  enter 
this  houfe  was  a  very  diflferent  perfon^t  w^  (he 
widow,  indeed  it  was  the  widow  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Mrs.  Dazzle? 

Worry.  Ay :  'tis  Ihe  that  carries  on  an  amour 
with  the  Captain ;  and  though  I  can't  produce  her 
to  prove  it,  I  can  at  leaft  produce  a  part  of  her;— 
look.  Sir — do  you  fee  this  cloak  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  Away  1  'tis  my  unfeeling  daughter's, 
nnd  the  fight  fo  heightens  my  refentment— -— 
Come,  Sir,  wrongs  like  mine  will  brook  no  more 
delay,  and  you  muft  cither  meet  a  coward's  or  a 
villain's  fate 

Lavifo.  Coward  again  ! — Come,  then— here's 
my  ground  !   {goes  up  Jlage.) 

Worry  (flopping  Sir  Hervey  J.  Don't  think  me 
impereinenc  Sir — but  while  you  as  a  man  of  honour 
think  it  your  duty  to  fight  a  duel,  I  as  an  honefl: 
man  think  it  mine  to  prevent  it  I — it's  the  widow  1 

upon 
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\ipon  my  foul>  it's  the  widow  !  {holding  Sir 
Hervey's  arm  who  Jlruggles  to  get  it  loo/ened.) 

Sir  Hervey.  Diftraftion  !— nay  then — thus— — 
(throws  Worry  violently  from  him,  who,  falling 
againjl  doors  of  recefSy  they  burft  open  and  Mrs. 
Dazzle  is  dif covered  ft anding  on  the  fedeftaljur^ 
rounded  by  doves ,  Gfr.) 

Worry  (who  has  fallen  at  her  feet,  ft  ill  looking  up 
in  her  face).  It's  the  widow  ! — upon  my  foul  it's 
the  widow ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Afnazement !— can  that  be  Mrs. 
Dazzle ! 

Lavijh.  No— it's  a  (latue— -you  fee  it's  a  ftatuc, 

(Mrs.  Dazzle  rifes,  walks  quickly  down  theftage 
and  exit.) 

Worry.  Halloa  !  won't  you  take  your  cloak 
along  with  you  ?   you'll  want  it  to  cover  your  (ins  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Hypocrite  !  I  now  view  her  in  her 
true  colours,  and  I  am  doomed  to  be  the  dupe  of 
woman. — Mr.  Lavifli,  I  fee  my  friend  was  miftaken, 
and  I  acknowledge  I  have  wronged  you. 

Lavifh.  PIha! — I  want  no  acknowledgment— 
if  you  wifb  to  make  me  amends,  flay  and  dine 
with  mc — mine  is  thefyftem  of  economy,  and  as  I 
can't  lay  out  money  to  better  advantage  than  in 
f ncertaining  an  old  friend.  Til  give  you  a  dinner 
fit  for  the  court  of  Aldermen— I  will,  if  I  fave  it  a 
thoufand  ways. 

Sir  Hervey.  Excufe  me,  Sir- your  innocence  on 
fthe  prefcnt  occafion  will  not  do  away  former  in- 
juries ;  nor  will  Mrs.  Dazzle's  bad  conduft  be  an 
apology  for  my  daughter's.—  No ! — whilft  I  thought 
love  the  caufe  of  her  elopement,  it  was  my  duty  to 
purfue  and  fave  her : — but  fincc  I  fee  felf-intercft  is 
the  motive,  and  that  fhe  fled  to  avoid  figning  an 
inftrument  which  would  have  fiivcd  mc  from  dif- 

grace. 
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grace>  and  not  have  injured  her— J  (hall  nolongef 
condefccnd  to  feck  her* 

Worry.  'Tis  no  fuch  thing,  Sir— and  if  you  will 
go  to. her  at  Mn  Mift's  houfe— 

Sir  Hervey.  Peace  !— *and  ioftantly  attend  me 
hooie^  where,  if  the  account  of  your  own  conduft 
prove  not  fatisfaftory — (Worry  attempts  to/peak). 
•^Nay,  this  is  no  place  for  explanation — go  on  be* 
fore— Mr.  Lavifh,  I  have  the  honour  towifh  you 
good  evening !   (Worry  and  Sir  Hervey  exeunt.) 

Lavijh.  Here's  bad  reckoning ! — 'tis  well  I  cal- 
culate better  in  money  matters.  But  what's  to  be 
done  ? — he  faid  (he  was  gone  to  Mr.  Mill's: — well ! 
if  I  follow  her,  fhe  won't  fee  me  ; — if  I  write  to  her, 
fhe  won't  anfwer  my  letter. — Oh  1  flic's  loft  1— 
Juliana*s  loft  to  me  for  ever  ! 

Enter  Frank. 

Trunk.  Sir,  is  the  chaife  to  wait  ? 

Lavijh     {not  regarding  him).     And  yet, — if  I 

could  gain  an   interview hark'ye,   Frank — do 

you  know  any  body  at  Mr.  Mift's  the  Manager's  ? 

Frank.  Yes:  and  fodo  you.  Sir — Stopgap,  who 
left  your  fervice  to  go  on  the  ftage,  is  now  his 
prompter. 

Lavijh.  That's  fortunate — I'll  go  to  him  in- 
ftantly  ;  and  if  he  will  but  do  me  a  favour— 

Frank.  That  he  will,   if  you'll  bribe  him:  only 

give  him  ten  pounds but  that  you  know.  Sir, 

won't  fuit  your  fyftem  of  economy. 

Lavijh.  Won't  it  ? — ten  pound  is  no  obje(ft,  and 
I've  lately  made  fo  many  good  bargains,  that  it's 

d d  hard  if  1  can't  afford  to  throw  away  an  odd 

bank  note  or  two. — So,  come  along — and  if  after 
all  I  do  live  a  little  beyond  my  income,  it's  no 
fault  of  mine,  Frank. 

Frank. 
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Frank.  No !  wbofc  is  it  then.  Sir  ? 

Lavijb.  Whofc!^— why  it  is  the  fault  of  thofe 
felBIh  harpies  who  make  economy  ufelefs — who 
raifc  the  price  of  every  article :— and  if  Sir  Hervey 
and  other  fighting  gentlemen  would  unload  their 
piftols  on  jobbers,  foreftallers^  and  monopolizers, 
their  valour  would  be  diredted  to  the  beft  purpofes-— 
I  might  Jive  cheap,  and  the  country  would  be 
cleared  of  it's  worft  enemies !  {Exeunt. 


THE   END   OF   THE   THIRD   ACT* 
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ACT   IV. 


SCENE — Outjide  of  a  U^atre^  and  MistV  hoa/S^i 
Lavish  di/covered  Ufiening  at  the  door. 

Lavijh.  Gad  !  I  hope  the  prompter  don't  want 
prompting  :  (^Looking  at  his  watch)  By  this  *tis  ten 
minutes,  but  by  my  reckoning  ten  hours,  fince 
Stopgap  entered  this  houfe  with  a  letter  for  Juliana, 
— fo — :ie  comes ! — he  comes  ! 

Enter  Stopgap  (^from  the  houfe). 

Lavijh.  Well !  what  news  ?— have  you  ften  Mifs 
Sutherland  ? 

Stopgap.  I  have,  and  here — {producing  a  letter). 

Lavijh.  Here's  an  anfwer  to  my  letter. 

Stopgap.  No ; — there's  your  letter  back  again— 
(he  rcfufcd  to  open  it,  and  in  my  prefence  ordered 
the  fcrvants  not  to  admit  you  into  the  houfe. 

Lavijh.  What !  fhe  perfifts 

Stopgap.  Moft  obftinately.  Sir; — but  fpite  of 
lier  refufa!,  make  it  worth  my  while,  and  I'll  pro- 
cure you  an  interview : — excufe  the  hint.  Sir ;  but 
if  you  recoiled  when  1  lived  with  you,  you  were  fo 
iaving 

Lavijh.  So  I  am  ftill : — worfe  and  worfe, — more 
economical  than  ever; — but  the  hope  of  gaining 
fuch  a  trcafure  as  Juliana  ! — here  you  rogue,— 
here's  ten  pounds  on  the  ftrength  of  it  {giving  him 
a  bank  note). 

Stopgap. 
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Siopgap.  So  there  is  j — then  liften :— -the  play  to 
flight  is  the  "  Road  to  Ruin/'  and  Mr.  Prettyman, 
who  was  to  have  perforoied  Goldfinch,  has  juft  met 
with  an  accident  :-^now.  Sir,  having  no  fubftitute, 
'and  it  being  too  late  to  change  the  play,  rup{>ore 
you  wait  on  the  Manager,  and  offer  to  Ripply  his 
place^ 

Lavijh.  I  fupply ! 

Stopgap.  Why  not  ?  at  the  private  theatre  1  have 

feen  you  aft  this  very  part : — then  an  interview  is 

certain ;  for  Mr.  Mift's  houfe  adjoins  the  theatre, 

and  Mifs  Sutherland  is  now  in  a  roqjni  clofe  to  the 

•   ftage. 

Lavijh.  Is  (he  ? — then  Til  double  Prettyman  % 
— rU  aft  Goldfinch,— «'  that's  your  fort  i''— but 
hold,  hold — don't  introduce  vat  by  my  own  namej 
call  me  Mr*  Crib,  or  Mr.  Glib,  or  Mr*  Squib* 

Stopgap.  I  will ;  I'll  call  you  Mr.  Squib.-^Hufli ! 
—he  comes*     {They  ftand  ajide.) 

Enter  Mist  and  Mrs.  Dazzle* 

Mift.  How!  what!  London  Manager ! — Hufband 
;die  a  London  Manager  ! — Go  on^  imperial  Mrs. 
M.  P. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay,  I  only  tell  you  that  Mr. 
Dazzle,  a  Ihort  time  previous  to  his  dcceafe,  was  in 
treaty  for  a  moiety  of  one  of  the  London  theatres  ; 
but  I  cannot  fay  whether  he  lived  to  complete  his 
purchafe  5— however,  I  (hall  write  by  this  poft. 

Mifi.  And  fo  will  I:— and  if  he  did  purchafe, 
throne  devolves  to  you.—- Blcfs  me !  how  majeftic 
ihe  looks !— and  her  play. — When  (hall  I  hear  the 
reft  of  your  moft  magnificent  play  ? — Nay,  fpare  a 
country  monarch  :— thought  her   great  adlrefs,— 

s  you 
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Stopgap.  Nay:  there  is  hope  ftill — look  yonder. 

Sir  5  that  gentleman  is  an  excellent  fubftitute  j  he 

is  t>erfe6t  in  the  part,  and  with  your  leave  is  ready 

.to  go  on  with  it. — FU  introduce  him— Mn  Squib, 

this  is  Mr.  Mift. 

Lavijh.  Sir,  your  moft  devoted ^ 

Mift  {haughtily).  Servant,  my  lad  ;  fervant-*-f(ii 
call  yourfdf  an  aftor !  heh!  hem! 

Lavijh.  I  do— at  yOur  fervice.  Sir, 

Mtft.  My  fervice!— he!  he  !-^that's  another 
matter— fee  you  aft  firft — if  mifs,  exit  Squib— if 
hit,  enter  at  half  a  guinea  a  week. 

Lavijh.  P(ha ! — money^s  no  objed. 

Miji.  No! 

Lavijh.  No,  I've  favcd  a  fortune,  Mr.  Manager, 
and  am  fo  attached  to  the  ftage,  that  I'll  not  only 
aft  gratis,  but  when  there  are  not  expences  in  the 
houfe,  ril  be  bound  to  pay  them— '•I  will,  if  I  favc 
it  a  thoufand  ways. 

Mift.  Will  you  ? — oh  that  I  had  a  whole  com- 
pany like  him  !-*-why  you're  a  high  fellow  ! 

Laviftj  (/peaking  from  Goldfinch.)  "  To  be 
**  fure — know  the  odds— hold  four  in  hand — beat 
**  the  mail— come  in  full  fpeed — rattle  down  the 
•'  gateway— take  care  of  your  heads— never  killed 
"  but  one  woman  and  a  child  in  all  my  life — that's 
**  your  fort !" 

Mift.  Bravo ! — capital  !-^and  no  falary  !-*my 
dear  Mr.  Squib — all  gratitude — all  thankfulnefs— 
by  and  bye  rule  a  London  theatre — perhaps  Co- 
vent  Garden — Know  prcfcnt afting  manager! 

Lavijh.  What! 

Mijh  Mum  ! — kick  him  out,  whip  you  in.     , 

Lavijh.  That's  right — kick  out  prefent  ftupid 
adting  manager,  and  whip  me  in  i-^-but  come  along 
—isn't  it  time  to  drcfs  ? 

£  2  Mift* 
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•^  his  daughter :  and  if  he  objefts  to  that  from, 
«'  motives  of  pride  and  delicacy,  bid  him  write  to 
•'  the  Manager,  and  entreat  him  to  enforce  his 
"  command:  this  fhewn  to  Juliana  will  fecureall; 
"  — Ihe  will  forfeit  the 'legacy,  and  a  third  of  my 
*^  hufband's  eftate  will  be  yours  !*'—— Excel- 
lent! and  he  has  given  me  his  confent — what's 
here  ?  a  poftfcript ! — (Reads  on)  :  "  If  Juliana  has 
"  figned  the  bond,  don't  mention  it  to  Sir  Hervey 
"  — he'll  expeft  money,  and  at  prefent  you  know 
*^  we  have  none  to  give  him/'— -True:  and 
the  bond  is  already  difpofed  of;  for  if  all  clfe  fail, 
that  will  be  a  grand  refource. — My  compliments 
to  Mrs.  Dazzle,  and  I'll  wait  upon  her  prefently, 
(Servant  exit.J 

Enter  Sir  Hervey  bajiily. 

Sir  Hervey.  Alltrade  !  my  friend ! — I'm  glad 
I've  found  you — (taking  his  band). 

Alltrade.  Why,  what  agitates  you  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  I'm  ruined — I'm  expofed<«^]ook— • 
do  you  fee  thofc  mafks  ?  (pointing  to  two  majks  in 
dominos  who  ftand  apart  from  the  reft). 

Alltrade.  I  do— what  of  them  ? 

Sir  Hervey  {wbifpering  bim).  Hufh. 

Alltrade.  BailifFs ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  an  execution  for  a  thoufand 
pounds,  and  a  writ  againft  my  perfon  for  nearly 
the  fame  fum. — And  now,^  in  the  meridian  of  my 
fplendor,  1  am  to  meet  the  fcorn  of  all  around 
me ;  now,  in  the  midft  of  friends— .but  be  it  fo~ 
a  gaol  can't  yield  me  lefs  fubltantial  joy  than  this 
unmeaning,  artificial  fcene* 

Alltrade.  Come,  come,  don't  rail  at  that  which, 
till  now,  gave  you  happincfs. 

E  3  Sir 
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Sir  Harvey.  Never.— What  has  it  afForded  me? 
days  of  diftrcfs,  and  nights  of  fever  and  difgrace  : 
borrowing  one  day,  to  pay  dotible  the  ncxtj 
flying  to  the  ganiing-tablc-^facrificing  fortune, 
health,  honour — and  for  what  ? — to  appear  falhion- 
able  5  to  make  a  falfe  difplay  of  wealth  ;  and  fritter 
away  life  in  the  focicty  of  knaves  I  dcteft,  and  fools 
I  defpifc.r— C4II  you  this  happinefs  ? — J^o^  'tis  de- 
fperation,  'tis  delirium ! 

4lltrade.  Nay,  be  compofed  j  there  is  dill  a  way 
to  fave  you.  You  know  this  diftrefs  would  have 
been  avoided  had  your  daughter  figned  the 
bond^ 

Sir  Hervey    Name  her  not 1  do  not  wifti  tQ 

curfe  her. 

'  Alltrade.  Well,  but  if  (he  will  ftill  fign ^and 

remember  our  converfation  this  morning — on  your 
wifliing  fhe  had  a  hufband  to  protect  her,  and  my 
paming  myfclf,  you  were  plcafed  to  fay  fhe  could 
not  be  in  better  hands. 

Sir  Hervey.  I  did — but  what  has  this  to  do 
ivith  '^     ■ 

Mltr^de.  Every  thing. — Let  the  marriage  take 
place,  and  I,  in  the  char^Ser  of  hufband,  can  ex- 
ecute the  bond  myfelf.  Then  thefe  debts  will  be 
difcharged,  and  all  go  well  again?  Come,  though 
you  fay  you  don't  diflike  a  prifon,  I  am  too  niuch 
yopr  friend  to  fee  you  put  to  the  trial. 

Sir  Hervey.  Well,  I  own  I  dread  the  expofurc 
and  difgrace. 

Alltrade.  Then  to  avoid  it,  write  ^  flrong  letter 
to  your  daughters  flate  that  her  accepting  my  hand 
fan  alone  fave  you  from  ruin. 

Sir  Hervey.  I  write  ! — I  condefcend  ! 

^lltrade.  Nay  then,,  to  make  it  lefs  irkfome  to 
your  feelings,  write  to  the  gentleman  under  whof? 

proteftion 
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proteAion  flic  has  placed  hcrfelf ;  bid  him  exert 
his  influence. — Come,  ftep  with  me  into  the  next 
room,  and  Tli  ditState  the  contents. 

Sir  Hervey.  Well,  do  with  me  what  you  will ; 
but  I've  but  little  hope. 

AlUrade.  And  Tm  mod  fanguine;  and  before 
to-night  is  pad,  you  fhall  again  enjoy  this  fcene  of 
fplendid  revelry. 

Sir  Hervey.  What,  when  I  view  it  in  its  proper 
light  ? — No,  my  friend  \  drip  diflTipation  of  its  robe 
of  fafhion — (hew  it  in  its  naked  deformity— fee  it 
furrounded  by  its  offspring,  poverty,  fuicide,  de- 
fpair,  and  madnefs  !— and  who  would  be  weak 
enough  to  purfue  it  ? — But  lead  on,  I  obey  your 
wilhes.  \Exeunt. 

{Dancing  renewed.^ 

Re-enter  Sir  Hervey. 

Sir  Hervey n  So,  I  have  fent  the  letter.— I  know 
not  why,  I  trembled  as  I  wrote  it;  and  at  the 
thought  of  thus  difpofing  of  my  child,  my  fore- 
boding heart but  I   dare  think  no   morcr- let 

the  dance  go  on. 

Enter  Worry. 

Worry.  Oh,  Sir  ! — fuch  news  !— Klidn't  you  fay 
Mifs  Sutherland  hadn't  figned  the  bond  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  I  did :  and  but  now  my  friend 
Alltrade ^ 

Worry.  Your  friend  !— only  liften.  Sir — my 
nephew,  I'm  forry  to  mention  it,  is  an  attorney  ; 
and  he  had  the  impudence  to  call  here  and  a(k  for 
a  ticket  for  your  mafked  ball«     Says  he,  "  I  can 

E  4  •^  fupport 


MANAGEMENT.  $j  • 

Worry.  How!— do  you  mean— — 

Sir  HerUey.  I  do ;  I  mean  to  prove  myfclf  her 
father :  the  bitter  fecret  long  has  rankled  here,  but 
now  I  can  divulge  it :  and  if  a  ihactered  heart  can 
once  more  vibrate  at  the  touch  of  joy,  it  wjli  be 
when  I  clafp  my  wronged^  exalted  child  !«^Come, 
let  us  fly  1 

tVarry.  Ay,  the  fafter  the  better.— I'm  fo 
happy  I— If  Mrs.  Worry  were  in  Heaven,  I 
couldn't  be  happier  !— (^i  they  are  goings  Bailiffs 
in  dominos  advance,) 

Bailiff.  Excufe  us.  Sir  Hervey,  we  cannot  part 
with  you ;  and  unlefs  the  debt  is  inftaiuly  paid»  we 
mufl  condufli  you  to  prifon. 

Worry.  To  prifon  ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ayj  behold  my  well  timed  punilh-- 
snent !— «*Nowy  on  the  brink  of  happinefs,  I  am  tq 
meec  the  fure  reward  of  defperation  and  extra- 
vagance ! 

Bailiff.  N«y,  why  upbraid  yourfelf.  Sir  Hervey? 
a  man  of  your  rank  couldn't  live  (habbily« 

Sir  Hervey.  Noj  but  I  might  have  lived  honor- 
ably ;  1  might  have  lived  within  my  income  \  that 
is  the  barrier  no  man  of  true  honour  ever  pafles : 
and  if  dealing  on  the  highway  be  punifhed  with 
death,  why  (bould  the  more  refined  robber,  who 
defrauds  the  induftrious  tradefman  of  the  hard 
earnings  by  which  he  is  to  fupport  his  family,  why 

fliould  he  efcape? Oh  !  let  no  man  boaft  the 

proud  name  of  gentleman,  who  contrails  debts 
he  cannot  pay  !-^Buc  1  attend  you— lead  on — and 
yet — Diftraftion  ! — William  ! 

Worry.  Sir  ! 

Sir  Hervey.    The  word  I  had  forgotten  :  you 

know  not  half  your  maker's  weaknefs^  half  his 

7  villany ! 
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villany  ! — not  an   hour  ago  I  wrote  a  letter,    and 
commanded  my  daughter  to  marry 
JVorry.  Whom,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Uervey.  The  worft,  the  vileft  of  mankind ! 
Worry.  Mr.  AUtradc? 

Sir  Hervey.  Yes ;  I,  her  father,  in  return  for  ali 
her  fondnefs*and  afFcfiipn,  commanded  her  to  link 
hcrfelf  to  infamy,  diftionour !-— But  is  it  yet  too  Jate 
to  fave  her  ? — will'fhe  not  be  merciful  ?-^oh  !  will 
ihe  not  difobey  me  ? 

Worry.  No,  (he's  fo  afFcftionate,  that  the  mo- 
ment fhe  reads  the  letter-— 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  but  perhaps  (he  has  not  yet 
received  it.— Go,  lofe  not  a  moment;  'tis  di-. 
rented  to  the  gentleman  at  whofe  houfe  (he  now 
refides. 

Worry.  I'll  go;  Til  do  all  I  can  to  fave  her: 
and,  in  the  mean  time,  pray  keep  up  your  fpirits^ 
Sir  :   indeed,  indeed  you  deferve  a  better  fate. 

Sir  Hervey.  No,  1  deferve  it  all !— think  what  I 
am,  and  what  I  might  have  been  !«— now  an  outca(t 
and  a  beggar,  dragged  from  my  home,  and  plunged 
into  a  prifon  I — and,  but  for  fa(hion  and  its  errors, 
that  houfe  had  been  ^  heaven  ! — But  my  child  !— 
go — be  fwifter  than  the  letter — fave  her  from  fee- 
ing what  will  make  her  curfe  me;  and,  whilft  ic 
dooms  her  to  eternal  mifery,  will  be  an  everlafting 
«:vidence  of  my  difgrace  !  [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE— yi»  Apartment  in  Mist'j  Houfe. 
{Knocking  at  the  door.') — Enter  Mrs.  Dazzle* 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  'Tis  he  !  'tis  Alltradc  !  now  for 
it ! — now  if  Sir  Hervey  has  but  coofented  to  the 
marriage.— (/Xrtf  Lavish  opens  door  in  hackjcene^ 
and  is  coming  out\  but  feeing  Mrs.  Dazzle  fiops 
and  lifiens).  Oh,  Tm  fo  anxious. — (^Enter  All- 
trade.)— ^\Vell  !  what  fucccfs  ?  will  the  match  take 
place  ? — iball  I  inherit  my  hufband's  cftate  ? 

Alltrade.  You  will !  this  letter  from  Sir  Hervey 
to  Mr.  Mid  will  explain  and  fecure  every  thing. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Let  me  fee — {takes  letter  and 
reads):  "To  Mr.  Mift.— Sir,  My  daughter 
•*^  having  placed  herfelf  under  your  protedionj  I 
'^  am  induced  to  think  you  have  an  influence  over 
?'  her,  though  her  father  has  none  ;  therefore  let 
**  me  entreat  you  to  exert  it,  by  perfuading  her  to 
^'  accept  the  hand  of  my^riend  Mr.  Alltrade,  and 
**  aflure  her  that  her  marriage  with  that  gentlehian 
*'  can  alone  fave  me  from  ruin,  or  lead  to  the  re^ 
^<  conciliation,  ihe  has  fo  long  pretended  to  wilh 
"  for. — Hervey  Sutherland." 

Alltrade.  There !  /he's  too  dutiful  to  refufe. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Oh,  the  thought  of  faving  him 
from  ruin  would  of  itfelf  induce  her  to  confcnt  5 
but  the  hope  of  a  reconciliation  alfo ! — delightful ! 
charming!  Go,  take  the  letter  to  Mr.  Mift,  and 
bid  him  come  and  (hew  it  Juliana  diredly. 

Alltrade.  I  will. 
.  Mrs.  Dazzle.  And,  d'ye  hear ;  then  away  to  a 
parfon :  in  the  mean  time  Til  get  a  licence,  and 
\n  lefs  than  half  an  hour  the  marriage  fhall  take 
place  in  this  very  room. 

Enter 
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Enter  a  Servant. 


Servant.  Madam,  here's  a  Mr.  Wor^y 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Don't  admit  him;  remember  you 
have  orders  to  admit  nobody. — (Servant  exit.) 
Away  !  difp^tch,  my  friend ;  and  now  Mifs  Juliana, 
I  defy  you !  neither  your  father  nor  your  lov^r, 
no,  not  even  the  economical  Captain,  can  fave  his 
darling  treafurc  now.  [^Exit. 

Lavijb  {^advancing).  Can't'  he'?  he'll  try  a 
thoufand  ways  though,— 'Sdeath  !  nofooner  recon- 
ciled to  Juliana — no  fooner  convinced  lier  of  my 
truth  and  affeAion,  than  I'm  to  fee  her— —If  flic 
reads  the  letter  j  all's  ov^r !  for  her  laft  words  were, 
"  I  will  marry  no  man,  but  the  one  my  father 
"  fclefts  for  me."— and  now,  when  his  ruin  and  a 
reconciliation  depend  on  her  confenting'  plague 
'  on't!  I  could  play  the  fool  and  weep:  yes,  I'm 
no  niggard  here  !  (putting  his  band  to  his  heart )^^ 
and  if  I  can  purchafe  her  fafcty  even  at  the  lofs  of 
my  life,  I  fliall  reckon  it  the  bctt  bargain  I  ever 
made. 

Mifi  (without).  Very  well,  |ril  deliver  letter — 
I'll  make  widow  amends. 

Lavijh.  Here  he  comes,  and  in  his  pofleffion 
what  will  for  ever  ruin  me  and  Juliana;  nay,  alfo 
Sir  Hervey  : — I'm  fure  he's  under  fome  dreadflil 
error ;  and  if  I  can  fave  his  daughter  at  this  moment, 
my  triumph  will  be  ten  times  greater  than  in  fight- 
ing him; — yes,  that  I  fliall  call  honourable  fatis- 
faftion.  What  can  I  devife  ? — fee  the  letter  flie 
fliall  not !  and  there  is  no  way  to  prevent  it  but 
by  getting  this  credulous  old  manager  out  of  the 
room.  Let  me  fee — I  have  it ! — he  talked  of  a  riot 
in  his  theatre  !— it  will  do  !  it  will  do  ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Mist  drunk. 

Mijt  (the  letter  in  bis  band).  So,  here's  Sir 
Hcrvey's  letter;  and  Tm  to  (hew  it  Mifs  Suther- 
land; and  enforce  marriage,  and— — uu-up! 
(Hiccuping)  :  methinks  I  fee  double  again — me- 
thinks — no — no  Tm  not  on  ftagc  now,  'caufe 
hear  no  applaufe :  drunk  or  fobcr,  furc  "to  en- 
courage fuch  a  pronnifing  young  ador. 

Lavijh  (ob/erving  bim).  Drunk  too !— better 
and  better !  \ 

.Miji.  He  !  he !  he  !— wonder  how  Mr.  Squib- 
how  Mr.  No  Salary's  going  on  ?— fays  he,  "  I'm  % 
*^  private  aflor !"— "  Hem,"  fays  1,  "  more  private 
**  the  better:"— hope  they  accept  him  though  j  hope 
they  let  him  double  Prettyman  ;  if  not,  here's  fuch- 
an  apology  !  (pulling  out  a  paper^  and  putting  it 
lack  again  J — fuch  a  beautiful,  witty  (rbmpofition  5 
but  hold  : — now  to  fee  Mifs  Sutherland ! 

Lavijb  (coming  againft  bim).  And  now  to  pre- 
vent you.  (Afide.) — Oh,  Sir,  I  was  juft  going  fot- 
you :  the  riot  is  begun,— tRe  whole  theatre  is  in 
an  uproar. 

Miji.  Devil !  what ! — want  Prettyman  ? 
Lavijb. ,  No,  they  want  you — Tell  you  how  it 
was~Stopgap  went  on,  and  claimed  their  ufual  in- 
dulgence — on  which  a  little  tiger-faced  fellow  ex- 
claimed from  the  pit,  "  We'll  bear  it  no  longer  J— 
"  if  the  Manager  will  conlfandy  make  apologies, 
"  play  the  beft  parts,  adt  his  own  farces,  get  drunk, 
**  and  reel  upon  the  Itagc,  why  the  theatre  is  a  nui- 
''  fance!" 

Mift.  A  nui fance  1 

Lavijh.    Ay:   •* And  cither  let  him  come  and 
•*  account  for  his  conduft,  or  let  us  treat  it  as  a  nui- 

"  fance : 


6t       ^  Management. 

*'fance: — let  us  pull  it  down  !" — He  was  ftrongly 
fupported,  and  I  left  the  whole  houfe  calling 
•*  Manager  !  Manager  !"^-fo  go-*— go  directly 
(pulling  bitn). 

Miji.  I  go !  I  account !— to  whonn  :— to  a  five 
pound  houfe  !-^to  a  tiger- faced  gendennan,  and  a 
dozen  more  ungrateful^  taftelcfs  fcoundrels — I ! . 

Lavift>.  Taftelefs  ! 

Mift.  Yes :  haven't  I  done  every  thing  !— turn'd 
author,  aftor,  engaged  Harlequin^  and  half  ruined 
myfclf  to  pleafe  'em  ? — and  now — look  'ye,  Mr*. 
Squib)  here's  my  zpo\o^y '^{taking  paper  out  of  his 
pocket)  :— if  that  will  faiisfy  'em,  let  Stop  read  it—- 
if  not,  and  they  ftill  abufe  me  as  ading  manager, 
fee  how  they  like  me  in  another  charadler— 
ading  magiftrate  ! — Damme  !  myfelf  and  two 
conftables  ^11  take  the  whole  houfe  \ 

Lavijh  {looking  at  the  paper  in  Mist's  hand). 
By  heaven,  he  has  miftakcnj — 'tis  Sir  Hervcy's 
letter  !  [afide). — Yes  !  that  will  do :  give  me 
that  apology,  and  I'll  anfwer  for  every  body  being 
fatisfied — nay !  there's  no  time  for  hefitation— 
they  abfolutcly  threatened  to  make  you  go  down  on 
your  knees. 

Mifi»  His  knees ! — a  Manager  on  his  knees  !— 
that  for  'em  !  (Snapping  his  fingers  and  turning 
away  from  Lavish). 

•  Lavifb.  Nay ;  the  apology — 'tis,  'tis  Sir  Hcrvey's 
hand !   (^^^).— Give  me  the  apology. 

MiH.  That  for'cm  !  won't — won't  condefcend 
to  let  'cm  hear  even  apology  now. 

Lavijh.  No  1— 'Sdeath  :  I've  marr'd  every 
thing.     (^Afide). 

MiJi.  No:  foon  manage  London  audience^  and 
not  even  to  them— —but  they  know  better — and 
were  I   before   'cm  at  this  moment— inftead  of 

aiking 
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afking  for  apology— inftcad  of  approving  chis  mean 
cowardly  piece  of  writing,  they'd  applaud  me  for 
dcftroying  it — they  would  ! — fo  there ! — preferved 
my  charader  both  as  man  and  as  Manager !  {tears 
Sir  Hervey'j  letter.) 

Lavijh.  You  have  !  and  Juliana's  preferved  and 
I'm  preferved ! — {Enter  Mrs.  Dazzle.} — **  Here 
*«  am  I,  widow— been  to  Hatchet's — befpoke  wed- 
•*  ding  coach — all  flafli— damn  che  expence — that's 
"  your  fort." 

Mrs.  Da7:zle.  You  here.  Sir  ! — Mr.  Mift,  have 
you  (hewn  Mifs  Sutherland  her  father's  letter  ? 

Mift.  No ;  and  can't  (lay  to  do  it  now — muft  go 
quell  riot — muft  talk  to  tiger-fac'd  gentleman— 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (ftopfingbitn).  Nay:  if  you  wi(h 
to  make  me  amends,  1  infift  you  do  it  inftantly* 
and  let  me  be  eye  witnefs  of  his  mortification  and 
her  defpair— Come  forth,  Mifsjoliana ! — {opens  door 
in  backjcene^  and  leads  out  Juliana). — Now,  Mr* 
Mift,  where  is  Sir  Hervey's  letter  ? 
Mifi.  Here  {pulling  out  paper). 
Mrs.  Dazzle.  Then  read  it,  and  fecurc  my 
triumph. 

Mift.  I  will—hem  !  {Reads).—''  Ladies  and 
"  Gentlemen,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which  I 

"  am  reduced " 

Mrs.  Dazzle  (fnatcbing  it  from  him).  Why, 
you  miftake — let  me  read. — {Reads) — '^  Ladies 
**  and  Gentlemen,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which 

«*  I  am  reduced "  why  what's  this  paper? 

Mift.  An  apology — that  I'm  ready  to  offer  you, 
though  not  audience — Tm  very  forry,  but  can't 
ftay  to  explain  now — {Going). 

Mrs.  Dazzle,  Aftonifhing  !— why,  what's  be- 
come of  Sir  Hervey's  lct:er  ? 

Mift. 
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Miji.  .What !  (points  to  the  torn  /^//^r).~You 
take  the  hint — •tiuft  go  to  tiger  faced  gentleman— 
you  take  the  hint.  [Exit^ 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  What  can  he  mean  ! — I'll  follow 
him,  and  have  the  matter  explained  inftantly — and 
don't  fancy  to  efcapc,  Mifs  Juliana  j  for  Sir  Hervey 
ihall  come  himfelf  and  enforce  his  confent;  and  if 
that  fails^-^-thie  bond — look  to  the  bond-«Oh,  you 
may  fmile.  Sir  {Jo  Lavish),  but  you'll  find  re- 
venge is  ftill  in  my  power.  [£*//• 

Lavijh.    You  hear,  Mifs  Sutherland ;    and  to 
avoid  the  danger  with  which  you  are  threatened 
cake  my  advice  and  be  beforehand  with  them.-^ 
Fly  to  your  father— -throw  yourfelf  at  his  feet— en- 
treat his  protcdlion— 

Juliana.  1  will  j  there  is  no  other  hope— go 
where  I  will,  they  ftill  purfue  and  perfecute  me.— 
Yes  !   ril  to  my  father  1 

Lavijh.  Come  then — allow  me  to  conduA  you--* 
and  if  1  too  throw  myfelf  at  his  (ttt,  and  he  no 
longer  thinks  me  his  enemy—?— 

Juliana.  Alas  !  even  then,  Mr*  Lavifh*— — con* 
fider^  I  am  fo  deftitute  of  every  hope  of  fortune— « 

Lavijh.  Fortune !  oh,  if  that's  all  the  difficulty, 
it's  only  to  Icflen  oqr  expences — to  live  on  a 
narrow  fcale : — inftead  of  a  houfe  in  Grofvenor- 
fquare,  we  muft  be  content  with  one  in  profvenor- 
ftreet: — inftead  of  four  horfcs,  we  muft  drive'only  a 
pair : — and  to  avoid  gaming  and  giving  great  enter- 
tainments, we  muft  go  every  night  to  the  play  or 
the  opera. — But  come<— and  though  thus  far  I  (halt 
ftint  you,  my  dear  Juliana,  in  every  other  refpcft 
I'll  indulge  you  to  the  laft  (hilling — i  will,  if  I 
(ave  it  a  thoufand  ways  !  \Exeunt. 

THB    BND    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT. 
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ACT     V. 


SCENE— ne  Couri^yard  of  a  Pri/om  iVall  and 
great  Gates  in  back  Scene;  on  each  Side  apartments  in 
the  Pri/on,  and  0.  P,  Steps  leading  up  to  a  Door. — 
Moonlight, 

Sir  Hbrvey  and  Wq^ky  di/covered. 
•  ■  .     . 

fForry.  Nay,  let  mc  entreat  you.  Sir,  retire  to 
your  chamber ! — ^you  forget  you  are  in  a  prifon. 
•'•  Sir  Hervey.  But  arc  you  fure  my  daughter  is  not 
Alltrade's  wife  ? 

,JVotry.  1  am.  Sir !  and  that  (he  owes  her  deli- 
France  to  the  generous  exertions  of  Captain  Lavifli. 
\i[jiud  knocking  at  gate.) — There^ — you  hear.  Sir  ! 
—now  pray,  pray  retire. 

Sir  Hen  ey.  Well!  conduct  me;  and  in  the 
norning  wait  on  Captain  X^avifh,  and  exprefs  my 
rarmeft  gratitude, — • 

fTorry.  Aye,  that  I  will.  Sir!  and  make  every 
nquiry  after  Mifs  Sutherland: — but  now,  Sir! 
[Loud  knocking  again), — Blefs  me  !  this  Is  a  moft 
jnconfcionable  fort  of  place!— neither  let  people  in 
)r  out  1 — 'tis  devillfh  hard :— I  dare  fay  the  gentle- 
nan  has  as  much  right  to  be  here  as  any  body  i  — 
This  way.  Sir,  this  wayf  (SirHERVEY  and  Worry 
fcendjleps,  ^and  exeunt. ) 

F  Gates 
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(Gates  are  opened^   and  enter  Juliana  and  tw$ 
Bailiffs.) 

Firjl  Bailiff.  Come,  come !— now  all's  fafc  :— 
though  if  we  hadn't  contrived  to  feparate  her  from 
Captain  I  .avi(h  by  means  of  a  forged  letter— 

Second  Bailiff.  Ay,  that  was  my  planning!— fo 
here  you  arc,  Mifs !  arrcftcd  on  your  bond  for  five 
thoufand  pounds ;— and  you  know  Mr.  Alltradc's 
terms! — eithcfr  fign  a  contraft  of  marriage— — 
Juliana.  That  I  neve*-  will. 
Firfi  Bailiff.  Good  night  then.    *   ' 
Juliana.    Stay  ! — fparc  mc  but  a  moment  !— 
unufcd  to  this  fcene  of  terror  and  diftrefs,  unlefs 
fome  friendly  hand  is  ftretched  to  fave  rhe^  I  muft 
e'en  fall  and  pcriJh  here !— Oh,  I  am  faint !  quite— 
quite  fick  at  heart. 

Second  Bailiff.   You'd  better  fign  the  contraft 
then. 

Juliana.    Never!    never!    {Baitiff^'^aleunt).^ 
They're   gone : — now,  Juliana,  fumrhdn  all  your 
courage ! — alone,— unpfotedled  !  in  the  wdfft  place, 
amongft  the  worft  iccxtty  y    feparat^d  firbrtt  the  mar^ 
you    k)ve,    deferted  by   the    father   you    revere, 
and  fo  deprived  of  every  hope  of  aid,  that,  (hould 
you  linger  on  for  years,  here,  here  at  laft  muft  be 
your  grave  !  {Shouting  and  laughing  ^ithdut.)'^ 
Heavens  !  what  noife  is  that  ?— a  fet  of  the  moft 
needy  ahd  moft  defperate!  {Stamping:)  Again  ! — 
they  come  this  way — and  I  am  left  to  be  the  viftim 
of  their  brutality  ! — I  can't  fupport    it ! — 1  faint 
with  terror  1— Oh,  help  !.  help  !  {Falls  at  thefooi 
of  thifteps). 
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Re-enter  Sir  Hervey. 

5/r  Hervey.  Surely  I  heard  a  woman's  voice,— 
and  fecmingly  in  much  diftrefs  ! — 'tis  fo  !— poor 
wretch  ! — (he  fcarcely  breathes  :— Within  there  1 
{Re-enter  Worry :)— give  your  afliftance  !  help  me 
to  raife  this  poor  unfortunate. 

fForry.  I  will,  I  will!  (^They  rai/e  JvjAAUAy  who 
remains  in  a  lifele/s  Jiaie).  —  Merciful  powers! 
{Seeing  her  faceyftarting^  and  moving  away). 

Sir  Hervey.    Ha  I  what  alarms  you  f— do  you 
know  her  ? 
fTorry.  I  do ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Who  is  it  ?— what  brings  her  here  ? 
fpeak  ! — has  (he  no  friends  ?  no  relations  ? 
Worry.  Yes :— (he  has  a  father ! 
Sir  Hervey.  Barbarian ! — could  he  not  prevent — 
Worry.  He   could,    but  ■  afk   your    own 

heart  1  mine  would  burft  to  fpcak  it. 
Sir  Hervey.  How  ? 

Worry.  Ay,  your  much  wronged  daughter ! — who 
evidently  has  been  brought  here  on  the  bond  fhc 
figned  to  favc  you! — but don*t— don't  be  unhap- 
py. Sir !  ril  go  dircftly  for  afliflancc. 

Sir  Hervey.  Fly  !  begone  !  (Worry  exit. — Juli- 
ana remains  ftill lifele/s  in  Sir  Hervey's  arms:)^^ 
can  I  behold  all  this,  and  live  ? — Poor  girl ! — the 

very  features  of ^Oh,  God !  Oh,  God  ! 

Juliana.  Give  me  air ! — So  5 1  ani  much,  much 
belter. 

Sir  Hervey.  Indeed! — I  am  glad,  cordially 
glad  :  ha  !  ha  !  (te?^^^/»^)— you've  faved  my  life! 

Juliana.  Your  life ! — fuch  kindnefs  from  a  (Iran- 
ger !— Oh!  in  this  place  I  little  thought  co  find  a 
friend  I 

F  2  Sir 
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Sir  Hervey.  And  do  yon  call  me  friend  ! 

Juliana.  I  hope  I  may  !  you  fecm  to  take  an 
iDcereft  in  my  fufferings. 

Sir  Hervey.  I  do — I  do  !  and  well  I  know  the 
author  of  ihem  all !  —  too  well  I  know  the  father  that 
has  cauled  them. 

Juliana.  My  father !  do  you  know  my  father  ? — 
Oh,  when  you  fee  him,  don't  tell  him  you  found 
me  in  prifon  !  that  would  afflidl  him,  and  it  would 
double  my  mifery  to  add  to  his  ! — don't — pray 
don't  tell  him,  Sir. 

Sir  Hervey.  Why  not?— why  feel  for  him  who 
never  felt  for  you  !  has  he  not  from  your  infancy 
deferted  you  ? — has  he  not  Jhut  his  doors  againft 
you  ?  and,  inftead  of  being  your  friend  and  procedor, 
has  he  not  proved  himfelf  your  enemy— your  per- 
fecutor  ? 

Juliana  {haugbtUy).  Well !  if  he  has.  Sir? 

Sir  Hervey.  Did  he  not  thwart  you  in  your  affec- 
tions,— tear  you  from  the  man  you  love,  ^nd  com- 
mand you  to  marry  him  you  hate  ? — and  after  thefe 
accumulated  injuries,  and  you  had  involved  yourfelf 
tj  fupport  him,  what  was  his  return  ?  ingratitude  ! 
what  was  your  inheritance  ?  poverty  !  —  what 
has  been  your  reward?  a  prifon! — Oh,  villain! 
villain  ! — word  of  villains  ! 

Juliana.  Villain  !— hold  your  unlicenfed  tongue. 
Villain  1 — who  are  you  that  dare  thus  accufe  my 
'  father  ? 

Sir  Hervey.  A  libertine  i  whofe  diflipation  drove 
his  wife  into  fuch  fccnes  of  error  and  remorfc  that 
fhe  died  of  a  broken  heart ! — an  outcaft !  who, 
not  content  with  that,  would  have  reduced  his 
daughter  to  the  ,famc  unhappy  fate  ! — a  wretch ! 
who,  abandoned .  her  not  for  her  own  condud,  but 
her  mother's  I— who  brought  her  to  a  prifon ! — who 
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fees  her  there  without  the  hope  of  faving  her  ! — or, 
to  fum  up  all  in  one  emphatic  word — to  give  the 
aggregate  of  complicated  infamy-  I  am  your 
father ! 

Juliana.  My  father ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Av,  look  at  me! — view  me  well«- 
do  you  not  fhudder  at  the  hideous  light  ?  will 
you  not  curfe — avoid  me  '  a$  a  pcftilencc  ? — a 
fiend  ! 

Juliana.  No^  I  will  cling  to  you! — thus  grow 
for  ever  round  you !  (throwing  berjelf  into  bis 
arms). — My  father !  my  dear,  dear  father  !. 

Sir  Hervey.  Juliana,  be  merciful! — load  mc 
with  reproaches — this  kindnefs  will  deftroy  me  J 

Juliana.  Reproach  you ! — what,  at  the  moment 
I  have  found  you  ?— no :  let  me  but  be  near  you, 
and  I  will  ble(s  the  hour  that  brought  me  to  this 
place! — for  it  has  given  me  the  utmoft  wilhes  of 
my  foul — it  has  redored  to  me  a  parent ! 

Enter  Alltradb  and  Worry. 

U^orry.  There !  *tis  as  I  expefied  j  they  are  re- 
conciled— look!  have  you  the  heart  to  interrupt 
their  joy  ? 

Alltrade.  Sir  Hervey,  I  have  no  wilh  but  to 
give  you  both  liberty  \  and  if  you  will  fulfil  your 
promife,  by  perfuading  Mifs  Sutherland  to  accept 
my  hand— nay :  why  frown  ?— you  fee  I  come  as 
a  friend. 

Sir  Hervey.  Friend!  away— I'm  weary  of  the 
very  word, 

Alltrade.  What!  weary  of  fricndfliip.  Sir  Her- 
vey ! 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  Sir;    time  was,  when  friend- 
.fliip  wore  a  bold  and  open  afped,   and  as  it  fpoke 
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it  afted  :  but  now  'tis  mafked  ;  and  underneath  it 
lurks  all  modern  viilany.  Who  betrayed  my  wife  ? 
a  friend!— : who  belied  my  child?  a  friend!— 
who  immured  her  in  a  gaol,  and  if  (he  does  not 
proftitute  her  hand  and  heart,  will  fee  her  pe- 
ri(h  there — who,  bi^t  my  friend  ! — Can  my  enemy 
thus  injure  me?— ;I^oj  in  him  I  place  no  confi- 
dence or  truft  i  and  henceforth  let  me  rather  meet 
a  thoufand  foes  than  the  defigning  arts  of  one  falfe 
friend, 

AlUrade.  Well,  as  you  pleafe — (Enter  Lavish 
behind) — Kere  is  Mifs  Sutherland's  difcharge  ;  but 
fince  you  don't  choofe  to  accede  to  my  propofals, 
good  night  (Jhewing  difcbargey  and  putting  it  up 
again). 

Juliana.  Nay,  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  All- 
trade. 

ff^orry^  Ahd  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  Alltrade* 
Alltrade.  No,  I  c'an  be  obftinatc  in  my  turn- 
good  night. 

Lavijh  (advancing  and  turning  Alltrade 
round).  Then  let  me  entreat  you,  Mr.  Alltrade — 
nay,  don't  think  to  efcape.  Sir— Blefs  youl  you 
are  quite  miftaken  y  Mr.  Alltradc's  the  moft  kind, 
obliging— -The  difcharge — give  me  the  difcharge, 
you  fcoundrel — or  elfe,  Newmarket  in  the  firft 
place  (Jhaking  bis  cane),  and  high  life  in  the  fe- 
cond  (pulling  up  bis  neckcloth). 

Alltrade  (trembling  violently).  Well,  Sir — 
fince  you  infift.  Sir — 

Lavijh.  \  do;  and  be  quick — difpatch — (All- 
trade  gives  Lavish  a  paper).  Oh,  this  is  the  very 
thing  1  ixMp^ok— (begins  reading  it) — "By  this 
"  my  laft  will,    I  Jeremiah  Dazzle  give  and   be- 

*'  queath*' 

Alltrade^ 
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AlUrdde.  Stop,  ftop — that's  the  wrong  paper- 
here,  here's  the  difcharge, 

Lavijh  {takes  it  and  puts  it  into  his  pocket). 
Very  well — a  good  economift  pockets  every  thing — 
(Reads  on)  :  "  all  the  property  of  which  I  die  poG- 

«*  fcfled,     unto     that    moft    amiable Juliana 

"  Sutherland." Amazcnnent !    (Sir  Hervey, 

Juliana,  j»i/ Lavish  all  look  at  each  other  with 
aftonijhmenti  and  during  paufe  Alltrade  exit.) 
Thtire— you  take  care  of  that,  Sir  Hervey,  whilft  I  . 
take  care  of  Mr. — (turns  round  and  finds  h\.\.- 
TRAQE gone) — what!  gone!— Fll  follow  him — I'll 
but  no— we've  got  all  we  want  from  him— 
and  fo,  'fpite  of  our  former  animofities,  Sir  Hervey, 
allow  me  to  congratulate  you. 

Sir  Hervey  (^having  read  the  will).  No,  Sir  -; 
my  hopes  are  vanifhed,  I  find  here  the  fortune  is 
conditional ; — if  my  daughter  marries,  it  devolves 
CO  Mrs.  Dazzle. 

Lavijb.  If  (he  marries? 

Sir  Hervey.  Ay,  Sir!— while  (he  remains  fingle, 
(he  may  roll  in  affluence,  and  I  be  rcftored  to  all  my 
former  fplendori— but  will  that  give  either  of  us  con- 
folation  ?  No ;  my  own  fad  example  has  taught  me 
the  rcverfe;  and  therefore,  mark  me,  Juliana— 
I  wift)  to  make  atonement,  to  give  you  fixed,  un- 
ceafing  happinefs; — and  having  proved  myfelf  un« 
fit  to  guard  fo  dear  a  charge, — let  him  who  bcft 
deferves,  let  him  proteft  you ! 

Juliana.  Him  ! — whom.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Hervey  (pointing  to  Lavish).  Him! — Ac- 
cept her,  Mr.  Lavifh, — take  her  as  the  bed  re- 
compencc  for  all  the  wrongs  I've  done  you. — Nay, 
1  know  tl|e  penalty : — 1  know,  by  marrying  you 
Ihe  forfeits  this  cftate  j  and  for  your  fake  I  wifti  it 
had  accompanied  her;  but  for  my  own  !— *at  laft 
J  4  I've 
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I've  acled  as  a  parent  ought,  and  though  thefe 
gates  are  ever  fhut  againft  nne,  [  know  my  daugh- 
ter's happy,  and  that  thought  will  give  what  wealth 
can  never  purchafe  i — a  quiet  confcience  and  un- 
broken reft. 

Lavijh.  Sir  Flervey,  you  have  afted  nobly— 
but 

Sir  Herv^.  BxM  what? — You  are .  fufficiently 
affluent  to  nnaincain  her. 

Lavijh.  No ;  there's  the  curfe  on't :  I  thought 
I  had  faved  a  fortune  j — but  juft  now,  when  I  heard 
of  your  mutual  diftrefe,  and  drew  bills  on  my 
fteward  and  my  banker,  they  refufed  payment; — 
to  my  aftoniftiment  they  (aid  I  hadn't  a  (hil- 
ling!— there  you  fee,  there's  the  end  of  my  econo- 
my !        .     . 

Sir  Hervey.  And  ydu'd  have  paid  my  debts— 
you'd  have  rcleafcd  your  enemy  ? 

Lavijh.  Ay,  that  I  would,  if  I'd  faved  it  a  thoy- 
fand  ways; — but  to  marry  on  fuch  conditions? — 
No— I'll  die  firft.  . 

Juliana.  And  fo  will  I ;  and  hard  as  it  is,  here 
Jet  us  feparate,  Mr.  Lavilh.' 

Sir  Hervey.  Never  1 — never  (hall  you  be  divided ! 
—and  though  we  can  expe£t  no  liberality  from 
Mrs.  Dazzle,  yet  under  all  the  circumftanccs  Jhc 
may  be  induced  to  compromife — perhaps  allow 
us  a  moiety,  or  a  third. 

Lavijh.  Ay,  Or  any  thing, — if  (he'll  only  allow 
us  two  hundred  a-ycar,  with  my  management  I'll 
be  bound  we'll  all  live  comfortably  ; — I'll  go  make 
ber  propofals  indantly,  and  don't  fear  my  fuccefs  ; 
-*-for  at  a  bargain,— never  was  fuch  a  fellow  at 
making  a  bargain. 

Juliana.  Adieu,  Mr.  Lavilh  i  pray  Heaven 
ypu  oiay  fucqecc^ ! 

Worry  n 
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Worry.  So  fay  I ;  and  if  (he  don't  come  to 
an  amicable  adjuftmenty  contefl:  the  will«  aod 
employ  my  nephew  to  file  a  bill  in  Chancery 
againit  her. 

Lavijb.  No,  that  will  never  do  :  rather  give  up 
the  whole  property  than  go  to  law. — Come,  that's 
good  economy,  or  the  devil's  in  it.  [fAfiV. 

Sir  Hervey.  Come,  Juliana,  in  my  apartments 
weMl  wait  his  return. — (21?  Worry)  :  You  alfo^ 
faithful,  conftant  friend  ! 

Juliana.  How  (hall  I  thank  you  ?  how  repay— 

IVorry.  Repay !— Look!  are  you  not  reconciled  ? 
Isn't  that  repaying  me  ? — Oh  !   I  am  the  happieft 

fellow  living  ! No — I  forgot  Mrs.  Worry. 

\Excunt  O.  P. 


SCENE— -r^  Street  in  the  Town. 

Enter  Alltrade,  Mrs.  Dazzle,  and  a  Servant. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Don't  talk  to  me.  Sir. — The  will 
difcovercd ! 

Alltrade.  I  tell  you  it  was  no  fault  of  mine,  and 
my  life  on't  Mifs  Sutherland  will  marry  the  Captain^ 
and  ftill  forfeit  the  bequeft. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  She  marry  !  fhc  marry !  non* 
fenfe  !  Haven't  1  this  inftant  feen  the  faithlcfs  Cap- 
tain, and  isn't  it  exadly  ?s  I  fufpefted? — Take  my 
word  tor  it,  Juliana  will  keep  the  eftate  and  her 
lover  too. 

Alltrade.  How  !  what  mean  you? 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Mean?  that  the  Captain  never 
thought  of  making  her  his  wife  \  and  the  father,  to 
gain  hts  liberty  and  five  thoufand  a-year^  will  be 

unprin- 
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unprincipled  enough  to  confent  to  his  daughter's 
difgrace. 

Alltrade.  Oh,  1  undcrftand  now; — live  together 
without  marrying, 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Ay;  Mr.  Lavifli  not  only  didn't 
deny  the  infamous  fcheme,  but  abfolutely  offered 
me  two  hundred  a-year  if  Td  give  up  ajl  claim 
under  my  hufband's  will;  if  not,  he  faid  he  and 
Juliana  would  go  to  Italy,  and  live  on  the  profits. 
What  fliall  I  do  ?  — deprived  of  my  huA>and'scfl:ate, 
Tm  abfolutely  pennylefs. 

Alltrade.  I  know;  and  you  fee  they  are  de- 
cided; therefore,  why  hefitate? — two  hundred 
a-year  is  certainly  better  than  nothing. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  True ;  and  as  I  have  no  other 
hope, — John,  go  to  Mr.  Lavifli,  fay  I  accede  to 
his  propufals,  and  if  he'll  bring  an  agreement  to  my 
houlc,  ril  fign  direftly.  {Servant  exit.)  Oh  !  that 
it  fliould  come  to  this; — but  Til  expofe  them — 

ru 

Enter  Stopgap  {with  a  letter). 

Stopgap.  From  Mr.  Mift,  Madam ; — it  is  of  the 
ucmoll  confequence,  and  requires  an  immediate 
anfwer  {giving  letter). 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Indeed! 

Stopgap.  Yts,  Madam;— he  has  this  moment 
received  pofitive  information,  that  Mr.  Dazzle 
died  poJeiTed  of  half  a  London  theatre ;  and  as 
you  are  his  widow,  Madam — but  the  letter  will 
explain. 

Mrs.  Dazzle  {reading).  "  Majeftic  Mrs,  M.  P. 
"  —only  time  tofay>  forget  paft  bad  management 
<«  ~accept  hand  and  fortune  j  we'll  inftantly  aft 

"  Benedift 
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'«  Bencdift  and  Beatrice.— Doors  to  be  opened  at 
«  eight,  and  performance  begin  precifely  at  nine. 

"  Vivant  Rex  et  Rcgina !— P.  M. .     N.  B. 

*^  Would  have  waited  on  you  in  pcrfon,  but 
*'  Harlequin  and  flow  waggon  are  juft  arrived/* 
Delightful !  glorious  ! — now  I  am  rich  enough  to 
defy  the  Captain  and  his  aflbciates  : — My  compli- 
ments to  Mr.-  Mift,  ril  wait  upon  him  inftantly^ 
and  the  fooner  the  marriage  takes  place,  the  hap- 
pier k  will  make  me.  (Stopgap^x*//.) — Come,  Mr. 
Alltrade,  you  (hall  (hare  my  good  fortune,  and 
when  the  Captain  brings  the  agreement,  how  I 
(hall  laugh  at  him ;  I  now  defpife,  as  much  as  I 
once  loved  him.  lExeunt. 


SCENE— In/tJe  of  a  Theatre. 

Mist  di/covered. 

Mifl*  Forfeit  'em, — I'll  forfeit  'em. — Harlequin 
arrived  !— fir(t  call  new  pantomime,  and  not  an 
aftor  come  to  rchearfal ; — vagabonds! — all  envy 
—all  jeaioufy ;— dread  his  immortal  powers,  and 
want  to  knock  him  up  j — won't  do  though — not 
eafily  put  out  of  countenance. 

Enler  Stopgap. 

Stopgap.  Joy!  I  give  you  joy.  Sir;  Mrs. 
Dazzle  confents. 

Mifi.  W  hat !  doors  opened  at  eight. 
Sfoj>.  Ay,  and  performance  begin  at  nine» 

Miji. 
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Mift..  And  no  money  returned  after  curtain's 
drawn  up! — tol  dc  roll,  toll,  loll:  — Tnti  a  real 
London  Manager  !— that,  {/napping  bis  fingers^ 
that  for  this  half  or  rather  no  priced  toy-(hop: — but 
where  is  (he  ? — where's  the  imperial  Mrs.  M.  P. 

Stopgap,  She'll  be  here  diredljs  and  Mr.  Squib 
alfo:  I'^met  him  in  the  ftreet,  and  on  my  telling 
him  you  were  about  to  marry  Mrs.  Dazzle  for  the 
fake  of  her  theatrical  property,  he  faid  you  were 
grofsly  impofed  upon,  and  that  he'd  wait  upon 
you,  and  explain  the  matter  inftantly  :— and  fee, 
here  he  comes. 

Miji.  He  explain  I  p(ha!  what  does  he  know 
about — (EfJer  Lavish) — Excufe  me,  Mr.  Squib, 
can't  talk  to  ftrollcrs  now-,  I'm  real — a  Royal  Lon- 
don Manager. 

Lavijb.  So  am  I ;  I'm  a  real  Royal  London 
Manager. 

MiJi.  You  !,— good,  very  good  i  and  you've 
got  old  Dazzle's  fhare,  fuppofe  ? 

Lavijb.  Yes,  and  I've  got  old  Dazzle's  (hare, 
fuppofe. 

MiJi.  Better  and  better  I— in  right  of  the  heirefs 
too  ? 

Lavijb.  Yes,  in  right  of  the  heirefs  too. 
MiJl.  What,  you  mean  to  marry  the  widow  ? 
Lavijb.   No>  damn  me  if  I  do ;  and  if  I  did,  that 
wouldn't  help  me. 
Milt.   No! 

Lavijh.  No ;  the  theatre  is  not  hers,  it  belongs 
to  Mifs  Sutherland — {producing  will)  : — here  it  is 
under  old  Dazzle's  hand  :  here's  another  apology, 
read  it,  and  then  once  more — "  Ladies  and  Gende- 
'*  men,  the  difagreeable  dilemma  to  which  I 
*^  am  reduced" — ha  !  ha  !  thcre'^  a  Manager  for 
you  I 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle  {without).  Where  is  my  life,  my 
lord,  my  hufband  ? 

Lavijhm   There,'  you  read  the  will,  while  I  talk 
to  the  beirefs. — (Mist  and  Stopgap  retire  up  the 
Jiage  with  the  will,  Mrs.  Dazzle  enters.) — So, 
widow,  here's  the  agreement. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Then  you  may  take  it  back  again; 
I  (han't  (ign  it. 

Lavijh.   No  1 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  No;  my  marriage  with  Mr.  Mift 
makes  mt  fufficiently  rich  and  independent  to  re- 
fufe  the  paltry  offer  ;  and  I  can  now  fhew  the  world 
that  I'm  abiave  being  a  party  in  fo  infamous  a 
tranfadtion  1  To  I  wi(h  you  a  pleafant  tour  to  Italy, 
good  Signor  Lavifhini. 

Lavijh.  You're  wrong !  it's  a  mighty  pretty  in- 
come : — I'd  be  boun3  to  keep  a  carriage  on  two 
i)undrcd  a-year. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Very  likely :  but  you  have  your 
aofwer,  Sir. 

Stopgap  {behind to  Mist).  Yes:  Mifs  Suther- 
land's heirefs  ! — Mr.  Squib  Manageir. 

Mift.  And  I'm  dethroned : — exit  Mift. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Look  !  there's  my  dear  intended  ! 
Now,  Sir,  fee  me  take  pofleffion  of  his  hand  and 
heart. — Oh,  Mr.  Mift  !  {^curt/eying.) 

Stopgap  {afide  to  Mist).  I  have  a  thoughr.  Sir ! 
perhaps  Mifs  Sutherland  may  wi(h  to  Icll — and 
through  Mr.  Squib's  intereft,  and  by  fccui  ing  him 
the  deputy  (hip —     , 

Mift.  I  may  getpurchafcl  well pronnpred,  Stop— 
we'll  p?y  court  to  new  monarch  ;— now  mind,  one 
of  beft  beneBt  bows.— (7'/?i?y  put  them/elves  in  bow- 
ing attitudes  and  advance  towards  Mrs.  Dazzle.) 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Delightful  man  ! — with  what  awe 
he  approaches  me ! —you  fce^   Signor — you  feel 

(MliT 


78  MANAGEMENT. 

(Mist  and  Stopgap  fafs  by  Mrs.  DAtiii  and 
come  clofe  to  Lavish.) 

Mift.  Royal  Mr.  Squib— ftc  your  authority,  and 
humbly — 

Mr$ .  Dazzle  {turning  him  round).     Why,  Mr* 
Mift,  Tm  on  this  fide. 

Mift.  I  know!  but  I  am  on  thfc  othfcr  ficJe: 
a  goodManager  always  goes  with  the  ruling  party:— 
any  reparation  to  you  or  the  heirefi,  Mr.  Sc|uib ! 
would  (he  choofe  the  frecdofti?  or  ytWi  take  ai  be- 
nefit ?— play  nnyfelf,  and  givfc  you  firft  night  of 
new  pantonnim*. 

Lavijh.  You  fee,  Signora,  you  itt  !-^why  if 
you're  in  earheft,  Mr.  Mift,  Mifs  Sutherland's  fa- 
ther is  in  prifon,  and  as  this  Will  gives  him  no 
ready  money— 

Mift.  I  take— what's  the  debt  ? 

Laviftj.  A  trifle  l-^— but  a  thoufand  pounds,  which 
in  the  courfe  of  a  nfionth  I  can  ftve  atid  repay 
you ! — or  if  that  fecurity  don't  content  you,  you 
fliall  have  a  mortgage  on  the  theatre- 

Mift.  That'rfit  j  that's  the  beft  fecurity  on  earth! 
far  better  than  meadows  and  corn  fields  1 — people 
will  go  without  bread,  but,  blcls  'em  !  never  with- 
out plays! — Come  along,  Stop — prifon  only  nexc 
door — gaoler  take  my  word: — re-enter  with  Sir 
Hervey  inftantly. 

Mrs,  Dazzle.  Why,  arc  you  mad,  Sir  ? — will 
you  again  difappoint  and  deceive  me  ? 

Mift.  Deceive  you  ! — hem  ! — who  concealed 
will  ? — paffed  ofi^for  Manager,  and  turns  out  only 
author?— who  under  falfc  pretences  would  have 
pocketed  all  my  fcenes,  dreflcs,  and  decorations? — 
No,  no— you  deceived  me  ^  and  therefore,  *^  Mary, 
**  once  more  I  follow  thee  !  and  fo,  Good  morrow, 
"  good  Queen  EHzabcth  1"    [£«•//  with  Stopgap. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Dazzle.  Barbarian  !  Savage  1 — this  is  the 
third  time  he  has  made  a  dupe  of  me,  Mr.  Lavlfli ! 
{Burfts  into  tears). — I'll  fign  the  agreement,  Mr* 
Lavifti ! 

Lavijh.  Excufe  me ! — Vm  above  being  a  party 
in  fo  infamous  a  tranfaAion. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  Nay :  when  you  confider  the 
fmallnefs  of  the  fum,  and  that  I  bind  myfclf  to  give 
up  all  claim  under  my  hufband's  will. — 

Lavifi.  Why,  that's  true ;  and  ferioufly  fpeaking 
two  hundred  a- year  is  no  objeft ;  and  therefore,  I'll 
indulge  you  ? — fign  direftly,  and  I'll  indulge  you  ! 
Mrs.  Dazzle.  The  fooncr  the  better  ! — 1  long  to 
be  out  of  the  monfter's  houfe  1 — here's  pen  and  ink. 
Lavijh.  And  here's  the  agreement  1  (jhey  go  t$ 
the  table). 

Enter  MiSTf   Sir  Hervev,  and  J v liana. 
Mifl.   Take  care— confider  you're  a  new  per- 
former.  Sir  Hcrvcy — you  alfo,  Mifs  M.  P.   mind 
the  traps. 

Sir  Hervey.  Sir,  I  know  not  how  to  exprefs  my 
thanks  or  my  adonifliment. 

Lavijh  {coming  Jrom  table --agreement  in  his 
hand).  Huzza!  Sir  Hervey,  I  give  you  joy — Mifs 
Sutherland,  I  give  you  joy — he  e  it  is,  figned  and 
fealed. — Mrs.  Dazzle  generoufly  takes  two  hun- 
dred a-vear>  and  gives  up  all  claim  under  her 
hufbanas  will— -there !  there's  a  bargain  maker  for 
you! 

Sir  Hervey.  Is  this  true.  Madam  ? 
Mrs.  Dazzle.    True  ! — you  know  I've  been 
tricked  into  it. 

Lavijh.  You  have— you  trick'd  yourfelf  into  it. 
Mrs.  Dazzle.  Myfclf ! 

Lavijh.    Ay  !  you  would  be  indulged  ;  and  aa 

here  is  now  no  longer  any  bar  to  our  union,  with 

9  this 
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this  lady's  {^taking  Juliana*j  band)  and  her  father's 
leave  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  Mrs.  Lavifli 
elcft. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  How  !  your  wife  1 
Lavijh.  Ay;  you  thoaght  I'd  call  her  by 
another  name  \  but  I  am  ftill  aid  fafhioned  enough 
to  think  the  word  "  wife/'  heightens  happinefs 
and  gives  a  zeft  to  love  I — (Mrs.  Dazzle  is  going 
to  J]peak)—N^y^  don't  blame  me  ! — you  have  to 
thank  yourfelf  for  the  whole  tranfaftion ;  and  when 
any  body  makes  falfe  charges,  I  hope  I  (hall  be  al- 
ways too  good  an  economift  not  to  make  them 
pay  for  then). 

Mifl  (/o  Mrs.  Dazzle).  You  take  the  hint  1— 
you  take  the  hint ! 

Mrs  Dazzle.  Oh,  I  Ihall  go  wild— I — (ftamp-^ 
ing  violently\^^ 

Mift.   Gently — you'll  be  down  the  trap. 

Mrs.  Dazzle.  So,  Mils,  you  mean  to  allow  mc 

only  this  paltry 

Juliana.  No,  Madam  ! — with  my  hufband's  per- 
miflion  the  annuity  (hall  be  doubled. — The  widow 
of  my  benefactor  muft  be  more  amply  provided 
for. 

Lavijh.  Certainly! — ^^I  can  fave  it  a  thoufand 
ways  ! — And  now,  Mr.  Mift,  as  we  (hall  certainly 
difpofe  of  oor  theatrical  property,  you  (hall  be  the 
purchafer — Only  mind,  I  make  the  bargain— never 
was  fuch  a  fellow  at  making  bargains  ! 

Mi/l.  Name  your  own  terms — only  let  me  be 
London  Manager !— Oh,  for  the  opening  !— Oh, 
for  the  firft  night  ! — Afttt  Hamlet,  what  an  ad- 
drefs  will  I  make  to  them  ? 

Lavijh.   Addrefs  !   why  what  will  you  fay  ? 
Mijl.    Tell  you — "  Ladies  and  Gentlemen — on 
"  the  part  of  the  company  in   general,  and  myfeh 

*'  as 
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^^as  proprietor^  author^  aftor^  and  manager  in 
^«  particular— confefs  faults— acknowledge  obliga- 
'^  tions— and  htimbty  entreat  your  ufual  candour 
««and  indulgence/'— Then  getting  nearer  the 
lamps — ^'  Ladies  and  Gentlemen^  to-morf  ow  and 
«  ftlla«ring  evening,  With  y«ir  pertatfBon^  this  play^ 
««will  be  repeated  r 
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EPILOGUE, 

WRITTEN    BY    GEORGE   COLMAN>  ES<^ 

Spolten  by  Mr.  Fawcett  m  the  Cbaraffer  of  MiST. 


A  London  Manager  of  high  degree, 

I,  Peter  Mift,  now  enter  here  O.  P. ; 

My  coantry  playhoofe,  e'er  I  came  to  town 

Almofi  knock'd  ap»  has  been  in  lots  knocked  down. 

A  finrdy  farmer  bought  the  walls : — why  then^ 
What  was  a  barn  will  be  a  barn  again. 
Corn  on  the  fiage,  not  mammers  will  be  feen  ;^ 
And  oats  be  threih'd  where  adors  ihoold  have  been  ; 
Wheat  ftrew  the  boards  where  erft  did  heroes  treads 
To  make— what  heroes  never  made  there— bread* 

Stage-ftruck,  but  hen-peck'd,  honeft  Jnftice  Dander 
Has  all  my  clouds^ — his  lady  has  my  thunder. 
Dick  Drench^  the  fnug  apothecary,  means 
To  give  a  private  play,  fo  buys  my  fcenes : 
Drench,  **  fmelling  of  the  ihop>"  and  idemfempir^ 
Could  not  refill  fcenes  painted  in  dlilemper. 

The  Member  for  the  town  bought  all  my  coats ; 
There  he  was  wife— for  I  command  two  votes ; 
And  playhoufe  coats  (again  he  fhewM  difce rning) 
Will  fuit  a  Member^  for  they're  usM  to  turning. 

My  wigs  the  women  quarrell'd  for,  fweet  fouls ! 
My  daggers  duck  in  felling ;  but  my  bowls 
Mine  hoft  of  the  Red  Lion  clapp'd  his  eyes  on. 
And  bought  'em,  as  I  did,  to  {tts^  up  poifon. 

Thus  all  my  country  flock,  as  Shakfpeare  fays, 
*'  My  cloud-capt  towers,  my  gorgeous  palaces, 
«'  Yea,  my  great  globe,"  (the  barn,)  fo  muchinvolv'd. 
And  '<  all  it  did  inherit,  have  diflblv'd." 

But 
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Bot  if  fome  fatare  Manager  fiiould  take 
My  ''  folemn  temple,"  which  1  now  foHake  ; 
My  *'  fabric  of  a  vifion/'  he  will  find 
That  I  have  left  a  curfed  <<  wreck  behind.'* 

Here  then  I  come,  by  rural  fchemes  half  undone. 
But  country  ftumps  appear  new  brooms  in  London. 
Egad  I'll  fweep  all  clean— look  to't — ne*er  doubt  me— ' 
A  London  Mankger,  I'll  lay  about  me  ; 
And>  as  a  fample>  you  (hall  hear  my  hints. 
To  be  inferted  in  to-morrow's  prints : 

**  A  five  ad  play  laft  night  was  reprefented, 
<<  By  an  amazing  Dramatift  invented  ! 
'<  Author's  and  Adors'  merits  were  immen(e, 

«'  And  Fawcett  e'en  furpafs'd  his  ufnal  excellence !  j 

*'  Great  care  'tis  plain  was  taken  in  rehear fal  ;  \ 

"  And"— may!  add  with  /rn/it/^— *'  applaufe was  ■ 

**  univerfal." 
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PLAYS,  t^c.  printed  for  Longman  and^zts^ 
No.  39,  Paternofter  Viow. 

1.  The  VOTARY  OF  WEALTH,  a  Ccmiedj;  by  Mr. 
Holm  AN.    28. 

2.  LAUGH  WHEN  YOU  CAN,  a  Comedy  ;  by  Mr. 
Reynolds.    2s. 

3.  The  DRAMATIST,  a  Comedy;  by  Ditto,  is.  6d. 

4.  NOTORIETY,  a  Comedy;  by  Ditto,     is.  6d. 

5.  HOW  TO  GROW  RICH,   a  Comedy;. by  Pitta. 
IS.  6d. 

6.  The  RAGE,  a  Comedy  5  by  Ditto.     21. 

7.  WERTER,  a  Tragedy;  by  Ditto,     is.  6d. 

8.  SPECULATION,  a  Comedy;  by  Ditto,     as. 

9.  WILD  OATS,  a  Comedy;  by  Mr.  O'Kebffe.  is.  6d. 

10.  The  CASTLE  OF  ANDALUSIA,  a  Comic  Opera ; 
by  Ditto.     IS.  6d. 

11.  SPRIGS  OF  LAUREL,  a  Comic  Opera,  in  Turo 
A  As;  by  Ditto*     is. 

12.  HARTFORD  BRIDGE,  an  Operatic  Farce,  in  Two 
Acts  ;  by  Mr.  Pearce.     is. 

13.  The  MIDNIGHT  WANDERERS,  a  Comic  Opera, 
in  Two  Ads  ;  by  Ditto,     is. 

14.  NETLEY  ABBEY,  an  Operatic  Farce,  in  Two 
Afts;  by  Ditto,     is. 

15.  ARRIVED  AT  PORTSMOUTH;  by  Ditto,   is. 

16.  WINDSOR  CASTLE,  an  Opera,  performed  in 
Honor  of  the  Marriage  of  His  Royal  Highnefs  the  Prince  of 
Wales ;  by  Ditto.     With  an  elfgant  Vignette,  is.  6d. 

17.  The  MAID  of  NORMANDY;  or.  The  Death 
of  the  Queen  of  France,  a  Tragedy  ;  by  Mr.  £yrb» 
late  of  Pembroke  College,  Cambridge,     is.  6i^,  1 

18.  CONSEQUENCES;  or.  The  School  forPaBju- 
oiCE,  a  Comedy  ;  by  Ditto,     is.  6d. 

19.  The  FATAL  SISTERS,  and  POEMS  ;  by  Ditto. 
4s. 

20.  The  DISCARDED  SECRETARY;  by  Ditto.  2$. 

2 1 .  The  MYSTERIES  OF  THE  CASTLE,  an  Opera ; 
by  M.  P.  Andrews.     2s. 

22.  CROTCHET  LODGE,  a  Farce  ;  by  Mr.  Hurl- 

23.  The  IRISHMAN  IN  LONDON,  a  Farce;  by  Mr. 
M'Ready.     is. 

24.  ZORINSKI,  a  Play;  by  Mr.  Morton,     as. 

25.  The  WAY  TO  GET  MARRIED,  a  Comedy;  by 
Ditto.  2s. 

26.  The  CURE  FOR  THE  HEART  ACHE,  a  Co- 
medy ;  by  Ditto,     as. 

27.  SECRETS  WORTH  KNOWING,  a  Comedy;  by 

Ditto.       28. 

aS.  LOCK  AND  KEY,  a  Farce;  by  Mr.  Hoarb.  is.' 
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